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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 

My Holidays
 
   By Scotia 
 
    
 
   Brady, still under strict female discipline at home and with other relations is presently staying in student accommodation in another town on ‘holiday’. Actually it is Aunts Elizabeth. Margaret, Cousin Tina and Grandma, who are on holiday but as Uncle James and his young wife, still called by Brady, Miss Annette, cannot have the lad he is under the jurisdiction of a friend of his Aunts, who is a school Mistress, Miss Mabel Chalmers who is a strict bitch of a woman and not one lad, regardless of age, would like to have as his Mistress. Even for just four weeks. However, Brady is in no position to choose the situation and must accept his Aunt’s decisions. Miss Chalmers was chosen as she is a lady who stands no nonsense from anyone. Boys in particular being a special target for her displeasure at all times and at any time. 
 
    
 
   The accommodation is in the University student rooms and the part of the floor Brady’s room is in contains just four rooms. The larger rooms, three of them, are occupied by Miss Chalmers and two of her male friends. The smaller room is occupied by Brady. One of the males is Miss Chalmer’s so called man friend (though what his thoughts are on the subject are unknown) the other her cousin.
 
    
 
   The three adults are, of course, on holiday and are attending concerts and other classical pursuits over a four week period. Brady is engaged in completing exercises Miss Chalmers sets on subjects chosen by her. In addition he is responsible for cleaning and keeping tidy the three rooms belonging to the adults plus his own. Chambermaids are allowed to leave clean linen and remove dirty linen but perform no other duties. In addition he is responsible for washing and ironing Miss Chalmers’ ‘smalls’ and blouses plus his own underwear. 
 
    
 
   We come upon Brady on Wednesday morning, when after his cleaning and tidying stint he has been set a few exercises for completion before lunch. He has been instructed to report to Miss Chalmers at her club at 12 noon SHARP!  When the bitch says SHARP she means SHARP and no mistake about it. 
 
    
 
   Having just arrived on the Tuesday evening he has not yet got the measure of his Mistress although those who have to suffer her at school had assured him she was called Bitch Chalmers and had all of the attributes commensurate with being a BITCH.
 
    
 
   The exercises were tedious and the thought of having four weeks of this not in the least appealing caused Brady to be a bit tardy in completing the work. The sudden realisation that a lot had to be done before he left for Miss Chalmers club made him buck up and do some serious work. Time being of some major importance by this stage he decided rather than walk to the club, as instructed, he would take the bus. Thus securing these extra few minutes to work. 
 
    
 
   Unfortunately he spent too long in completing the last exercise and missed the bus. Which meant a run to the premises in which he was instructed to meet his Mistress. 
 
    
 
   The bar on the first floor of the club found Brady standing at attention in front of Miss Chalmers and her two female friends breathless and sweaty. 
 
    
 
   “Reporting to you, Miss Chalmers, as ordered,” gasped Brady, eyeing the greying red hair of the middle aged stout, though quite tall lady, who was Miss Chalmers.  
 
    
 
   “What time did I order you to report to me, boy?” asked the lady sitting back in her chair and fixing Brady with a piercing and chiolling look. 
 
    
 
   “Twelve noon SHARP, Miss,” replied our hero.
 
    
 
   Looking at her two friends, Miss Chalmers asked, “And what time do you call this, Brady?”
 
    
 
   Brady stole a look at his watch and said, “four minutes passed twelve, Miss.”
 
    
 
   “The point of your having to synchronise your watch with mine this morning was that you would have no excuse for any lateness whatsoever, yet you are late, are you not, BOY?” the gimlet eyes now held Brady in a stare that would have shamed a snake. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss, I am sorry,” said Brady thinking to himself – four minutes late and all the fuss. Apart from Miss Chalmers was employing her classroom voice, which carried all over the bar area and was causing other club members and their guests to look over at the charade being enacted. 
 
    
 
   “Tell me why you chose to defy me, Brady?” the Mistress’s question rather took Brady aback. Surely she could not construe four minutes late as being defiance. He, all of a sudden wished the floor would open up and swallow him. Foolish he felt at 22 years of age standing at attention, like a schoolboy, in front of her friends and the others in the room. Dressed as a schoolboy, though a concession had been made to permit the wearing of long grey school trousers, for this visit to the club. Otherwise shorts are worn as decreed by his Aunts. 
 
    
 
   “Please Miss, I was late in finishing the exercises you set and missed the bus,”
 
    
 
   “MISSED THE WHAT?” screeched Miss Chalmers, seeming to almost suffer a fit of epilepsy. Her face had become a fiery red, which would have done justice in matching her flaming red hair in her younger days. 
 
    
 
   “Missed the bus, Miss,” replied a wilting Brady, who had not witnessed an angry Miss Chalmers before this moment. 
 
    
 
   “Bus,” the angry lady echoed. “You were ordered to WALK here and be on time. Is that not so, boy?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss.” 
 
    
 
   “Defiance must be your middle name, Brady,” shouted Miss Chalmers, “but I shall have the greatest pleasure in curing you of that my lad, see if I don’t. The bus is out bounds to you and I shall remove all your money as soon as I return to the accommodation. Have it ALL laid out for me on your desk. If I find you with any at all after my confiscation today you will rue the day, my lad. Now, for your information it is I who am on holiday. You ARE NOT! You are here to work and I shall make it my concern to make damned sure you do work. And work HARD. By which I mean your head will be down reading or writing most of the time. You will please me or you will be in the greatest of trouble believe me. CLEAR BRADY?”
 
    
 
   This tirade had been shouted at the unfortunate young man and he could only reply, “Yes, Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Well you had best get that through your THICK HEAD, I am telling it to you ONLY ONCE MY LAD. Now had you been punctual you would have joined Miss Mortimer, Miss Pellow and I for lunch. As it is you will forego lunch and return immediately to your room to commence writing me 1000 lines from ‘The Merchant of Venice’. These will be in your best handwriting and each line numbered in the left hand margin of the paper. This punishment task will be handed in to me, neatly completed and without errors of any kind, at 9am tomorrow when you report to me after breakfast. Yesterday evening I informed you that if you worked and behaved satisfactorily for me I would allow you to spend Saturday afternoons accompanying me to a museum or art gallery. As a respite and relaxation from your lessons and work, as you have chosen to waste your time and MINE having to write lines for me, this Saturday’s respite is CANCELLED! You will instead spend it working same as any other afternoon. In addition you will report to me at my room this afternoon after you have made sure that the two gentlemen in the rooms beside us have gone out. I shall further deal with you then – DISMISSED!”
 
    
 
   Embarrassed and shamed by the tirade Miss Chalmers had just delivered, Brady turned to the two ladies seated with his Mistress and requested, “Permission to leave, ladies?”
 
    
 
   Surprised by this request to them, for a moment, both ladies were tongue-tied but eventually Mrs Pellow said, “You may go, boy.”  
 
    
 
   Tongue tied she may have been for a moment but the permission was given tartly and the addition of the word ‘boy’ meant that she was quick to seize Miss Chalmers lead. The cutting down of an older lad to size appeals to some ladies and Mrs Pellow had just done so. Much to her satisfaction it must be said. 
 
    
 
   Brady, back at his desk in the single student room he occupied, got out his copy of ‘The Merchant of Venice’ and started the assigned task. One thousand lines for four minutes late, no lunch, Saturday outing cancelled and probably another screeching telling off from the Bitch later this afternoon. Brady could see already why Miss Chalmers was known as the Bitch at her school.  Holidaying she may be but, like the leopard she had not changed her school spots.
 
    
 
   God! Brady had an awful thought. What if any of the gentlemen complained about the cleanliness and tidiness of their room or Miss Chalmers herself was dissatisfied. Or even if she thought his own room was not to her liking. Knowing how thorough room inspections were carried out at home would the Bitch be as thorough? Did she have white cotton gloves as they did at home to test for dust? To allow his mind to dwell on that subject was only detracting from the job in hand, which was unfortunately 1000 bloody lines. The more time consuming, as they had to be copied from the book and properly punctuated. “BITCH!”
 
    
 
   About two hours later Brady was aware of voices in the passageway outside his room. Miss Chalmers and her boyfriend speaking about this evening’s concert, which they would both be attending together. Unfortunately it seemed Mr Foster was going out just now. Whether Mr Jolly, the Bitch’s cousin, was in or not, Brady was as yet unaware. 
 
    
 
   His mind spun back to yesterday before being handed over to Miss Chalmers. He had once again tangled with Cousin Tina who was entrusted with ensuring he was all ready to leave for his sojourn away from home. 
 
    
 
   Tina had just finished inspecting his room and now stood in front of him giving him the once over to ensure he was properly dressed. 
 
    
 
   “Is your case properly packed and closed?” she asked. 
 
    
 
   “Of course, Miss Tina,” he had replied confidently. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! The girl took her hand across Brady’s left cheek and yelled, “Don’t be impudent, the answer I required was either yes or no.”
 
    
 
   Miss Tina’s patience with impudence is short and she was showing it in the way she glowered at her cousin. 
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Miss, yes it is properly packed and closed.”
 
    
 
   Brady would have liked to rub his stinging reddening cheek but that sort of attention is not permitted.   
 
    
 
   Tina smiled wanly and sweetly, “You can tell me then if what I suggested to Aunties the other evening has been incorporated in the contents of your case?”
 
    
 
   “Er, Miss, I do not know what you mean,” replied Brady. 
 
    
 
   “Well, you were present when I made the suggestion. It was at dinnertime last Friday, if you remember. Do I have to remind you of what I suggested should be taken with you?”
 
    
 
   “A-hem, no, Miss, I do remember, Miss, but I was not told it had been agreed that I take the items you mentioned then.”
 
    
 
   The inclusion of ‘Miss’ twice in the one answer Brady hoped would help calm Miss Tina’s anger.
 
    
 
   CRACK! Another much harder slap struck Brady’s left cheek almost knocking him over with its force. 
 
    
 
   “AGREED!” yelled Tina, “Why would it have to be agreed? Is it not sufficient that I want it done? Do we have to have a committee meeting to discuss and then perhaps agree to something I have suggested?” 
 
    
 
   “I don’t know, Miss,” and Brady moved his head over a bit away from a possible slap emanating from his young cousin. 
 
    
 
   “Keep that head STILL BOY!” howled Tina getting angrier by the second. 
 
    
 
   Brady resumed his position in time to receive CRACK – CRACK as Tina landed another couple of slaps across his left cheek. 
 
    
 
   “In future keep your head still when you are at attention in front of me,” Tina almost growled through gritted teeth. 
 
    
 
   “Remind me what I suggested you should have with you on your holidays. If you could rightly call what you are having a holiday?”
 
    
 
   “Please Miss,” replied Brady trying to be oh so correct in his way of addressing his younger cousin. “You suggested, Miss, that I have to take three pairs of punishment knickers and two canes.”
 
    
 
   “Well remembered that is my boy, full marks, three pairs of pink punishment knickers, one for wearing, one in the wash and one for emergencies and, of course, the two canes. I should imagine that Miss Chalmers, being as she is a schoolmistress, will have her own tawse, so we can dispense with you having to take one of those.” 
 
    
 
   Brady, having spoken with some of Miss Chalmers’ pupils knows very well that Miss Chalmers has a tawse and a reputation for making use of it frequently. And good use of it too, by all accounts. Good, in this case, being BAD from the recipients point of view. 
 
    
 
   ‘So now I have another suggestion, you can open that case and with mu just having inspected your punishment knickers a moment or so ago they may go in just as they are but with the hangers so as they may be hung properly in the wardrobe where you are going. Hanging them up to prevent creasing them being the rule there as well.”
 
    
 
   Tina smiled widely as if the thought of her next pronouncement had just come to mind.  
 
    
 
   “When you arrive, of course, they will be creased from being packed in your case. So you will ask one of the chambermaids for an iron and ironing board and you will get them back to a ‘no-creases’ state as is the rule. You will then ask the chambermaid to satisfy herself that they are, in her opinion at least, crease free. If she should not think so, then you will keep ironing them until she is happy with them. Got that BOY?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” Brady shivered at the thought of having to ask a chambermaid for the required items but shivered more at having to ask her to inspect his ironing efforts on nylon knickers – pink nylon knickers at that.
 
    
 
   “You will also inform the chambermaid as to what they are actually meant for. That is punishment knickers to be worn when you are having your arse tanned. One way or another. CLEAR?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”  Brady thought about the embarrassment of perhaps having to tell all that to a young chambermaid. And the knowledge that she would tell her colleagues all about this young man under strict discipline. He would be a laughing stock or at the very least a talking point. 
 
    
 
   “Then I come to the canes. You would like to have a couple of canes for Miss Chalmers to use, would you not?” asked Miss Tina grinning widely. ‘I mean you would not like to present yourself to the lady without her having proper facilities to deal with your various lack of good behaviour and application to the tasks in hand, would you now?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss. But canes will not go in my case, Miss. They are too long.”
 
    
 
   “Oh dear, what a shame that really is. You disappoint me Brady. I thought you had more brains than say that. You will go downstairs and from the hall cupboard you will select two canes, which are sufficiently swishy to bend to almost a half circle. You have seen Grandma often enough arc her cane like that before she starts in on you. Select two like that but not of the same thickness. I want a fairly thick one and a thin one chosen. And while you are down there unhook me the three-tailed tawse and bring it up to me. I am going to warm up your fingers for you to remind you that I am who I am and am not to be spoken to as if I am some nobody. Go downstairs with you and do as you are told!”   
 
    
 
   Nothing else for it but to do as young Missie says. Two canes duly selected and tested for flexibility, one fairly thick, the other bitingly thin. Would Miss Chalmers know how to use them? A fleeting but unhappy thought. She would, no doubt, try having been presented with the opportunity. What’s the saying about looking a gift horse in the mouth? 
 
    
 
   The hook in the hall presently holds two tawse, both Lochgelly Extra Heavy tawse, one is twin tailed the other three tailed. Grandma’s two-tailed specimen is presently adorning the wall here as she forgot to take it home with her a couple of days ago. Grandma already in the holiday spirit or so it seemed by her forgetfulness. The three-tailed tawse is Auntie Elizabeth’s favourite, being heavier and, in her opinion, just as stingy as the two tailed version. 
 
    
 
   Brady is inclined to think the two-tailed version has just that edge on extra sting. For what his opinion is worth here. Had Aunt Elizabeth felt a three tailed Lochgelly or a two tailed one for that matter? As wielded by say Grandma, who is her Mother. Could she compare the two? Brady did not think so but acknowledged to himself that both are bloody painful. He certainly would not volunteer to taste either. 
 
    
 
   Taste the three tail he was about to, swung by his younger cousin, Miss Tina. Who, unfortunately, with lots of practise had become very proficient with the leather. No matter how many tails the tawse sported. 
 
    
 
   At the top of the stairs he presented his choice of canes to the girl and she experimentally flexed both opining that, yes, they would quite nicely fit into his case, when bent. 
 
    
 
   ‘Remember and tell Miss Chalmers they are there for her to use. In fact remove them from your case as soon as you arrive and straighten them out. Then present them to your Mistress. I feel she should have the choice of implements. Lay them on your bed meantime then get back out to ME!”
 
    
 
   Back on the top landing Brady faced Miss Tina, who was still fizzing angry. 
 
    
 
   “Roll up your sleeves boy, as far above your elbows as they will go,” ordered his cousin as she slipped off her blouse leaving her in just a black leather bra above her waist. Brady thought, you little minx – she only wears leather undies when she is going to punish him. So she must have known she would be doing so when she dressed this morning. 
 
    
 
   ‘Right out to the centre and hold out your hands one on top of the other.” 
 
    
 
   Brady did so, feeling as he always does when about to be punished by this girl two years younger than himself. A proper twit, in fact. A real ninny. But then Tina was as much his Mistress as were his Aunts. Not to mention Grandma or any of the other adults allowed to discipline him. Even Miss Milson, his secretary at the office, is now allowed to belt him. 
 
    
 
   This she does in the General Office in front of all their colleagues. Jane Milson being the same age as Brady, well, he had much the same feelings about her as he did Tina. Felt a real twat. And Milson can lay it on good style these days too. Maybe not quite as hard as Tina who has had lots more opportunities to wield the leather. 
 
    
 
   Hands stretched out towards Miss Tina, Brady watched the girl flex the tawse drawing the tails through her cupped hand. Flexed, as it usually is, before use, it is still stiff hardly bending at all, when she raises it far back over her right shoulder and rises on her toes to give her that extra bit of height, swing distance and sheer extra CLOUT. Tina has recently started to take the leather back as she possibly can without overbalancing and consequently when she lashes the leather forward it comes at a velocity, which almost defies the eye to follow the tawse. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! The unique sound of leather landing on flesh and bone. A sound dear to the hearts of disciplinarians of any shade or colour. 
 
    
 
   The stroke fails to register with Brady until the second lands with another loud CRACK!. Now he feels it and his face screws up with pain. Not that his grimace or the accompanying “OW!” has any effect whatsoever on Miss Tina who already has the tawse over her shoulder and is up on her toes. Brady thinks at least this stroke will be the last on the left palm and sure enough it comes down with an almighty CRACK! And he howls “OW – ARGGHH!” and as much as he hates tears before hs cousin he is aware of dampness in his eyes. The tawse goes up once more and Brady awaits the order to “Change hands” or “Other hand” or whatever Tina chooses to say. 
 
    
 
   Instead she merely says, “I am going to give you eight my lad.”
 
    
 
   A stickler for the rules when they apply to him Tina is not so strict about their application to herself. By agreement with their Aunts she is, being only a minor, allowed a maximum of six strokes of the tawse only and no spanking of his rear end with any implement that is a spanking. The latter she has already done and now the two of them alone in the house Tina is choosing to set aside another rule applying to her. 
 
    
 
   “CRACK! The leather falls for the fourth time and Tina shouts, “Other hand boy!”
 
    
 
   The painful, and almost numb left palm is placed under the right and the hands held out towards Tina again. 
 
    
 
   “Come on, get them right up, I want them higher than that, Brady,” yelled his young tormentress. 
 
    
 
   “Higher yet!” she screamed at her victim and as she shouted she brought the tawse up to strike beneath Brady’s left hand. 
 
    
 
   “GET THEN UP,” I said, “I’m not here to play your gams – get them UP, your fingers pointing at my tits!” 
 
    
 
   Tina steps forward and pulls the hands up to the height she wishes and orders,” “Keep them there – right UP and RIGHT OUT!” 
 
    
 
   Brady never in his life would have thought he would be almost doubling up with pain in front of Tina, halfway through a belting, but that is exactly how he feels at this moment. The effort to get his hands up was tremendous and he knew Tina was not finished with him by any means. 
 
    
 
   Alone in the house what would she do if he refused to keep his hands out for her? The thought of the later repercussions made his stomach knot in sheer, unadulterated fear. 
 
    
 
   The succeeding four CRACKS of the Extra Heavy three-tailed Lochgelly were no less painful than had been their predecessors. Eight strokes well and truly laid on by a 20-year-old girl had Brady with his hands pressed firmly between his thighs to try and alleviate the abominable pain his cousin had been responsible for giving him. Well aware he was, that not only his palms were sore but she had landed most of her strokes well up past his wrists. So his forearms were sore too. 
 
    
 
   “Don’t try and be clever with me in the future. I shall always make you regret it afterwards. When I ask you a simple question you give me a civil answer right away.” 
 
    
 
   Dropping the tawse on the floor she added, “Hang that thing up when you stop behaving like a child. Anyone would think I had thrashed you properly – not just given you a little warm. I would hope that if I was to be having the tawse I would be able to take it better than you do. Anyway, what I have give you will remind you of just who I am whilst you are off on your holidays. Given you something to remember me by I have just done.” 
 
    
 
   Brady was in no doubt about the reminder she had just given him. His palms would provide that reminder for quite some time. She had used that tawse in the really bitchy way, laying it on as hard as she could into the bargain. 
 
    
 
   Fat hope of Tina getting a taste of the tawse. Even a little warm like she had just described the thrashing she had given him. But in fantasy Brady has her being soundly belted by Aunt Elizabeth for disobeying the rules which are made for her. Then a goodly taste of her Grandma’s cane. Miss Tina naked except for pink punishment knickers and secured over the gym horse, as he is for the cane, would be quite a sight. Oh, IF ONLY!
 
    
 
   “And don’t forget to enter the punishment in your Punishment Book. I’ll sign the entry later,” ordered Miss Tina turning away and making for her own bedroom. 
 
    
 
   To her retreating back Brady asked, “Please, Miss, What shall I put in the Punishment Book?”
 
    
 
   “Only six strokes naturally, as I’m not allowed to give you eight as yet.”
 
    
 
   “Oh no Miss, I meant what do I put down for the reason you punished me?”
 
    
 
   “Oh my sainted Aunt,” cried Tina. “Can’t you use your stupid head? Have you no imagination or are you asking me to warm those fingers AGAIN – right away?” 
 
    
 
   “Er, no, Miss, but I cannot say I was punished for not including the punishment knickers and canes in my case. I was not told to do that,” moaned Brady, tearfully as Miss Tina had belted him HARD. 
 
    
 
   “Really?” exclaimed Tina, seemingly surprised. “Seems you are asking me for another belting after all. For any sake just put ‘Disobedience and Impudence’ these after all are fairly common reasons given by adults for punishing you. As no one is likely to ask me to explain then they will do just fine. Go and do it now before you forget what I have just told you. And take that tawse with you, out of my sight before I am minded to use it again straight away. This time for being bloody STUPID,”
 
    
 
   To be aware that Tina considers him a juvenile rankled but that, of course, is exactly as he is treated nowadays. To refer to his punishers as ‘adults’ obviously brands him as a child. Judging by the pain in his hands he would be lucky to be able to write in the Punishment Book far less unlock and put the required articles in his suitcase, before closing it once again. 
 
    
 
   Back in his holiday accommodation Brady continues with the punishment task set by Miss Chalmers all the time straining his ears to hear if the other gentleman was in or out His tummy rumbles, the result of no lunch. Stomach feels empty and not to put too fine a point on it nervy with anticipation of what maybe to come. Eventually he hears Miss Chalmers cousin depart with a knock at her door and an intimation he would see her at tea. Lucky him, Brady would get no tea. Be lucky to get any supper. 
 
    
 
   Nothing else for it, now the coast was clear, but to report to his Mistress at her room.
 
    
 
   KNOCK, KNOCK. Brady knocks not too loudly to receive the order “COME!” in his Mistress’s school ma’am voice. On entering her room he stands at attention inside the door he has just closed. 
 
    
 
   “Reporting to you, Miss Chalmers, as ordered,” he says.
 
    
 
   “Have you thought anything about your earlier defiance of my orders boy?” again the lady’s eyes bore into him coldly as she speaks. 
 
    
 
   ‘Er, no, Miss,” Brady informs her quite truthfully. 
 
    
 
   “Well, I am about to give you a reminder that when I order you to do something I mean you to do it. That when I say report to me SHARP or PROMPT at a given time I mean SHARP or PROMPT. Not at any time which suits you. Also if you are told to walk somewhere I mean on you to walk – not decide to take the bus. Have you laid out ALL of your money on your desk for me to confiscate?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” replies her errant pupil, trying to avoid these steel cold eyes. 
 
    
 
   “Good, now we can proceed,” and so saying Miss Chalmers goes over to her case on the rack and opening it withdraws her tawse. 
 
    
 
   “You notice yesterday when you had to carry my case that it was extremely heavy. I do not feel however that this little item actually added much to its overall weight. Stand over there and cross your hands.”
 
    
 
   To cross his hands was an order Brady was unfamiliar with but having presented his hands for the tawse in the normal fashion, left palm on top supported by his right palm underneath and arms full stretched forward at the lady’s lower chest height, it seemed that this position was the one required by Miss Chalmers. 
 
    
 
   Stepping forward briefly she lowered his hands just a fraction and noticing due to his shirt sleeves having drawn up his wrists the marks left by Tina’s tawse the previous day, asked, 
 
    
 
   “Been in trouble recently I can see from the tawse tail marks on your wrists. One of your Aunts or your Uncle discipline you then?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss, my cousin Miss Tina made those marks.”
 
    
 
   “Quite the young lady then is she?”
 
    
 
   What else was there to say but to agree, though a young bitch would have more accurately described Tina. 
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss.”   
 
    
 
   “Younger than you too, I believe. Is that so?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss, two years younger.”
 
    
 
   “”That must be nice for you, but I digress from y intent. I do not see that what you have there, in do far as those palms are concerned, need inhibit me warming them up again for you right now, I trust a much warmer warm than your young cousin is capable of imparting.”
 
    
 
   Lowering her gaze to the hands she intended to warm she warned, ‘Keep those hands right there.”
 
    
 
   Six strokes rang out and Brady learned the hard way that the tawse Miss Chalmers owned was not one to be scoffed at either. Perhaps not a Lochgelly but having two nasty tails. Quite thick it is a very heavy saddler made implement, which on later examination bore the inscription ‘Headmaster Grade’ and the saddler’s name. Again he just avoided doubling up during the punishment and was more than thankful to hear the order, the six strokes had been given HARD and all on the left palm.   
 
    
 
   “Drop your hands now,” after the sixth stroke landed. 
 
    
 
   Brady sincerely hoped Sandra and her fellow chambermaids were finished for the day and gone home. Fro them to hear the six resounding strokes of the tawse, the sound magnified in the narrow corridors of the building, would be another cause for giggles and mirth. Not sympathy as one might expect. An older lad being belted in a lady’s bedroom would be cause for a lot of talk too. Wild guesses being made as to what else might be going on in there also. Sex not included. Certainly the dirty linen he had been told by Miss Sandra to take the chambermaid’s bin at the head of the stairs had been emptied. Miss Sandra, realising his status, had no compunction in ordering him to save her companions having to carry dirty linen themselves to that bin. Heaven knows what else she will have him doing before he is much older. She has sized him up a treat and will make the most of it. Not only were they being saved cleaning and tidying four rooms but he had to carry the dirty linen for them as well. No wonder they are laughing at him. 
 
    
 
   He doubled up with the acute pain coursing through his hand and wrist. Miss Chalmers had caught his left wrist with her tawse tails. Being a frequent user of her tawse it is unlikely the tails up the wrist were errors – more rather intentional to increase the efficacy of the punishment. Six hard strokes after the eight similarly hard strokes administered by Miss Tina the day before had really got right over Brady’s pain threshold. 
 
    
 
   “That will help you get it in your head that I mean what I say. Now I had a telephone call from your young cousin Miss Tina yesterday evening, just after you arrived here. She informs me that your Aunts insisted on your bringing a couple of canes for my use and also something she referred to as your punishment knickers.
 
    
 
   The latter. Which amused me, I must confess, are evidently worn when your bottom is being attended to by anyone with any instrument of correction. Thin nylon and very skimpy I believe and I must, according to your young lady cousin, inspect these garments to ensure they are crease free. To have creases in these knickers means extra punishment does it not, boy?”
 
    
 
   Brady, now standing straight but with his hand firmly and tightly tucked under his armpit in a fruitless endeavour to squeeze out the sting and pain of the taws, yowled. 
 
    
 
   ‘Yeeesss, Mmmmiiisss,” he sobbed out the words. This bitch knows how to lay on the tawse and no mistake. 
 
    
 
   Miss Chalmers looked disdainfully at the figure stood before her and said, “ “For any sake stand up like the man you are supposed to be and not play act like the boy you are being punished as if you were.”
 
    
 
   The lady had hit the nail firmly on the head. A man being punished and treated as a boy. Not a life to be wished for but one had come upon him quite out of the blue due to no real fault of his own. Four dominant women and a weak man who cannot stand up to any of them. 
 
    
 
   A lifestyle not wanted but to be endured as best as possible in the hope that someday his Mistresses will relent. The likelihood of that presently being somewhat remote. 
 
    
 
   “Did you do as you were told, iron the knickers and then have the chambermaid inspect them?”
 
    
 
   Another affirmative from Brady, now standing at attention before his Mistress. 
 
    
 
   “And was she satisfied with your efforts to have the nylon crease free?” 
 
    
 
   “After the fifth attempt, Miss,” Brady informed her. 
 
    
 
   Sandra, very much the same age as Miss Tina, had taken her duty very seriously thinking she was preforming it on the instructions of Miss Chalmers, who as the resident might be the purveyor of tips for good service. No matter how that service is provided, Sandra had been far from satisfied with his ironing and went out of her way to say so, making him repeat the job again and again until she was happy with his knickers. The fifth attempt she stood and watched and asked a few questions, which, in other circumstances would have been considered highly impertinent, from one in her position. Somehow Sandra, now Miss Sandra to Brady, had cottoned on to both Brady and his situation without having to be told the story. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, I thought I received a few peculiar glances from the chambermaids this morning when they were leaving the clean linen outside our rooms. A few of their giggles were not quite suppressed. Sandra at one stage had a huge grin on her face as she told the others something apparently very comical. Now I shall come through with you and examine the knickers myself and also the canes.”
 
    
 
   Back in Brady’s room the lady took a pair of the diaphanous knickers in her hands and exclaimed, “Oh my! In all my days I have never seen knickers as fine as these. You would be just as well bare in my opinion. It’s little wonder you have a problem ironing them to perfection. A really hot iron would melt them altogether. Something I would surmise would bring swift retribution in your situation. Now, as to the canes,” and the woman flexed the thinner of the two, “I have no experience of using a cane but as the saying goes, ‘It’s never too late to learn’ and as my ‘little’ friend, Mr Foster, (her so-called man friend, who is 6 foot four inches tall), next door teaches in England he DOES have considerable experience of canes both on hands and bottoms, my lad. I have heard his stories of canings expertly delivered by himself and other teachers. So we shall have to draw on that experience before long. For now I shall take your money and this morning’s exercises back to my room for correction. Let us hope and pray for your sake they are up to my required standard or perhaps we may be starting on caning tuition sooner rather than later.” 
 
    
 
   Brady sitting down to carry on writing his 1000 lines also hoped for his sake that Miss Chalmers was satisfied with his morning’s school work. The prospect of her gentleman friend teaching her how yo cane his hands and bottom was far from attractive. It might well be that a practical demonstration of how it is done would be the starting point and Brady was not looking forward to a caning from any man who boasted he was an expert caner. 
 
    
 
   The mere thought of having to strip naked and appear in these damned silly knickers with both adults in the room mortified him. Even to have to appear before Miss Chalmers alone, dressed or to be more accurate, undressed like that, was enough to make him shiver. To realise he had to slip the thin knicker fabric up between his bottom cheeks, right into the crack, before presenting a bare bottom for the cane made him ill to even contemplate the situation. 
 
    
 
   That he would have to bare himself for the cane was beyond any doubt as not to properly bare his bum and have his flaunting of Grandma’s rule for caning in front of juniors or non-family disciplinarians come out at a later date beyond contemplation. He knew Grandma was an expert caner. No doubt of that. He knew also that the diaphanous knickers were not for his protection but to preserve the blushes of others. Not his certainly. Only the covering of his ‘bits’ was important to those concerned with him. The rear must be bare so as the cane can do its punishment with ease and better place the strokes to best effect. 
 
    
 
   Everything is done for the convenience of the punisher and nothing ever for him. As it should be, many will say. It certainly is in Brady’s life. 
 
    
 
   Of course, Miss Sandra had wheedled out of him the reason for the knickers and her mind had conjured up thoughts of Brady and Miss Chalmers alone in her bedroom with the young man only clad for punishment. Her thoughts on the matter might not well be written here. 
 
    
 
   “These are sexy bedroom knicks and they may arouse some sexy ideas in Miss Chalmers. Who knows, eh?” Miss Sandra had said with a wide grin. 
 
    
 
   She could not however keep to herself the idea of some sexual reason for the knickers either in addition to punishment or as an adjunct to sex itself after punishment. How she could possibly imagine Brady and Bitch Chalmers having sex eluded Brady altogether. The woman he guessed was mid fifties and a spinster. She possibly only fantasised about sex with her ‘little’ friend Mr Fenton. For Brady’s money (now confiscated) Mr Fenton could have her gift-wrapped. 
 
    
 
   Of course, Brady, had found out only recently that the infliction of corporal punishment did have a sexy connotation. Why, because he had been stood outside Uncle James’s and Miss Annette’s bedroom door to ‘drip dry’, as they called his attempts to regain his composure, after both had punished him, only to hear them having noisy sex. Annette riding his Uncle in some rapture. Brady wondered if he had been placed there intentionally just to hear the joyous aftermath to his pain. 
 
    
 
   He had known Uncle James was aroused, whilst across his knee for a sound thrashing after just having had his fingers more than soundly warmed by Miss Annette. He had felt his Uncle’s hard on pressing against him as he lay across for the leathering. Nor did the hard on abate as the thwacking continued for what seemed ages. Brady was dropped like a hot brick afterwards as the two made an unseemly rush for the bedroom. Only time to order him to stand outside the bedroom door still naked and with his punished hands on his head.    
 
    
 
   But again, in the end, Brady knew full well there was nothing he could do to prevent a sexual situation occurring with Miss Chalmers. If she so wished it. Unlikely though that seemed at this moment. Should she desire it he would have to play his part. Funnily enough Grandma had unlocked and removed his restraining steel cage before she left the other night. A thing she never does when he is to be away from home. A warning not to play with himself during its absence had been all she said. Most unlike Grandma, whose chastity regime is almost second to none. Peculiar too that Miss Tina, who was aware of the removal, had made no comment, not even a teasing one. Unlike her…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   You can follow Brady’s tale in Office Routine, in this Volume


 
   
  
 




 
   The New Tutor 

 Chapter Three
 
   By Zeitgeist 
 
   It was nearing winter and the days were getting shorter. A few months ago, Elizabeth Walker had initiated a physical training program for Andrew so that the boy could have some relief from his lessons. And on this Saturday afternoon, with the sky overcast and a chilly wind blowing, Andrew was running furiously around the small lake not far from the house. Elizabeth Walker and Jack Pryor, warmly attired, ambled leisurely around, holding hands, talking softly but always keeping the running boy in sight, making sure he didn't slow down. Despite the cold wind and being attired only in white singlet and white cotton shorts that hugged his form and didn't quite cover his small bottom, Andrew was sweating and panting. How much longer before he was given permission to rest? By now he had made three rounds and he was getting out of breath.
 
   Elizabeth Walker watched as they passed the gasping boy once again. It was good to see a healthy boy getting his exercise; the more the better. Can't do him any harm to get a little out of breath, she thought. Exchanging his energies from naughtiness to PT is good for boys of any age.
 
   As Andrew ran, he gave a pleading glance at his tutor and Jack, hoping they would let him rest now. When his plea was ignored, he ran on, huffing and puffing, his pace slowing noticeably. After another twenty minutes or so, almost unable to keep running even at the slower pace, they finally told him to get back to the house.
 
   "You will go directly into my study, boy," Miss Walker said sternly. "You will not change clothes and you will not go to the bathroom. Is that understood?"
 
   "Yes, Miss," Andrew panted and returned gratefully to the house.
 
   "He's a bit out of shape, don't you think?" Jack said after the boy had disappeared, a white-clad figure with bare limbs trudging through the darkening evening.
 
   "I noticed," Elizabeth Walker agreed. "I guess I have been attending only to his bottom, neglecting the rest of his body." Both laughed. "From now on, I think he better do some regular running, say an hour in the morning and an hour in the afternoon."
 
   "That's a start," Jack said. "If you like, I can come over a few times a week and have him do callisthenics in the fresh outdoors. He needs sun and wind, soon he'll also have snow and ice, to keep him healthy."
 
   "Good idea, Jack." With that they turned and also walked back towards the house.
 
   After they had taken off their coats, hats, scarves and gloves, they joined the shivering boy in the study. Andrew was standing in the middle of the room, waiting. His singlet was sweat-soaked and the shorts clung to him.
 
   "Andrew," Jack Pryor addressed the boy while Miss Walker sat behind the desk, "Miss Walker and I feel that you did poorly in today's run. You slowed down without permission, and we didn't see the enthusiasm that we expect from a boy when being allowed to run freely in the open air. You didn't really try, did you, boy?"
 
   Andrew gave him a defiant stare. "I did try, sir," he said. "I tried for as long as I could."
 
   "Well, that's a matter of opinion. In any case, we feel you didn't try hard enough. Bend over the chair."
 
   "But, sir -"
 
   SMACK! SMACK! Two resounding slaps across the boy's face. "I want no arguments from you, you little scamp," Jack snapped. "Over the chair!"
 
   His face red, tears gathering in his eyes, the lad finally decided to obey and bent over the back of the heavy chair. Jack Pryor and Elizabeth Walker silently gazed for a moment at the tight little shorts that had now run up so high that they displayed a good portion of bare buttock under the hems. Weals, bluish-purple, fading a bit but still quite sore looking, could be seen spread across the bare portions. Then Jack walked to the cupboard to retrieve one of the canes that were kept there, knowing that the boy was very cold and shivering still, he knew that he would be numbed to some extent from some of the pain. So he deliberately chose the thinnest cane in the cupboard, this he knew would not bruise deeply but if given hard enough would sting atrociously and maybe cut the flesh. 
 
   Meanwhile Miss Walker stepped up to the bending boy, took a hold of the waistband of the boy's shorts, and pulled them up further. Now almost half of the boy's bare buttocks were on display.
 
   Jack, long thin cane in hand, took up his position and tapped the bare portions of the boy's bottom.
 
   "How many, do you think, Elizabeth?" he asked, the cane tap-tap-tapping the bare flesh.
 
   "Make it a round dozen," Miss Walker replied, her eyes on the weals still quite prominent on the boy's flesh.
 
   "Good," Jack agreed, "and then followed by a dozen with the tawse. Next time it'll be the birch, my boy."
 
   With that he slashed the thin cane across the lower, bare parts of the boy's bottom. Andrew's head shot up, a high-pitched squeal came from his mouth, and a small hand crept towards the blazing line of fire.
 
   The cane landed on his knuckles, skinning them easily and Andrew, with a loud cry, quickly withdrew his hand. "That one doesn't count," Miss Walker said. "You will not move while you are being punished, Andrew. I would have thought you have learned this by now. "Jack, better make it 18 with the cane. The boy doesn't seem to understand any other language."
 
   "And 18 with the tawse," Jack chuckled, bringing the cane down as hard as he could. A loud cry from the bending boy and another sharply defined weal instantly made its appearance on the naked flesh, glistening with blood.
 
   It was hard work, but Jack got through the 18 cuts without diminishing the force of each. The room resounded with the boy's wails and screams but they did nothing to alleviate his pain.
 
   "You may rest for 30 minutes," Jack said, replacing the cane. "Into the corner with you, you little rascal. "We'll deal with your second instalment later."
 
   Andrew stood in the corner and wept bitter tears. His bottom was a blazing furnace, each new blood filled and seeping stripe throbbing painfully. The shorts were still hitched high, the middle seam cutting into the cleft and he longed to rub his smarting bottom but dared not. Somehow they would know, he felt, and would punish him for it.
 
   Half-an-hour later they returned, Miss Walker holding a fearsome tawse, heavy and thick, with three vicious-looking tails this time swinging menacingly against her leg.
 
   "Over the chair, boy," she commanded sternly, "but take down your shorts first."
 
   Andrew slowly turned and approached the two adults. Standing before the chair, he pulled down his shorts and stepped out of them. His bottom was now fully bared since the singlet didn't reach below his waistline. The white upper parts of his bottom contrasted starkly with the deep red and bruised lower parts as well as with the tanned skin of his back and thighs.
 
   "I will now give you the 18 with this excellent tawse," Miss Walker said, standing behind and a bit to the side of the boy who was now bent over the chair-back once more. "You will not move, nor make unnecessary noise or I will add to the strokes. When you feel the impact of the leather, think of how you could have prevented this by simply obeying orders, in this case running at the required speed for the required period of time. Next time you will do better, won't you?"
 
   "Oh, yes, Miss. Yes. Please don't beat me anymore. I'm so sore, it hurts so bad. Please!"
 
   The tawse landed with a tremendous wet slap across the wealed portions of the boy's lower buttocks and young Andrew roared with the red-hot pain that flooded the entire area. There was a lengthy pause and then another hard stroke across the same spot. The boy roared lustily, especially when those tails landed around the inner thighs, which they seemed to do quite frequently.
 
   Slowly, methodically, the 18 strokes were applied to those long-suffering lower portions of the buttocks and upper thighs. Everything was sore and tender, the cane stripes turning black under the ever-increasing redness caused by the leather tails.
 
   Then it was back into the corner for an hour. By then it was bedtime and Andrew finally received his bath and was sent to bed. He slept on his stomach., That is, he tried to sleep, but the throbbing in his behind kept waking him up again and again. The throbbing in his buttocks and thighs gradually receded but by then it was time to get up. A new day had begun.
 
   It was a bright Sunday morning some weeks later, time for Church. After his bath, Andrew was instructed to don his dark-blue suit with the white shirt and blue tie, then come downstairs for breakfast. When he appeared in the kitchen, he saw Jack was still there, talking conspiratorially with his sister Susan and he flinched instinctively.
 
   "Well, come on over," Jack said with a big grin. "Let's have a look at you."
 
   Andrew carefully came closer and stood before Jack and his sister. The man straightened the boy's tie, tugged at the short jacket and slapped the boy's bare thighs hard. "I hope you braced them up tight," he said. "I don't like to see sloppy dress on a boy your age going to Church. Turn around." Jack had insisted some time ago that the belt should be replaced by braces for the Sunday services. "Boys look smarter with their shorts braced high and tight," he had said.
 
   Andrew turned and Jack studied the tight seat. The hems of the shorts pinched the lower bottom cheeks so that a bit of bruised marked flesh bulged out underneath. Jack's fingers slipped inside.
 
   "Take them down," Jack said after his inspection. For a moment Andrew stood uncomprehendingly, then he shrugged and obeyed. He took off his jacket, slipped the braces from his shoulders and pushed the shorts down. Then he stood in his white underpants.
 
   "Take your pants off," Jack said and Andrew stepped out of his shorts and underpants without demure even in front of his grinning sister. Once more he stood before them, naked from the waist down. "Now pull up your shorts only." He turned to Miss Walker, "I think underwear is quite unnecessary for small boys his age," he announced. "I recommend that he do without them from now on."
 
   "But winter is coming," Miss Walker said with a little smile. "Won't the boy be a bit cold around the middle?"
 
   "Well, if he is, he is always welcome to tell us and we can warm him up as much he would like, eh, boy?"
 
   Andrew didn't reply but just pulled his shorts back up over his bare skin.
 
   "Not so quick, boy," Jack said. "No use your trying to hide your bottom again. First we'll have to attend to that naughty little bottom again. Loose braces is an act of disobedience and merits a good tawsing. Take them off this instant! Elizabeth, would you please take the boy to his room and administer a sound thrashing before we leave?"
 
   Elizabeth Walker got up, took the boy by an ear and roughly dragged him, now once more with a bare bottom, from the kitchen, up the stairs to his room. Susan was now able to pick and choose when she watched her brother punished and usually chose the occasions when he was to be severely beaten or there was an opportunity to show off in front of her friends. In her innocence she was charmed by Jack Pryor and whilst her brother yelled from the strokes of thick leather upstairs, she entered into small talk with the schoolmaster, not even noticing that he was taking every opportunity to appraise her lithe young body.
 
   "Kneel on the edge of the bed, then bend over, hands on the floor. Now spread your knees as wide as possible. More. Still more. And get that head down. Good."
 
   Elizabeth Walker knelt on the bed herself from the other side, slipping the boy’s head between her legs to grip hard on his ears then whipped the boy severely and he began to cry and whimper again. After about a dozen sharp lashes, Miss Walker stopped.
 
   "Now listen carefully, my boy," she said, putting the tawse on the bed. "Last Sunday you were very naughty at Church and I'm sure you remember how we had to punish you for it. This time you will behave properly, do you hear? You will sit quietly throughout the sermon, no matter how long it takes. I don't want you shifting about all the time. When we get home, I will administer the second half of your punishment and the number of strokes will depend entirely on your behaviour during the service. I hope I have made myself quite clear?"
 
   "Y-yes, Miss," Andrew whispered through his sobs.
 
   "Very well, then come along and let's get our breakfast. We don't want to be late."
 
   "And now let's tighten the braces properly," Jack said when the boy returned to the kitchen. "I want them pulled to the last hole. If I, Miss Walker or Susan ever catch you with looser braces, you'll be whipped. Understood?"
 
   Andrew winced and squirmed as he felt his shorts being pulled ever tighter, irritating his tender, boiling-hot behind. Breakfast was finished quickly; Andrew wasn't very hungry just now. His mind was on something else. Perhaps on his bottom, Church service, the tawse....
 
   Andrew had a very difficult time on that hard seat in church, but tried to keep still. He didn't need another beating when he got home. Once or twice, during the singing of hymns, Miss Walker slapped his bare thigh very hard for not sitting still. The loud smacking sound was drowned out by the singers, but the slap hurt and Andrew rubbed his thigh where a clear red imprint of Miss Walker's palm could clearly be seen.
 
   The sermon seemed unending and unfortunately the topic was juvenile delinquency and discipline. "Spare the rod and spoil the child" seemed to be a phrase that kept coming up and somehow Andrew felt it was all directed at him. His bottom was so sore and still tingled so badly as he sat on the hard wooden bench that he thought everyone around him knew how he felt.
 
   "Will you sit still?" Miss Walker whispered fiercely again and again, although Andrew had not realised that he had moved at all. "You will pay dearly for this behaviour when we get home," she said.
 
   The boy sat, tears streaming down his face, trying to keep stock-still for the rest of the service. If people had been watching him, they might have thought that the sermon had affected this young boy surprisingly deeply and maybe congratulated the preacher for his effect on such young boys.
 
   Needless to say, Andrew was trembling from head to foot when they returned home. Not much had been said during the trip except for some small talk between Elizabeth and Jack. But Andrew was cold, not only because he wore nothing under his thin little shorts or the sharp wind that blew around them, but mostly because he dreaded what awaited him at home.
 
   After the adults had taken off their winter coats, Andrew was directed to take off his suit and get back into his regular shirt and shorts, this time however, without underwear, and wait for them.
 
   Back in his old clothes, he stood forlornly in his room, his bottom still throbbing inside the tight shorts. He knew that it would soon be throbbing even more painfully.
 
   It was almost a full hour before Jack and Elizabeth returned. Jack held a vicious-looking cane and Elizabeth briskly walked to the boy's bed and retrieved the thick three-tailed tawse.
 
   "Jack, what are we going to do with this naughty boy?" she said rhetorically. "He just will not obey. Did you notice him fidgeting about all through the service? After I had warned him that the second part of his punishment in the morning would depend on his behaviour at Church?"
 
   Jack laughed. "I heard a few smacks on a boy's bare thighs," he said. "But I didn't keep an eye on the boy. I'm glad you did. Of course you sat next to him and would know better. I suggest that from now on young Andrew gets two dozen with the tawse every Sunday, one dozen before service and another afterwards. If he doesn't behave while in Church, the dozen after the service will be increased accordingly, depending entirely on the boy's actions. Do you agree?"
 
   "Certainly, but now to the present. He was to get a dozen. Now he'll get two."
 
   Jack nodded. "That seems fair to me." To Andrew he added, "Take off your shorts and get back into the position you were in for the first part of your punishment this morning."
 
   Andrew obeyed and knelt once more at the edge of the bed, hands on the floor, knees spread wide, gaping buttocks in the air. Elizabeth twisted her body round then swung the tawse. There was a lot of noise in the room for the next ten minutes. The slap and crack of the tawse, like pistol shots, were followed quickly by the ear-piercing cries of pain emanating from the boy's mouth near the floor.
 
   "Try to aim the tails between the buttocks," Jack suggested. "You should also swing some underhand, upwards between the thighs. This can be very effective." The screams that followed when the suggestion was acted upon, confirmed Jack's statement.
 
   When the two dozen had finally been properly applied, Andrew scrambled back onto the bed and crouched there, sobbing. He looked quite pathetic, bare from the waist down; his backside in flames full of welts, ridges, grooves and bruises.
 
   "Let me get my cane," Jack said. "I don't believe we gave the boy permission to get out of position, did we?"
 
   "We did not," Elizabeth Walker confirmed. "I'm afraid, Andrew, that you are making things very hard on yourself with your persistent disobedience. Now you'll need another twelve with the cane which you could very easily have avoided if you would just learn to obey orders."
 
   "Oh, please, no more!" the boy whined most annoyingly. Jack ignored him, turned to the chest of drawers and then spun around with his favourite cane. Andrew shivered when he saw four feet of absolute horror being bent between his powerful arms and broke into renewed tears.
 
   Jack was unmoved by this display of self-pity and thrashed the boy mercilessly. The cane whacked deep into the bruised flesh again and again with great force, leaving it’s particular tell tale ridges and black swelling lumps which began to ooze. Andrew had been forced to resume his position at the edge of the bed, hands on the floor, backside invitingly exposed and spread.
 
   "Remember this next week," Elizabeth said after the boy was given permission to draw up his little shorts. "This will be your Sunday routine from now on until you learn proper behaviour in Church. " 
 
   Miss Walker answered the telephone.
 
   "Yes, Mrs. – " she said. "Good to hear from you again. Please wait and I'll get the children." She put down the receiver and called, "Susan, Andrew, come downstairs to the study. Your parents are on the telephone."
 
   As she returned to the study, she heard the children rush down the stairs with great stomping noise. They burst into the room.
 
   "Wait a moment, I'll put you on the speaker phone," Miss Walker said and pushed a button.
 
   "Hello, Mrs. Pearson, are you there?"
 
   "Yes, Miss Walker. Susan, Andrew, are you all right?"
 
   "Oh, yes, Mummy," Susan burbled. "It's just great. I saw William again last night. We had such fun. We all went to Irene's party and – "
 
   "Good, good," Ruth Pearson interrupted with a laugh. "And how is Andrew?"
 
   Before Andrew could open his mouth, Susan exclaimed, "Oh, Miss Walker said Andrew has been very naughty. He doesn't want to learn his lessons, that he is lazy and is disobedient. Isn't that right, Miss Walker?"
 
   "Yes, I'm afraid Susan is right," Miss Walker said with an audible sigh. " Andrew has been difficult. I've had to punish him daily but his improvement is very slow."
 
   "Well, then, Miss Walker," Ruth Pearson said with some exasperation, "you obviously don't punish him with enough severity. If a dozen with the cane doesn't work, then try two dozen. I've told you not to pamper the boy. A sound thrashing on his behind should teach even stubborn little boys like Andrew. Just do it often enough and hard enough and he will eventually learn."
 
   "Well, actually I have asked a friend to help out. His school is closed for the holidays and he was kind enough to discipline the boy himself on occasion. He's been quite successful with those special canes of his. Andrew will attest to their efficacy, can't you?"
 
   "Er – y-yes, Miss," the boy stuttered in confusion.
 
   "Well, I'm glad to hear it. Maybe this gentleman can provide us with extra ones for when we get back. It seems we will have ample opportunity to use them on Andrew 's backside to judge from his behaviour."
 
   "When are you planning to return?" Miss Walker asked.
 
   "As a matter of fact, we have been delayed. We are not sure when we can get back. I hope you will be able to cope in the meantime. What's the gentleman's name?"
 
   "Pryor. Jack Pryor. He runs a private boys' school not too far from here and he has a great deal of experience with difficult boys. He has offered to take charge of Andrew for a few weeks if I want some days off. Would that be all right?"
 
   "I suppose so. Just make sure that school deals severely with the boy. I don't want him to fall back on his old bad habits."
 
   "Mr. Pryor has promised that he will make sure Andrew gets his daily ration of the cane to keep him on his toes. I know Jack quite well and I am convinced that Andrew will not lack proper discipline while at that school."
 
   "Mummy," Susan now broke in, "I have been invited to William's house next Saturday. Can I buy a new dress?"
 
   "Yes, of course, Susan. But, Miss Walker, please make sure it's something suitable. We will be bringing home some French designer clothes for you, Susan and some nice surprises. Just be patient until we return. We also have something special for Andrew," she added. "I spent some time in Paris and they have some interesting things there, not just clothes."
 
   "Yes? What is it?" Andrew 's excitement was clearly audible over the long-distance telephone wires. "What will you bring me?"
 
   "It's called a martinet, Andrew. We bought it in France after having visited the Lanthiers. They have 3 boys, the oldest about your age, Andrew. And all three get a large dose of the martinet every time they misbehave. And from what I hear, you deserve some of it as well."
 
   Andrew 's disappointment was palpable. "What is a martinet, Mummy?" he asked rather fearfully.
 
   "It's a whip, Andrew. Five or six thick leather thongs attached to a handle. It's like having a birch rod made of leather. From what we have witnessed, they are extremely effective when applied to a boy's bare bottom. Those three boys would get 20, 30 even up to 50 lashes for rather minor infractions. And you should have seen the welts these thongs left on their little buttocks! Black and blue for days. Just what you need, wouldn't you say, Miss Walker?"
 
   "Definitely. I'm sure those three lads benefited from its application."
 
   "To judge from their screams and howls during the administration, I'd say they benefited greatly."
 
   "But, mummy, that's not fair!" Andrew shouted. "Why is Susan getting nice presents? Why can't I get some new clothes as well?"
 
   " Andrew," Miss Walker admonished sharply, "that's no way to speak to your mother."
 
   "But –"
 
   "Miss Walker," Ruth Pearson broke in, "I see what you meant when you said the boy is slow to learn. Perhaps you might give him a few with the tawse for his impertinence just now. I'll wait on the telephone and listen in. I want to make sure you know how to handle such behaviour."
 
   "Very well," Miss Walker said and then, to Andrew, "and you, get those shorts down and across the chair with you. Now!" While the boy, already close to tears with frustration and fright, slowly obeyed, Miss Walker went to fetch the big, heavy tawse.
 
   "Mummy," Susan chimed in, " Andrew 's bottom is now bare and he is bending over the back of the chair. His favourite position, I think." She gave a little laugh.
 
   Ruth Pearson listened on her end of the telephone wire as the tawse made loud contact with the boy's skin. A yelp followed. This was repeated for a period of perhaps 5 minutes during which yelps spiralled into shrieks, cries and roars.
 
   "Very good, Miss Walker," Ruth Pearson 's voice came from the speaker. "I estimate this to be about 3 dozen. Tell me, Andrew, are you absorbing the lesson? Are you learning?"
 
   "Yes, Mummy, yes! Oh, please make her stop I'll be good. Really I will, only ask her to stop."
 
   "I suggest a dozen more, Miss Walker. The boy should not be negotiating with me. He must be made to realise that he is to obey, that's all. We don't need his whining. Boys are supposed to be able to take their punishments with a little more stoicism. Make the last two dozen hurt. And I mean hurt!"
 
   Susan chuckled. "Mummy, Andrew 's bottom is almost purple. He was whipped yesterday, you know. By Mr. Pryor."
 
   "I hadn't realised just how bad the boy's behaviour has been," Ruth Pearson said. "Just lay it on, Miss Walker. Don't spare the boy."
 
   And Miss Walker complied with her best forehand, working mostly on the lower half of the boy's bottom and upper thighs as the bending boy screamed lustily.
 
   They left the boy in his position as the conversation resumed.
 
   "Good, Miss Walker. From what I could hear, you gave the boy a fairly competent beating. Next time you use the tawse, make it last closer to ten minutes. You can always extend the time if you feel it necessary."
 
   "Very well, Ma'am."
 
   "Oh, and by the way, Andrew, I am bringing new clothes for you as well. Boys here wear shorts that are delightfully brief and I'm sure you will be pleased to hear that even more of your bruised bottom will be visible beneath the short hems for all your friends to admire. They are worn with braces sewn directly onto the waistband in the back and buttoned in the front. That way you won't be able to loosen them. I bought a few for Church wear as well as some skimpier ones, second-hand and already well used, for you to play in. No need to get your good shorts all grubby."
 
   "Well, Andrew," Miss Walker said tersely, "aren't you going to thanks your mother for your presents?"
 
   Andrew, his head still in the cushion of the chair, wishing he could rub his stinging and throbbing behind, mumbled, "Thank you."
 
   The tawse suddenly slashed sharply across his thighs.
 
   "Do that properly, boy," Miss Walker exclaimed, and whipped the tawse down again. "And don't mumble."
 
   "Thank you, mother," Andrew said, this time very clearly and loud enough for his mother to hear.
 
   "You see, Ma'am, he's quite a handful. He doesn't seem to be able to think properly unless he feels it on his backside."
 
   "Exactly," Ruth Pearson agreed. "So make him feel it – often and hard. Very hard."
 
   "Yes, Ma'am."
 
   "Well, I'll ring off now. Please have Andrew stand in the corner for the next hour. Oh, just a minute. Gordon wants to say hello."
 
   Mr. Pearson 's voice came on. "How's everyone? We're having a great time here except for the business discussions, of course." He laughed loudly. "And how are my children doing?"
 
   "Fine, Dad," Susan said. "I can't wait to see the clothes Mummy bought me."
 
   "Oh, they are very pretty, I can tell you. And expensive. You better take good care of them. Don't spill your ice cream on them." He laughed again. "And Andrew? I overheard his thrashing just now. Good work, Miss Walker. Make the little blighter howl. Boys need that, I'm told, every day. And what's that I hear about a school? What he needs is some military discipline."
 
   "It's even more severe than that," Miss Walker said. "Mr. Pryor, who runs the school, is going to make sure he gets his daily share. And we'll be waiting for that martinet. I've never seen one, much less used it, but it sounds quite formidable." 
 
   "They make them in varying degrees of severity. The lashes are sometimes made of twine or rope, for very small boys I'd say, and leather of different thickness, sometimes straight, sometimes plaited. Andrew will be happy to hear that we are getting him the most severe kind, thick leather thongs that really bite. You use it like you would a birch rod, across the buttocks, between them, between the legs, just about anywhere you want without causing any lasting damage."
 
    
 
   "I'll be looking forward to using it," Miss Walker smiled. "Although Andrew might not share these feelings."
 
   "Oh, and Susan," Gordon Pearson continued, "why don't you help Miss Walker a little when you have time. Keep an eye on Andrew and make sure he behaves. I have the impression that the boy is giving her too much trouble and she can't watch him all the time. So let her know when the boy misbehaves. Miss Walker can then deal with him in her own way."
 
    
 
   "Oh, Dad," Susan said, "must I? I don't have time and when my friends are here....”
 
    
 
   "Let's say I'll make it worth your time," Gordon Pearson chortled. "Every time you report him for not behaving properly, regardless who is present, I'll add six-pence to your pocket money. If it's a serious misdemeanour, I'll make it a Pound. What do you say?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, all right," Susan said, visibly intrigued by the possibilities. "I'll even get my friends to help."
 
    
 
   "All right then. I better get off now. It seems I have to return to the conference room. Good to talk to you." There was a click and the phone went dead. Miss Walker disconnected the speaker. There was silence in the room for a moment except for the soft sobbing coming from the far corner. Perhaps the boy, standing with his shorts around his ankles, was not too enthused by the conversation he had just been witness to.
 
    
 
   "Andrew, you will remain there until I come back. Then it will be an hour's run around the lake followed by a good, long swim. I don't think the lake has iced over yet. And then another twenty minutes callisthenics while still wet. After that you can come back indoors. Susan will watch so that you don't cheat."
 
    
 
   With that, Miss Walker and Susan left the boy to his bleak thoughts.
 
    
 
   About an hour later Elizabeth returned to the study. She held one of her longest canes in her hand.
 
    
 
   "Andrew," she said sharply, "you may come out of your corner now." She watched as the youngster slowly turned and shuffled towards her. He was about to draw up his shorts, when Elizabeth interrupted.
 
    
 
   "Did I say you could pull your shorts up?" she snapped.
 
    
 
   "Er – no, Miss." The boy's face, still wet with tears, flushed.
 
    
 
   "You won't learn, will you? I think six strokes should make a nice reminder, don't you think?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes, Miss," Andrew mumbled, his face twitching.
 
    
 
   "Good. And what about that noise coming down the stairs when I called you? I suppose you also forgot my rules about not making noise inside the house?"
 
    
 
   "I – I'm sorry, Miss. It was just that – "
 
    
 
   "Enough with excuses, young man. Another six should be adequate. I suggest you get back over that chair."
 
    
 
   Andrew started to cry. "But, Miss, I'm so sore! Just an hour ago.... the tawse.... Please, Miss!"
 
    
 
   "Over the chair, boy," Elizabeth thundered. "Three extra. If you make me wait any longer, I will add another six."
 
    
 
   Tears running down his cheeks, Andrew went to the chair and bent over its back, face in the seat, streaked bottom once more invitingly raised and open.
 
    
 
   "You heard your mother, Andrew, " Elizabeth said, tapping the wealed flesh with her cane. "I've been too lenient with you and will have to be more severe with you in the future. Very well, if you insist on disobeying order and rules, there is no other option but a sound caning. Which you will now get."
 
    
 
   She aimed her strokes perfectly, just at the demarcation between buttocks and thighs, where the tawse had done its major work before. She whipped the cane down as hard as she could and was pleased to hear the boy's reaction. The high-pitched scream after each impact assured her that the pain was properly instructing the child. She took her time between each cut to let the effects sink in. After the scream had died down and the boy had somewhat recovered, she administered the next stroke. The dozen took no more than 2 or 3 minutes but to Andrew it seemed an eternity. The pain was so deep, so hot, he needed all his will power to remain in position. But if he had learned anything in the last few weeks, it was not to get out of position during or after a whipping unless so instructed.
 
    
 
   After the twelfth cut, Elizabeth replaced the cane. She eyed the thick cane stripes across the boy's plump little cheeks and seemed satisfied with her efforts.
 
    
 
   "Very well, Andrew, you may get up. Step out of your shorts and ask Susan to give you your gym shorts and take you to the lake. You will also ask her to supervise your run and your swim and to let me know the moment you misbehave. I warn you, Andrew. No more mischief or I won't hesitate to take the birch to your bottom. Now go."
 
    
 
   About ten minutes later Elizabeth watched the children from her window as they walked towards the lake. She smiled as she saw the boy, clad only in his brief, tight play shorts and singlet, walk awkwardly, with stiff knees and body slightly inclined, in obvious pain. The run will do him good, Elizabeth thought. Loosen up those stiff joints. And the swim should refresh him afterwards. If he's cold, the calisthenics will warm him up again. She went to her desk and started to work on next week's budget.
 
    
 
   It was close to noon when the children returned. Susan was warmly dressed in coat, scarf and hat, while young Andrew looked quite out of sorts. He didn't seem to know whether to feel cold or hot. He was out of breath but his legs were blue with cold, covered with goose bumps.
 
    
 
   "Well, Susan," Elizabeth inquired sternly, meeting them at the door, "did Andrew behave?"
 
    
 
   Susan looked at her young brother. "I told him he wasn't running as fast as he should but he paid no attention," she said. "I also told him that his swim was five minutes short. Again he disregarded my comment."
 
    
 
   Elizabeth looked at the shivering boy. "Why didn't you obey, Andrew, when Susan told you what to do?"
 
    
 
   "But, Miss, I was running as fast as I could and the swim was so exhausting. The water is freezing and I just couldn't swim any longer."
 
    
 
   "You will have to be trained properly and soon you will be able to run faster and swim longer, I can assure you, my boy. I think I promised you the birch if you disobeyed again. Isn't that right?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes, Miss," Andrew whispered, close to tears yet again, "but I tried. I really tried."
 
    
 
   "Obviously you didn't try hard enough. So take your play shorts off and come to the study. Susan, bring two fresh rods, would you? From the pail near the kitchen."
 
   "Yes, Miss Walker," Susan said with enthusiasm and rushed away, eager not to miss anything.
 
    
 
   Andrew, bare from the waist to his ankle socks, was propelled into the study. Elizabeth pointed to the chair and the boy slowly shuffled towards it.
 
    
 
   "Oh, please, Miss," he wailed, "please don't beat me again. My bottom hurts so much; that's why I couldn't run so fast. Please." He looked pleadingly up to his tutor. Elizabeth was unmoved.
 
    
 
   "Get across the chair, boy, this instant. You say your bottom hurts? Well, it's going to hurt a great deal more, I can promise you that. And the more fuss you make, the worse it's going to be for you. Do you really think I'm going to let you get away with this sort of disobedience? Tomorrow I'm going to supervise your physical exercise personally. You will increase your speed and I will be there with my stopwatch. And you'll stay in that lake until I give you permission to come out. I don't care how cold you think the water is. I am responsible for your physical as well as mental health and I don't intend to neglect either. So, over you go. Susan should be here any moment with the rods. And, by God, you'll feel them!"
 
    
 
   As if on cue, Susan rushed in holding two four foot long, green, dripping birch rods. She put one on the floor and handed Elizabeth the other one. Then she sat on a nearby chair to watch.
 
    
 
   "Miss Walker," she said, "you will tell my father that I helped, won't you? He said he'd give me more pocket money if I supervised Andrew."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Susan," Elizabeth said with a little smile, "I'll tell him how helpful your have been." And with that she took up her position, raised the birch high and delivered her famous forehand with such skill that the tips, thick with hard buds, curled around the boy's left cheek, into the cleft and between the legs. As expected, the bending boy shrieked and almost jumped up. He controlled himself just in time but he dearly wanted to protect his smarting buttocks with his hands, if only he dared.
 
    
 
   Slowly, systematically, Elizabeth Walker flogged the boy's buttocks with a will. She aimed for all those most sensitive areas and found them with such precision that the naughty boy just lay over the chair back and blubbed noisily. Undeterred by the boy's antics, and perhaps encouraged by them, she whipped the boy relentlessly and mercilessly for perhaps ten full minutes. She stopped only when she saw that the boy's skin was getting flayed in many parts, especially low down where he would have to perch on the hard seat at his desk, between the buttocks and between the legs and inner thighs.
 
    
 
   "Here, Susan, you can throw this rod away. It's useless. But please return the second one to the pail. I will use it tomorrow." They ignored the odd noises coming from the chair seat.
 
    
 
   "Come here, Andrew and stand before me. Hands behind your neck." When the boy had obeyed, struggling up with great difficulty and then carefully waddling, legs spread, towards her, she continued, "I don't know what I'm going to do with you, Andrew. No matter how hard I try, you don't seem to be inclined to obey orders or behave the way a small boy is expected to behave. I have no compunction in thrashing you every day, several times a day if need be, but I will be obeyed. Mr. Pryor had offered to take you to his school for a few days or weeks. Would you want that?"
 
    
 
   The boy, his face flushed and wet with tears, his narrow chest still heaving from the exertion, squirmed before her. He looked down at his feet. "I – I don't know, Miss," he said in a tentative voice. "Would I have to live there?"
 
    
 
   "I have thought of taking a few days off. Susan suggested she stay here with her friend Joanne and you would therefore attend the school, but live here during that time. Mr. Pryor has promised to keep you under strict discipline and will encourage all the other masters to use the cane liberally. You have felt Mr. Pryor's canings, my boy, and I understand that he insists all masters cane that way. He has introduced you to his special canes of which the boys at the school live inconstant fear."
 
    
 
   Andrew didn't answer. He felt his whipped bottom burning and throbbing and it was hard to think about anything else. He could commiserate with other boys at the school about the beatings at least. And nasty Susan wouldn't be there to snitch on him. He just didn’t think about what might happen at home though.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss," he finally ventured, "I think I would like to attend that school for a while. I haven't many friends here."
 
   "Yes, that's true. Well, we'll see. I'll talk to Mr. Pryor about it. But now it's time for your bath, then lunch. Afterwards we'll have lessons. When Mr. Pryor gets here later tonight, he will review your schoolwork, so you'd better pay close attention and not make any mistakes. He doesn't care about a boy's sore bottom, as you may remember, and I wouldn't advise inviting his cane across those skinned parts of your bottom so soon."
 
    
 
   After lunch, Andrew spent most of the afternoon bent over his schoolbooks. Sitting was so very uncomfortable and no amount of shifting from one buttock to the other could alleviate the constant throbbing pain in all his lower regions.
 
    
 
   It was getting dark outside by the time Jack Pryor arrived. Elizabeth Walker opened the door and a freezing wind blew into the house.
 
    
 
   "Whew!" Jack slammed the door behind him, rubbing his hands. "It looks like a snow storm is building up. A bit early in the season."
 
    
 
   After removing his hat and coat, he and Elizabeth went to the kitchen for a cup of tea to warm him up.
 
    
 
   "Jack, I had a telephone call from the Pearsons," Elizabeth said, sipping at her steaming cup. She sat facing Jack across the small table near the stove. "They tell me they might stay away longer than planned and gave me permission to take some holidays. Susan will be all right with one of her friends, but I thought you'd take Andrew to your school for the duration. He seems to take to the idea of meeting other boys and says he wants to go. What do you think? There will be no fee for the school."
 
    
 
   "Oh, don't worry about fees," Jack laughed. "One boy more or less isn't going to make a difference. Does he know how discipline is kept there? Maybe he thinks his bottom will be safer there than here." He laughed again.
 
   "I warned him. I told him you'd keep an eye on him and make sure he gets the cane regularly. I guess he thinks he's getting the same here, so it won't make much difference."
 
    
 
   "Well, I may have a surprise for him," Jack said. "My boys don't get a minute respite during the entire school day. Every master has complete freedom to punish the boys as he sees fit, provided to permanent damage is done. Of course I keep close watch on what's going on, so there are no excesses. We have to think of the darlings' parents. Naturally, when the boys are enrolled, the parents are given the schools rules and regulations, including the disciplinary system. So most of them heartily approve of our methods. I am certain that the Pearsons will approve as well."
 
    
 
   "Yes, they do. I already broached the subject with them. Andrew would return here after school, of course. Would that be a problem?"
 
    
 
   "No, I can come over and make sure that Susan is coping alright with him, in fact I might give the lass some tuition in controlling her brother, she is old enough for the responsibility. Of course I will insist that she performs her duties in my presence at first.”
 
   “That should be fine, I’m sure their parents would approve. I would like to visit your school properly some time Jack, if that’s alright?”. 
 
    
 
   You will have to come and visit if you're not travelling straight away,”
 
    
 
   "Good. I really appreciate this. I need a rest."
 
    
 
   "Where's Andrew?" Jack asked later, as they were sitting over a glass of wine.
 
    
 
   "He's upstairs, studying for tomorrow's lessons. I told him you would review his progress after you came home."
 
    
 
   "Right. I'll just go upstairs and see how he is progressing." With that, Jack finished his drink and went upstairs.
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 8…next Chapter Jack Pryor makes progress with the delightful young Susan, who shows the potential to be an absolute terror with a cane in her hand…
 
   


 
   
  
 



First Day at the New School
 
   By Sonny Boy Jacobsen
 
   The Headmistress, Dr. Victoria Lawson, addressed the entire class: "This hallowed institution has, until quite recently, always been a rather exclusive private school for girls. However, owing to economic necessity we have re-engineered our entire curriculum. Therefore, for the first time in this school’s history, we are now a co-educational school and each classroom will usually consist of more girl students than boy students. The reason for this is that boys need their parents' signed agreement to our system of discipline. Girls do not need this, as their behavior will be monitored and dealt with separately and distinctly."
 
    
 
   The fifteen girls and eleven boys looked at each other. Some of the girls grinned and some of the boys looked quite apprehensive, but most did not entirely understand exactly what was meant. 
 
    
 
   Dr. Lawson proceeded to enlighten them. "Boy’s parents have agreed that their sons be subjected to the most severe forms of punishment for any misbehavior, and for them we resort to corporal punishment. In other words, if any boy merits punishment, he will be soundly whipped on his bare bottom in front of his class or, if necessary, the entire school."
 
    
 
   Girl’s grins widened but most boy’s faces exhibited fear and anxiety.
 
    
 
   "For the boys, we use mostly the cane and the strap. For the girls, we use words. I think you will discover in due course that both will be quite effective."
 
    
 
   Poor Sonny listened to this announcement with trepidation. His parents had switched him from his first school to this institute because of his poor grades and wild antics after school hours. His parents had been using the cane on him for as long as he could remember, but he had been more comfortable at his previous school where only the male headmaster caned and then only sparingly. And always across the seat of the boys' shorts. 
 
    
 
   When the lecture was over, the Headmistress distributed small booklets to be taken home to the parents and a signed receipt to be returned the following day. "Any boy who neglects to return the receipt tomorrow morning, will get his first taste of 'a dozen of the best' in my study," the Headmistress concluded with a smile.
 
    
 
   Sonny handed this pamphlet over to his mother upon his return home that afternoon. His mother, Beatrice Jacobsen, read it through and signed the receipt. Samantha, the boy's older sister, grabbed the booklet and delighted in its content. "Oh, so my little brother is finally going to get a good old-fashioned spanking, eh?" she gloated. "Serves you right. 
 
    
 
   You're such a horrible person. Perhaps this school will finally whip you into a more civilized human being."
 
    
 
   Beatrice laughed. "Now, Sam, that's not a very nice thing to say to your brother. Look at him; he's already in a grand funk." 
 
    
 
   "Not nice, but true," her daughter replied. "You and Aunt Justine have always been too easy on him."
 
    
 
   "Oh, really? As I recall, your Auntie spanks the boy quite regularly, perhaps two or three times a week. You call that being easy?"
 
    
 
   "Auntie’s or your punishments are not very severe," her daughter replied. "And you never give it to him on the bare, with you it is always across the seat of his shorts."
 
    
 
   "Well, your Aunt canes him bare and anyway the material of his shorts is so thin I doubt it makes much difference."
 
    
 
   Samantha sniffed. "But sometimes Auntie even allows him to wear a pair of my pink hand-me-down bikini panties underneath his shorts. Everyone knows that makes entirely too much padding for an effective spanking to take place."
 
    
 
   Her mother laughed again and looked at her crestfallen son. "Sonny, you see your sister is anxious for you to get the best possible education. You should be grateful for us having selected one of the best schools around; it's costing us a great deal of money as well."
 
    
 
   Sonny looked glum and did not reply. He was not allowed to speak unless he was asked a specific question and, in any case, he had nothing to say. A few weeks ago, he had protested about being transferred to another school, complaining about losing his friends and the rules that had to be memorized before the start of the beginning of the semester.  The only result of these protests had been a very sore and wealed backside. 
 
    
 
   "Sonny, you will go upstairs to your room and do your homework. Don't come back down until you have finished it, complete and correct, if you know what's good for you." Sonny collected his books and trudged upstairs. He was not allowed to watch television except as a special privilege, which he had to earn during the week, by exemplary behavior and schoolwork. He rarely saw more than an hour's worth of television in an entire month. Usually even less. He placed his books on the desk. The room was situated directly above the old boiler and was always humid not to mention quite hot. The small window was sealed from the outside and the thin glass pane always seemed to be dripping wet with the condensation from the high humidity. Not surprisingly, his shorts always seemed to get stuck up in-between the cheeks of his bottom. He somewhat absentmindedly left his room to go to the bathroom, urinated and flushed.
 
    
 
   "Mom," he heard Samantha call out downstairs, "Sonny is using my bathroom. Did you give him permission?"
 
    
 
   "No, Samantha, I did not. Thanks for letting me know. Sonny should know by now that he is only allowed to use the outhouse behind the garage, and even then only after asking us for our permission. Now he is going to experience first-hand how willful disobedience is rewarded in this household. Remind me to tell his Aunt Justine when she gets home."
 
    
 
   "Yes, Mom. I won't forget."
 
    
 
   Sonny, listening to this exchange, made a face and out of sheer frustration, kicked a chair across his room, just like a scene out of a veritable ‘Charles Atlas’ ad. He kept forgetting about asking permission to use the bathroom. It was a new rule only recently established when a schoolteacher had complained that the boy asked for too many bathroom leaves. Now he was in trouble. His Aunt Justine punished disobedience most severely and his bottom was still laced with red stripes from a recent caning. It wasn't fair! How come his vindictive older sister Samantha never got punished? And at his new school all the girls were automatically exempt from receiving the cane. With a sigh of resignation, he devoted the next three hours to his homework.
 
    
 
    
 
   There was lively conversation at the dinner table that evening. Even Sonny was asked several questions about his first day at the new school and he was made to respond in detail about what the headmistress Dr. Lawson had said. It was not a comfortable subject to be discussing but the boy dutifully related how boys were going to be disciplined differently from girls.
 
    
 
   "Quite rightly," Samantha interjected. "Boys should be caned. They are willful by nature and as wild as the untamed Sultan of Abracadabra."
 
    
 
   Her Mother and Aunt just laughed. "And you girls are always little saints, aren't you?"
 
    
 
   "No, but when you scold us, we listen and don't repeat our mistakes. Boys never do. Unless, of course, they get their guilty asses whipped." More laughter as the boy shifted uneasily on his hard wooden chair. "This reminds me. Mom, please tell Auntie about Sonny’s disobedience earlier today.”
 
    
 
   "Oh, yes. Thanks for reminding me. Yes, Sonny used his sister’s bathroom again without permission. He should have learned this rule by now, don't you think?"
 
    
 
   Aunt Justine looked at her nephew as the boy shifted from side to side every few minutes. "Dad gummit! Sit still, boy, and stop fidgeting," she said sharply. "I guess what Samantha just said about boys is quite correct to judge from your recent behavior. Now again, flouting the rules and just doing whatever you please. May I ask why you cannot obey a simple rule like that? You went to the bathroom without permission. Is that correct, boy?"
 
    
 
   "Y-yes, Ma’am, but I had to go very urgently...My room is so warm I had to -
 
    
 
   "Are you now complaining about your room temperature as well?" his Aunt inquired, annoyed. "Perhaps you need a dose of the strap before going to bed?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, no, Ma’am," the boy assured his Aunt hastily. "My room is fine."
 
    
 
   "Not too warm?"
 
    
 
   "No, Ma’am."
 
    
 
   "I thought so. Tonight you may sleep outside in the outhouse. That ought to make you a tad more comfortable. And just let me know if you need any additional warming." 
 
    
 
   Laughter.
 
    
 
   "See me in my study at eight o'clock, please," Aunt Justine continued. "We will deal with that little matter of following rules and of complaining. Perhaps this boy can be made to follow orders more precisely when his bottom is tender." 
 
    
 
   Sonny looked unhappily down at his plate. He wasn't hungry anymore but he knew he couldn't leave anything on the plate. He picked up some green spinach leaves and stuffed him in his mouth. Food for thought, he chewed for a long time.
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   Tanya, you should have seen my brother's bare butt last night," Samantha whispered to her friend in class the next day. "Black-and-blue, as it is normally described."
 
    
 
   "What happened?" Tanya asked with interest.
 
    
 
   "He disobeyed one of our house rules and then complained about something. Each offense earned him eight strokes of the senior cane. You should have heard him howl!"
 
    
 
   "I wish I had a younger brother," Tanya said. "Outside of school I have never seen a boy being spanked. And here if they give it to them in public it's only across the shorts."
 
    
 
   "You should come and visit when Sonny is due for another dose."
 
    
 
   "You will let me know?"
 
    
 
   "Sure. He usually gets it twice a week or so. Shouldn't take long before the next. But before that, Sonny has something else to look forward to - here at school!"
 
    
 
   "Oh really? What's that?" Tanya asked.
 
    
 
   Samantha brought a piece of paper from her pocket. "This is the signed receipt that he's supposed to have brought back to school today," she laughed. "The stupid boy forgot all about it. It was lying on the table by the front door and I picked it up. He never thought of asking me about it."
 
    
 
   "Aren't you going to give it back to him?"
 
    
 
   "Hell, no. It's his problem! He should have thought of it since it's his bottom that's going to feel the consequences. Next time he'll just have to be a little more careful."
 
    
 
   Tanya grinned. "Poor boy, he's going to get the caning of his life, and from the Headmistress who, I understand, never gives less than a full dozen on the bare bottom."
 
    
 
   The two girls were still laughing and carrying on when Sonny arrived at school that same morning and was greeted by none other than the stern disciplinarian Dr. Victoria Lawson, the school’s new Headmistress.
 
    
 
   "Please let me have your signed receipt," the woman said, holding out her hand. Sonny stared at her, uncomprehendingly at first, and then the light dawned. God, he had forgotten! His mother had signed the damned paper but what had happened to it? Had she given it to him or placed it somewhere else? After his spanking last night, he had been sent to bed and had thought only about one thing and that was his throbbing backside.
 
    
 
   "I - er - I forgot it at home," he finally stammered. "My mother signed it, but I uh -"
 
    
 
   "Boy, either you have it or you don't," the woman said, irritated.
 
    
 
   "I don't have it," Sonny admitted, tears already threatening.
 
    
 
   "I'll have to put you on the list then," the woman said, writing something on a ruled legal tablet affixed to her clipboard. "You will be advised of the time you are to gown down to the office for punishment. Or perhaps I should say, punishment for exacerbation!"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma’am," said the boy with a choked voice, his hands fingering his sore butt.
 
    
 
   * * * * * 
 
    
 
   "Hi, Sonny Boy," Samantha greeted him when they had returned from school. "How was your day?" Judging from the boy's face, it had not been a good day, his sister noticed with a contemptuous grin.
 
    
 
   "I forgot the receipt," Sonny said plaintively, "and I got the strap from the Headmistress."
 
    
 
   "On top of Aunt Justine’s caning last night?" his sister gloated. "That must have hurt."
 
    
 
   "Yes, it did, and you needn't look so happy about it. Have you seen the receipt? I have to turn it in tomorrow or get a repeat performance with the Doctor." 
 
    
 
   "The receipt? No, I don't think so. Perhaps Mom knows where it might be."
 
    
 
   "No, I haven't seen it," Beatrice replied when the question was put to her. "Last time I saw it was when I put it on that table by the door."
 
    
 
   "It's not there," the boy whined. "I already looked."
 
    
 
   "You should have brought another copy," Samantha said. "Mom would have had to sign it again and you could then have brought it back to school tomorrow. Keep your bottom safe for a while, know what I mean?"
 
    
 
   "Couldn't you just write it for me?" he asked his mother. "Just say the receipt got lost but that you have read it and signed it. I could take that to school tomorrow."
 
    
 
   "No, you should have been more careful with that receipt. You knew what would happen if you didn't hand it in. Maybe a good caning will remind you to be more careful."
 
    
 
   "But Mom," the boy implored, now desperate, "I got a dozen from the Doctor today and will get another dozen tomorrow if I can't produce the receipt."
 
    
 
   "I'm sorry, but that's your problem. You might try Sam's suggestion and ask for a new paper which I can sign tomorrow," Beatrice said sternly.
 
    
 
   Samantha grinned. "Boys have such tough backsides," she giggled. "Yours can take another dozen easily. Maybe some more from Aunt Justine tonight or tomorrow night as well."
 
    
 
   Caught between a rock and a hard place, Sonny burst into tears. "It's not fair!" he screamed. "It's not fair!" and ran out of the room, upstairs to his room.
 
    
 
   "What's not fair," Aunt Justine inquired as she opened the front door.
 
    
 
   "Oh, Sonny is complaining again," Samantha said.
 
    
 
   "Complaining? What about this time?" 
 
    
 
   "That receipt he was supposed to have brought back to school this morning, with Mom's signature. Well, he lost it and he was punished at school."
 
    
 
   "Well, what's to complain about? He should accept the consequences for his actions."
 
    
 
   "Yes, that's what I told him," Beatrice agreed.
 
    
 
   "And now he's going to get another whipping tomorrow because he still can't find it."
 
    
 
   "So?"
 
    
 
   "He wants Mom to write a letter to replace the receipt," Samantha said in a tone that implied the foolishness of such request.
 
    
 
   "Absolutely not," Aunt Justine spat. "The boy must learn! Let him get caned again tomorrow. Serves him right, the little fool."
 
    
 
   "But what if the paper is really lost?" Beatrice said. "He'll have to present it sooner or later."
 
    
 
   "I'll ring the school tomorrow, but in the afternoon, and ask them to give the boy a new receipt, Justine snorted."
 
    
 
   * * * * *
 
    
 
   "What, you again?" the Headmistress had hissed at the frightened boy the next morning. Dr. Lawson was absolutely beside herself. "I cannot believe you have the temerity to commit the exact same offense two days in a row. By all rights, I should automatically double your punishment! Get those shorts down this instant!"
 
    
 
   She watched as the boy undid his skimpy little shorts that scarcely covered his bottom and were about as thin as a well-laundered handkerchief. Yes, on this snowy morning, bare thighs and legs were just what this spoiled little boy needed. Actually, Sonny had had opposite thoughts as he trudged through the snow that morning. He wished his shorts were longer and thicker and that at least he had been allowed to put on some of his older sister’s used hand-me-down panties today. Nevertheless, as it was, the icy wind cut through his clothes and whipped his bare arms and legs until the red skin nearly turned blue. At each step, as his buttocks contracted, he could feel every single stripe pulsating across his bottom. Oh, how it still hurt!
 
    
 
   When Sonny had pushed his shorts down to his ankles, the good doctor took some time inspecting her handiwork from yesterday. Yes, those thick welts were still raised and purple, almost black. "Still hurts, eh?" she chuckled, pinching the painful ridges across the boy‘s bare butt. She moved over to the sofa near the side of the room and sat down.
 
    
 
   "Come here. Over my knees, boy. You will just get your dozen but I will give you a nice little warm-up spanking to remind you not to make the same fault two days in a row." The 'little warm-up' was administered with a hard wood maple paddle, took more than ten minutes to complete, and had poor Sonny crying like a baby long before it was over.
 
    
 
   "Get off my knee and bring me the junior cane," she said. "Twelve really good strokes on that lazy backside of yours."
 
    
 
   Sonny struggled to a standing position and shuffled over to the cupboard that housed the Headmistress' implements of discipline.
 
    
 
   "I - I can't find it, Ma’am," the still blubbering boy moaned.
 
    
 
   "What? Not there? Ah, I remember now. I lent it to Mr. Miles who had broken his. Take off your shorts, go, and get the cane. Quickly now."
 
    
 
   "Ma’am! Without my shorts, Ma’am?" I can't!"
 
    
 
   "Really? Shy, are we? Very well, then bring me the senior cane from the cupboard. Seeing that your backside was already marked, I thought I would be lenient for once and use the junior cane. However, if you insist, I shall be happy to apply the senior cane to your naughty backside just as well."
 
    
 
   "Oh, please, Ma’am!" the boy whimpered. "I can't go through the school like this. Please, Ma’am. Please let me put my shorts back on."
 
    
 
   "Stop that nonsense at once, boy," Dr. Lawson growled. "It's your choice. You are going to get the cane. Junior cane or senior cane. It's entirely up to you."
 
    
 
   With his tender bottom on the line, Sonny decided to risk a dash to Mr. Miles’ room. Shouldn't take more than a few minutes each way. "I'll get the junior cane, Ma’am," he called and dashed out the door, leaving his shorts in a miserable little crumple on the floor. He was immediately stopped by a teacher patrolling the halls and given ten demerits for running. He encountered boys and girls who made sly comments, giggled delightedly or simply laughed out loud at his predicament. At last, his face as red as an over-ripe tomato, he burst into Mr. Miles' room.
 
    
 
   "Please, Sir," he started, but the man stopped him. Mr. Miles was one of the tenured schoolteachers leftover from the day when it was still an all-girl’s school. He greatly resented having been demoted to teaching in a co-educational classroom setting, and he was not particularly fond of hyperactive young boys to begin with. 
 
    
 
   "Come over here and stand here beside my desk until I have finished the lesson. Then you can tell me why you had the unmitigated gall to barge in here like a bull in a china shop."
 
    
 
   "But, Sir -"
 
    
 
   "Silence! Hands behind your back, boy." It took a half hour before he was allowed to speak and make his request. He saw all the boys and girls in the room staring at his bare lower half and he could not hold back the tears, as the combination of the shame and the humiliation was just simply too much. There were several very pretty girls seated right up front and he felt his boyish pintle stir and begin to stiffen, in spite of his embarrassing predicament. He wished the floor would simply open up and swallow him whole, but he was resigned to his fate. He didn’t dare risk another whipping. His backside was too sore already. And so he stood there, all eyes upon him.
 
    
 
   Finally, the bell rang and all of the students filed out. Mr. Miles seemed quite unconcerned over the boy‘s plight. "The Doctor's junior cane? I do not have it. I returned it to the dining hall where she told me to leave it. It should still be there."
 
    
 
   With a gasp, Sonny asked for permission to fetch the cane and take it to the Doctor. Then he rushed off again, encountering similar reactions from teachers and students alike. With great relief, he found the cane on one of the tables and rushed back to the office.
 
    
 
   Sonny found Dr. Lawson engrossed in some papers and she barely looked up when the boy entered, but at last he was told to hand over the cane and bend across the huge oak desk. 
 
    
 
   Victoria was quite an accomplished administrator of bare-bottomed caning. She grasped the boy's hips and positioned him carefully so that the naughty boy’s bottom was properly angled for discipline. 
 
    
 
   She flexed the junior cane almost double. It was slightly shorter and minimally thinner but Victoria knew how to use it most effectively. The boy's backside was still a deep scarlet from the spanking and the cane marks seemed even darker, but the good doctor intended on making this a most memorable punishment for the boy. 
 
    
 
   Dr. Victoria Lawson scanned the slender naked bottom so obediently presented to her for another well-deserved punishment. Firm and round, both cheeks showed ample evidence of previous punishments: stripes and bruises in various states of fading and coloring. Young boy’s bottoms can absorb a remarkable amount of punishment without apparently any ill effect, she mused.
 
    
 
   She raised the cane and swished it forcefully across the lower slopes of that inviting target. As the rattan sliced into the sulcus just above the thighs, the compact cheeks rolled and bounced just like a rubber ball. The good doctor found the contortions of a well-whipped posterior to be entertaining, to say the least. The next stroke, almost along the identical furrow left by the previous cut, produced a heaving and twitching that was almost comical. Three more good strokes and that particular area of the boy’s buttocks started to swell and turn from deep red to purple. Exactly the desired results. Another solid whack landed a bit lower and now that bottom really jumped. Victoria smiled.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Mother,” a chipper voice came from the office door just as Dr. Lawson prepared to deliver the next stroke. Tanya Lawson, suntanned, athletic and quite a fetching young woman strode purposefully into the room and her gaze fastened somewhat disdainfully upon Sonny Boy’s bare butt. “Well I can see you are in the process of teaching a lazy, disobedient little bottom some manners,” she laughed. “Still a lot to go?”
 
    
 
   “I have just started, honey,” Dr. Lawson replied and smiled at her young daughter as she swished the cane dramatically through the air. “You know the old saying - foolishness is bound up in the heart of a boy - but the rod of correction shall drive it out of him.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mother, I suppose the boy’s Aunt Justine just wasn’t severe enough.”
 
    
 
   They both watched as the naked cheeks twitched.
 
    
 
   “We will have to add a few more strokes this time, I’m afraid. Perhaps then this little hooligan here will remember.”
 
    
 
   “I see you are concentrating on that sensitive area between his legs and his behind. They say that boys dislike getting it on the legs even more than their butts,” Tanya Lawson said merrily. “They say it hurts more there and makes sitting afterwards even more uncomfortable.”
 
    
 
   “An added advantage," Victoria agreed. “But we mustn’t neglect the bare butt. I will give him the last six across the lower cheeks up to the highest peak.”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, that reminds me, remember that we have dinner reservations and we are supposed to meet our party at seven, so we still have some time. Just give it to him good and proper. Believe you me, I can wait.”
 
    
 
   “Fine. Now let us see if we can make that bottom jump about a bit. A good caning can make a real dancer out of a pair of buttocks.”
 
    
 
   And the bottom shook violently as the cane did its work. Slowly, systematically, the strokes wandered upwards until the highest point about midway. With a sharp whistle, the cane sliced through the air and bit deeply into the firm flesh, making the bottom jump and twist while the boy shouted out loud.
 
    
 
   “For heaven’s sake, Mother, you are only spanking him horizontally,” Tanya commented after a while. “Perhaps you should change your angle of incidence to a more vertical direction so as to make the stripes cross, especially on the under-butt. That might make a more lasting impression and make his sitting more memorable.” She laughed when she noticed the naked bottom’s sudden twitch.
 
    
 
   Victoria Lawson thought it a wise suggestion and followed it. As the rattan spanking cane whipped down diagonally, crossing the previous wheals, Tanya studied the boy’s frenzied reaction. At each stroke, the butt cheeks contracted sharply, deepening the side dimples. Once the worst pain had worn off, they relaxed again only to clench frantically once more at the following impact. 
 
    
 
   Tanya had to admit; her mother was, as always, in excellent form. There was no pity and Victoria always administered each stroke of the cane with a little flick of the wrist, to impart the maximum amount of pain and sting. Stroke after stroke made the swelling bottom bounce and jump with desperate anguish.
 
    
 
   Dr. Lawson was about to lay down the cane, having completed the prescribed dozen, but her malevolent daughter had other ideas.  
 
   “Heaven knows, Mother, this juvenile delinquent hasn’t had nearly enough. An impudent little rascal like him should have at least eighteen strokes. Just six more and you can send the boy packing.”
 
    
 
   Dr. Lawson studied the boy’s bottom for a moment and nodded. “Yes, my dear, you are right. This healthy little butt can take another six of the best. It won’t fit into those skimpy little shorts any more, but that is really not our problem!”
 
    
 
   They both laughed as the bottom bounced once more under the implacable impact of the cane. Six severe strokes across the lower buttocks and the discipline was finished. They watched with interest as the thin material of the shorts was pulled gingerly across the ribbed, swollen cheeks until they were held in a tight grip of grey flannel. 
 
    
 
   Tanya reached down, gave it a resounding slap on the seat, and sent it on its way, while Dr. Lawson wordlessly replaced the cane in the cupboard.
 
    
 
   Sonny’s walk home that afternoon was even more painful than the one in the morning. It took him a long time before he finally reached home, tired and sore. When the boy finally was permitted to take down his shorts that evening before bed, he found, much to his chagrin, a few small spots of blood on the inside of the seat.
 
    
 
   "That's what a boy's bottom should look like," Samantha remarked as she casually leaned against the open door frame. Closed doors were not permitted and she watched her brother's shameful disrobing with renewed interest. "A few strokes of the cane never did any boy any harm,” she chortled. "It quickens the senses, and I daresay, even whets the appetite. You’ll learn to mind your manners or else!” 
 
    
 
   Thinking about the ten demerits, he had earned today, and would have to pay for at the end of the week (which by now was only two days away) the poor beaten boy fell into an uneasy slumber.
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Roulette
 
   By Jillian
 
    
 
   I never realised just how much fun it would be to take advantage of a male. After I caught my husband cheating I decided I had to do something about the situation. When I first started dealing with him there was perhaps a degree of anger in my actions. This anger has subsided and yet, if anything, I guess I am even more devilish in my attitude. 
 
   I didn’t want to end our relationship. I still loved him. I appreciated the lifestyle he provided as a senior executive in a large and respected organisation. We were wealthy, enjoyed a good social life and were respected members of the community, invited to all the best events, etc. Despite his having a few flings, he still loved me too. He considered it the normal male thing – all his colleagues did the same. After all that is why high-class escort agencies are so successful – they care for wealthy business executives. Nonetheless he agreed to meet any demands I made rather than have me leave him.
 
   His flings were, as I understand the common one night ‘affairs’ of a travelling executive and involved high priced call-girls provided by business contacts for ‘entertainment’. I understand such girls earn their living from respectable businesses and politicians. The relationships involved no amorous intentions. Unfortunately for my businessman he was caught out when I made a surprise trip to his hotel!
 
   I had discussed matters with a couple of close friends. One friend jokingly suggested a chastity belt. Well that got me thinking and I went on the Internet. I was amazed to be quite honest at the wealth of information I found, and the wide range of devices that were available.
 
   I am not sure if he realised the full intentions I had when the belt first arrived. He enjoyed trying it on and modelling it. In fact it aroused us both. I am sure at this stage he thought it would be something he would wear only when he went away on a trip. After he had modelled it for ten minutes or so he clearly wanted to enjoy my charms and enquired about the keys.
 
   I just smiled and asked, "What's the matter?” You see the lock was self-locking so, I had left the keys elsewhere when I brought the belt into the bedroom. 
 
   “Don’t look so worried” I grinned, “it’s designed for permanent wear. It won’t show, you can wash in it and go to the toilet without a problem. And NO, I haven’t lost the keys. But they are hidden away in a safe place! I’m afraid you’re going to have to earn your release my dear.”
 
   He was crestfallen; he couldn’t believe what was happening. “Don’t joke with me Sue, where are they, I need to take this off. Besides, I’m horny!”
 
    
 
   “Not so quick, my dear. You’re going to have woo me a little before you earn any treats. I love you and I am going to help you remember how to care for me and stop being so selfish.”
 
   Then I kissed him passionately and walked away giggling, “Now let’s go watch TV….”
 
   When he arrived home the next night he received another surprise. I greeted him at the door wearing a black silk wrap, black demi-bra, black panties, a black garter belt and black seamed stockings. His eyes nearly popped out of his head.
 
   We cuddled while I asked him to tell me everything that turned him on. He poured out all his wants and desires as we caressed and cuddled. Both of us were becoming incredibly aroused. 
 
   As a consequence I agreed that each day when he arrived home I would wear a different provocative outfit. He didn’t realise at this early stage what a torment this was to become. But I wanted to please him visually, to turn him on, so I would be sure he would woo me as he had in our early days of courting. I had not at this stage discovered for myself how much of a thrill I would get from teasing him. 
 
   I had intended to relieve him by the weekend, having taught him a lesson, and then to only use the belt when he travelled, until I felt I could trust him again. Each night during that first week though I would tease him about his not being able to get relief, how I would determine his release and how I loved being in control. 
 
   A funny thing started to happen though. It was wonderful and it sent shivers and thrills through me that I had never experienced before. Just watching him so frustrated was, to be quite honest, really starting to turn me on. In the past I had always enjoyed the sensation of him coming inside me, but now I was even more turned on by the thought of him pleasing me and remaining totally frustrated himself. I had never expected this. And I know James had never anticipated such an event! 
 
   Now I love to come up to him and hug or cuddle him or just brush up against him and watch his reaction. I stroke his nipples or nuzzle his neck. I enjoy driving him nuts! Just the thought of his locked up penis throbbing nearly constantly really turns me on and excites me. Now I can’t get enough of denying him! I really enjoy it!
 
   Luckily I can be pleased when I wish. And that’s lots. Far more than I ever needed before our new arrangement. I feel I am a new woman, truly liberated. James uses his tongue a great deal now and I get the most enormous, multiple orgasms, which are much stronger and deeper than ever before. The experience heightened by his serving me and my thoughts of his frustration knowing he is mine. It’s a sexual power thing that I can’t quite put into words.
 
   Anyway, the first Saturday in our new roles came and I dressed in an expensive sexy pink teddy. James came home from the office about three and I greeted him with a kiss. I whispered to him that I might be able to work some of the tiredness out of him if he was interested, as I glanced to the bedroom. He practically ran to get there! In the bedroom I had laid out some cuffs and ropes, but kept them hidden. 
 
   I coaxed him to lie down and cuddled and nuzzled him. Finally I whispered that if he let me secure him I would release his penis for him. I told him I wanted to be sure I could replace it afterwards so he would have to agree to being secured for his pleasure. I think it actually excited him, certainly he didn’t protest. After all he must have been desperate by now!
 
   Once he was secured I returned a few minutes later with the key dangling from a chain around my neck - the key nestled snugly in the cleft between my breasts. I also had a bowl containing a mixture of ice, iced water and ethyl alcohol. I had read about this mixture and why I would need it later on the internet. I put the key in the lock and released his cage. His penis promptly stood to attention. 
 
   "My aren't you excited. Perhaps I’d better let you settle down for a while first!” I then left the room, returning every fifteen minutes or so to stroke his chest, tweak his nipples or just gently and tenderly caress his organ, just enough to keep it as hard as a steel bar. Sometimes I would just sit with my hand on his groin not quite touching his organ. This seemed to excite him even more. Then I might caress him ever so gently. I’d tell him how big his penis was and how I couldn’t wait to try it out. He was excited but totally on edge as I dragged it out. I’d then smile and tell him I’ll be back in shortly.
 
   This went on for more than I had planned. I was really enjoying watching him so erect and horny. I had planned a tease session with a resulting orgasm for us both. The ropes were to ensure I could secure him again in his belt after the event. But I found myself truly enjoying watching him squirm and hearing his pleading for release. After what must have seemed forever I finally came in and tied a leather thong tightly around the base of his penis. I had learned of this over the Internet too. This would help prolong the ‘ride’.
 
   I then removed the knickers to my teddy and lightly mounted his cock. I then began a slow grind that I found really satisfying, but I could tell he was not quite coming close enough to release. This gave me another idea! After a surprisingly short period my vaginal muscles tightened as the first waves of an intense orgasm passed through me. James was still not quite there though as I dismounted and stretched out beside him - kissing and nuzzling his neck.
 
   I had not expected this but I was definitely seeing the benefit of more fun for me. After I had cooled down a little I remounted and started my slow grind again. I climaxed again way before James was there and again dismounted. By now though I was really enjoying his frustration. My orgasms had been unexpectedly heightened by my control and knowing his frustration.
 
   "Poor Baby! I've gotten off twice and you haven't cum yet. Maybe you’re not as horny as I thought you were? Maybe I should just give you back to your little friend.” The look of shock mixed with disappointment and sheer and total frustration on his face nearly caused me to orgasm again. I suddenly realised how much I really enjoyed this control. I didn’t want him to come, I actually enjoyed his frustration. The more he pleaded for me to release him the more the thrills went through me. I simply smiled and asked, "What's in it for me? What will you do for ME if I let you cum?" I had never intended or expected this outcome.
 
   "Anything!" he gasped. Never before had I realised how weak males are and how totally consumed they are by their penile desires. He was really desperate, and I liked seeing it. I decided there and then I would not let him come as I had first planned - he was going to experience far more chastity and frustration than he had ever expected - and far more than I had ever intended. I wanted my pleasure extending and this gave me unbelievable pleasure.
 
   I mounted him one last time and started that slow grind that seemed to drive him mad with pleasure, desire and frustration. Again I climaxed before slipping off him.
 
   “Come on, honey. You can give pussy a wash now,” I smiled. I don’t know what possessed me at the time. I had never before been so brazen. But I moved up and rode his face to two more orgasms! Finally, sated beyond belief, having orgasmed more times in just one hour or so than I had ever done in a whole week before, even allowing for the early days of our relationship, I decided chastity was definitely for me – or should I say James!
 
   Poor James. I left only to return with his new guardian, freshly cleaned and ready to protect his most vital asset. “Are you ready for some more pussy?” I smiled sweetly.
 
    
 
   The look of expectation on his face as he pleaded yes was a further joy to behold. "Honey," I continued, "you're so lucky. You are going to spend a lot of time with your penis encased in pussy. In your little chaperone’s iron pussy that is. But don't worry, I'm not going to be jealous this time of your new girlfriend. She's promised to help make you into the ideal husband. And, she's promised never to let you cum in her pussy! We’ll have to give her name won’t we? How about Margaret? After Margaret Thatcher, she was called the Iron Maiden wasn’t she?”
 
   His face was now even more enjoyable to observe. Total disappointment and sorrow creased his brow. But I didn’t feel I was being cruel, I didn’t see it as revenge, I still loved him, and it just gave me intense pleasure to have this control. Unexpected as it was, I was going to exert it fully. I liked the warm hot feeling between my legs!
 
   I wiped him clean with the icy cold liquid from the bowl; this very quickly deflated him allowing me to install the chastity device once more. I then hid the key again before releasing him.
 
   Much to James dismay he realised this was to be his life. Long periods of total denial. He advises that it is made even worse given he can’t even touch his throbbing organ. His pleas for release now only serve to whet my sexual appetite. I still can’t believe how I changed so quickly from the puritan housewife. I never assumed I could be so sexy or merciless. I never realised sex could be such fun – at least for me.
 
   Later that evening I sat down with James to discuss changes to our life together. I made it clear that even though it was his penis, orgasms and erections were my property. I also informed him that just because he was on a sexual diet it didn't mean I was! In fact he was going to look after me very frequently I had decided in my state of post coital bliss! “I will only consider giving you relief on weekends and then ONLY if you have behaved in an exemplary fashion throughout the week.“
 
   I had never really enjoyed oral sex before, but I had so enjoyed myself earlier. As I keep saying. I was changing in so many ways, and so very quickly. I was a new, truly liberated woman. And I might say I have never looked back! Except for when he is travelling James serves me almost daily now, sometimes two or three time a day. I find I am often even hornier when I have my periods.
 
   I recommend control to any lady. And it is so easy. Believe me, males think through their penises making control so simple. Now I am treated like a lady all the time. James has to serve me in all ways. I now assign chores for James. I don’t care if he gets home late from work. There is always at least one chore for him. It may only be washing the dishes from my meal. The principle is important, he is here to look after and care for my wishes and whims. 
 
   I like James helping around the house so the logical thing is to make him help out before servicing me. I also like a nice massage or a warm fluffy towel after bathing. Nicest of all though, is having my husband, who neglected me for so long, pleading with me to get between my legs! 
 
   I've also been requiring James to watch movies with me. During commercials we neck and play-around, so much nicer than when he spent all his time on business! The fact that it's hard on him is really his own fault.
 
   James is now caught in a sexual Catch 22. The better he performs servicing me the less I need conventional sex. Of course failing to properly service me means no sex. It's so amusing to see him work hard to pleasure me (which increases his frustration) and lessens my sexual need.
 
   One of the things I do to keep James focused on me as centre of his sexual universe is dressing and acting as a sexually available and desirable woman. I vary my outfits, hairstyles and lingerie each day to keep James interested. I dress to tease – not please, using the information he poured out about what turns him on. I also flirt with him almost constantly. 
 
   I've gotten more physically affectionate with James in other ways as well. Often when we pass in the hall I will kiss him passionately and grind my body into his during the kiss. When he's doing chores such as washing dishes, I'll walk up behind him and give him a big hug and squeeze his nipples. That never fails to cause an erection, reminding James that only I can provide relief.
 
   For bed-wear I've bought sexy satin nighties Either I snuggle up to him spoon fashion and reach to tweak his nipples or stroke his groin or he must snuggle up to me spoon fashion. This plays on James’ mind that only the thin nightdress and his steel chaperone keep him from paradise. He may serve me, but always I toy with his nipples before sleep. This sends him wild with frustration. When he is fully erect and totally frustrated I smile ‘Goodnight’ and give him a quick kiss as I turn over to leave him to his frustration. Leaving me with warm thoughts as I fall asleep. 
 
   Another activity I use to keep James interested is oral sex. The longer he goes without the more punishing this activity becomes. He enjoys seeing me satisfied, but craves even more for his own release. He must serve me daily if he is to gain release. 
 
   Some days I play ‘hard-to-get'. I make him work to get me ‘in the mood’. I get massages, pedicures, romantic dinners - whatever it takes. It's almost as much fun watching him struggle to make me want oral sex as the actual act itself. 
 
   Much of this development in our relationship has occurred over time. I have become stricter, more demanding and have developed my desires to a point where I now not only enjoy denying him release with the same fervour as in the early days, but I also enjoy tormenting and hurting ‘my little toy’ as I now refer to his William. And I do mean hurting. Hurting to the point of having poor James screaming!
 
   This eventually led to the development of my current system for resolving James’ release. Every Sunday evening James and I play Roulette. James is tied down to the bed and his chaperone is removed. 
 
   I then thoroughly clean my little toy with soap, alcohol, and water. Then I begin. I spend at least a couple of hours teasing and masturbating James up to the point before orgasm, then quit and let him cool off. Then I begin again. This goes on over and over until James is begging (usually in vain) for release. I make a game of it - how long can I keep him hard without going over the edge? Our longest session lasted almost 4 hours. Then I bring out the Roulette wheel.
 
   Now James doesn’t know at this stage whether release will be granted or not. You see there are two sides to the Roulette Wheel – Pleasure and Pain. Well for James there are two sides. I get pleasure either way.
 
   During the week we operate a Star Book. But James never gets to see the actual points total. The ‘Star Book’ is divided into two pages; the first page has four columns. The first two columns are each 2cm wide; the third is 4cm wide and the fourth goes across the rest of the page. 
 
   The first column is Merit Points, the second is headed, Demerits; the third column is headed Details of Meritous Behaviour and the fourth Demerit Details. The day is entered at the start of each row in the first column.
 
   If he serves me to orgasm he is allowed to automatically enter a Merit Point in the first column. One point per orgasm. If he pleases me in any other way, a massage, being gentle and considerate, going out of his way for me, a pedicure, a romantic dinner, etc then I might award him further Merit Points. Sometimes if he has been particularly good he will be told he can enter two or even three Merit Points. In the third column he writes down the brief details of why he was awarded a merit. He can’t ‘buy’ merit points, a gift does not count therefore, though the thought might.
 
   If James is naughty in any way during the day, he will be told to enter the event in the Star Book. He writes down the details in the fourth column. At this stage the second column is left empty. I will award the demerit points later. These are more serious matters! They may incur several demerits each. James is rarely advised exactly how many demerits an event earned him. Again there is a reason for this.
 
   In addition we have the ‘Star Chart’. This is on the opposite page. On this we write down all his bad habits, chores, etc. He starts with one or two ‘stars’ for each item. Whenever he breaks a rule he loses a star. If he has no stars left and breaks the rule again; he gets a demerit. More about those later though. At the end of the day we go through his star chart and see how many stars he can keep. James can then convert each remaining star into a merit point on the first page. There is a reason for this complexity.
 
   The Star Chart is used to cover minor annoyances. James is quite forgetful. He is, for example required to empty the internal rubbish bin each morning. He used to forget a lot. Not so much now though. He used to leave glasses out on the kitchen bench. All these items are in the star chart.
 
   So our Star Book at the end of the day might look like this on the left page
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   On the opposite page is his Star Chart might start like this. This is just the top. I list all his required behavioural standards in the full chart. Items like the garbage only have one star as he either did the job or he didn’t and it is a one off chore. If the star is lost I place a big cross through the star.
 
   At the end of the week I then go through his Star Book and I allocate demerit points for each of the naughty acts that have occurred. Thus in the sample above I might provide five or more demerit points for his entry of ‘Rude and insolent when asked about his day’, depending upon how rude he was and how well the event remains in my mind.
 
   I then add up all his merit points and take away all his demerit points. Now James starts each day with 20 merit points from his star chart. So if he is well behaved and loses no stars he would have twenty merit points each day. He can then earn extra points. The onus is on James not to lose too many demerits. Now I administer the star chart and demerits very strictly. Rudeness will lose far more than one point. If it is persistent it will lose very many points. With his star chart there are no second chances. 
 
   Now I expect James to end the week with at least one hundred and forty merit points. If he has this number or more then he will gain his release. If he has less he will get a punishment. But because he doesn’t get to see the allocation of my demerits for naughty behaviour he doesn’t know when he is tied down for our game of roulette whether he will be allowed to come or not.
 
   So before we start my teasing game we spin the roulette wheel.
 
   If James is to be allowed release, then a red number will mean I masturbate him by hand, a black number will mean he gets to cum inside my pussy. But I change this sequence each week. So James doesn’t know which it might be. If it spins in the zero cell then he will not be allowed to come. A nice little added catch.
 
   However, if he has less than 140 points he will get a punishment which is determined by the number the ball lands in. There are thirty-six different punishments, most of which involve very significant pain for James and his little William. I focus on punishing his William since it is he who tends to lead James astray most frequently. Most of these punishments come from Mrs Birch’s site. So he might face a heat cream or a chilli cap or a mustard poultice, nettles, pegs, etc. If it lands in the zero he will not be punished but he will be milked. Torture in itself. No orgasm, just drained! But at least it is not painful. 
 
   We roll the wheel and watch the ball spin. Red Sixteen. But only I know whether James will be getting an orgasm or a painful punishment! He doesn’t know his score!
 
   And so the teasing starts. As I mentioned above I tease him for several hours. All the time James doesn’t know if he will come or not. Time after time I stop just before his point of release. But if he is due for release I will go past that point and literally watch him explode. But he never knows if it will happen or not or when. Total torment. Naturally he is on cloud nine if he gets to release. Even more so if it is inside my pussy. But his never knowing adds to his frustration and anticipation.
 
   Of course if he failed then I will eventually tire of my teasing. A little smile is all he sees as I calmly advise, “I’m sorry Honey, you only reached 139 points. Red Sixteen is Melted Ralgex. (these days a substitute) So there he is, totally on edge, utterly frustrated, erect like a solid steel bar. As I pull out the Ralgex he is already crying, begging, pleading – anything he needs release, he can’t take the pain. But he always manages to cope – though he does shriek an awful lot. Yes Mr Ralgex was a nasty piece of work. Then a couple of hours later, James, hoarse from his screaming, my little toy or shrivelled and red, we bundle him back inside his steel chaperone. “I do hope you can try harder next week James!” I smile.
 
   But as I constantly explain. He has only himself to blame if he doesn’t reach his target. And I don’t see why I should make it easy by being lenient.
 
   This system has also allowed me to develop some other fun games. I wanted James to dress in an appropriate style when he did his chores. A pretty pink apron with lots of lace and frills, a big pink bow in his hair. He refused outright. Not a problem I gave him a choice. He could have a bonus point each day that he wore his apron. Or ten demerits each day that he didn’t wear his apron. He quickly donned his apron! He wasn’t happy but he had no other choice. Of course the merit points were only available for the first week.
 
   I thought it would be fun if he wore his apron when my kid sister came around. He always used to ogle her so I felt he should be taken down a peg or two. He point blank refused. In fact he threw quite a temper tantrum. However I calmly pointed out that he would receive one hundred demerit points each and every week until he wore the apron in front of my sister. But if he did wear it on the first opportunity, he could have twenty merit points. Well he had tears in his eyes when she arrived. Sandie thought it was hilarious. Which left James beet red!
 
   Then I thought it would be a great idea if he did embroidery in his spare time on business trips. He didn’t have the time he insisted. Well I reminded him, he managed to visit ladies in the past. And besides I asked, what about those idle hours on the plane? Well he now does a little embroidery on each trip!
 
   Life is so amusing. James knows now that if he behaves he can cum. If he misbehaves we will not only not be coming, he will suffer greatly. I am sure as time progresses James will have many new and unexpected variations added to his lifestyle. I might dress him as a toddler if he is rude. And perhaps I should buy a hairbrush and a razor strop. Yes Mrs Birch’s site is giving me lots of new ideas! 
 
   I remember too the time when for six weeks in a row he had failed to reach 140 points. The next week he rolled a zero. He was in a terrible state. Now he was hoping, after striving so hard all week, that he had not failed as in the past. Imagine his face when I brought him so close to ejaculation that he was quivering, before I leaned over and whispered. “I am so pleased with you James. You scored 154 points this week. Thank you so very much for trying so hard. I really appreciate it when you behave well…Now then let’s put your penis away and see if you can be as good next week too!
 
   “Noooo, please, I need to come,” he begged. “Don’t be silly!” I smiled. “It’s not necessary at all.” Well he did manage to keep up the good work and get his prize the next week. What I do though, is if he is getting to come every week, then I get a bit stricter. I keep raising my expectations of him. This way we can, as he preaches to his business colleagues ‘strive to constantly improve’.
 
   But at least James is allowed to come. At least once or twice a month nowadays. Though I have consistently gotten stricter he has managed to strive that much harder to reach my standards. I doubt that James enjoys our life as much as I do, but at least he knows his place now, and I am the envy of all my friends for having such an attentive husband. “I can’t believe that he chose to give up golf to spend more time with you! My husband is more in love with golf than sex!” they often remark. Perhaps I should tell them my secrets! If only they knew how to gain control.
 
    
 
   The End


 
   
  
 



 The Home Tutor
 
   By Mrs Birch
 
   Jane was waiting nervously in the lounge room of her home, checking her watch every few seconds, peering out the window and wringing her hands. Beads of sweat gathered on her upper lip as she contemplated the inevitable. She had remained dressed in her school uniform as her father had ordered before he left the house for work that morning. He had also left her with a dire warning not to be late for her new tutor, and that she was to come straight home after school. 
 
   Throughout the day Jane hadn’t taken her father’s threat too seriously, but she did harbour a measure of resentment at the thought of being ordered straight home from school and having to suffer yet another boring bloody tutor. Well, she'd get rid of her quick enough she'd decided, just like all the others. By now Jane was an expert at despatching tutors. She had perfected the art of belligerence to the point of perfection, and not one of her tutors had been able to put up with her for more than a few lessons, and much to her father’s chagrin, one after the other they mysteriously faded away into the sunset, never to be seen again. This one would be no different, she mused. 
 
   But her father, much to Jane's annoyance, had surprised her by appearing at the bus stop after school to pick her up and take her home, fearing she’d take off with her cronies after school and not show up at home to meet her new tutor. And he was right. That’s exactly what Jane intended to do! But her father meant business this time and he fully intended to change his daughter’s attitude once and for all. Jane had no idea that her new tutor was a woman with nerves of steel, no sense of humour and only one goal and one method of handling spiteful, haughty schoolgirls. That is, until her father kindly enlightened her during the trip home. It was then that Jane had her first inkling that this one could be a challenge. Her mood quelled and her ideas of a swift exit for Mrs Lewis were in grave doubt. It was a silent trip home as Jane brooded upon this prospect. 
 
   After being safely deposited at home by her father, Jane was left alone to anxiously await the arrival of Mrs Lewis. When it came, the knock at the front door startled her and nervously, she opened the door to Mrs Lewis, her new home tutor. 
 
   A mountain of a woman loomed in the doorway, completely overwhelming the girl. So shocked by her enormous frame was she, that Jane did not immediately notice the large brown leather bag that hung from the tutor's left hand. In her right hand was a long thin cardboard cylinder, which aroused Jane's natural inquisitiveness. 
 
   Mrs Lewis was an awesome figure and wilted Jane with a loathsome glare as she stood filling the entire doorframe. 
 
   “Jane Ellis?” 
 
   “Er, yes…’ Jane stuttered, almost too shocked to reply. 
 
   Mrs Lewis barged straight past Jane, leaving her standing in the hallway to gape at her massive form now striding toward the lounge room. 
 
   “IN HERE MISSY – QUICK SMART!” boomed Mrs Lewis, causing the startled girl to scurry into the lounge room on the double. 
 
   The woman scared Jane witless. By the time Jane reached the lounge Mrs Lewis was standing legs akimbo, hands on hips waiting. She exuded an air of formidable composure and Jane was suitably frightened. She realised that her father was deadly serious this time about finding a tutor who could tame her ways. This titan's mere presence assured her of this impending likelihood. . 
 
   “Well Missy, lets not waste time. You have a letter for me I believe?
 
   “Um..er..yes… Miss,” stammered Jane nervously as she pulled the crumpled note from her tunic pocket and handed it to Mrs Lewis.
 
   The letter she referred to had been penned earlier at her father’s instruction. Jane thought her father had been joking when he told her that she was required to neatly write out a list of every misdeed and offence committed by Jane during the last month for Mrs Lewis's consideration. Begrudgingly, she had complied, and hastily scribbled a few fictional, yet sarcastic, incidents of her supposed 'naughty' behaviour on a piece of scrap paper. Jane had no idea that these were going to be taken quite literally and she would be punished accordingly. None-the-less, she did derive a little amusement from the exercise, but more so because it presented another irresistible opportunity for rebellion. 
 
   Jane wasn't bad at heart, but as an only child she’d been allowed to develop into a manipulative and spoilt young lady, due largely to being given too much leniency in her formative years. Rather than firm guidance and a clearly defined set of rules and consequences, she’d been doted upon and spoiled by two adoring parents who were easily fooled by her cunning guile. They had been gullible and lax with her upbringing and now they were paying the price. 
 
   Mrs Lewis snatched the letter from Jane and fixed her with a wilting glare. Evidently she was not a good-humoured woman at all. 
 
   “Go and stand quietly in the corner Missy, while I read all about your misbehaviour.” For a fleeting moment Jane considered defying her, but that notion evaporated quickly as Mrs Lewis continued staring fiercely into Jane’s eyes, until the girl eventually turned and headed for the corner. 
 
   “Hitch up that uniform to your waist and tuck it in to your belt, then place your hands on your head, and I warn you, not ONE whisper out of you until I say so.” Jane did so without further hesitation. She was quickly learning that avoiding arousing the wrath of Mrs Lewis might be a wise idea. 
 
   Jane stood facing the wall in dread while Mrs Lewis read her letter. Now she wished with all her heart that just once, she might have taken something seriously. She knew she was in trouble this time. Her thoughts turned to the mockery she’d kept up throughout the day much to the amusement of her school cronies. But now those words came flooding back to haunt her. She had laughed and bragged about her record, to date, of how fast she could expedite the departure and subsequent non-return of a succession of tutors. She grimaced as she thought of how she had them all in fits of laughter as she told them of her tales of the retreat of those forlorn creatures. The more enthusiastically she embellished the stories, the more they laughed. 
 
   The girls had arranged to meet at the public baths after school and Jane had assured them that she would be there to join them as soon as her annoying little distraction had been 'taken care of'. In fact, they'd even taken wagers on the length of time it would take before Jane would join them at the baths so confident was she that everything should go according to plan. 
 
   Now as she stood there nervously in the corner, she winced at the thought of her comrades and what they would have to laugh about now. Jacqueline Godby was the worst and Jane could almost hear her guffawing at Jane's predicament. Jacqueline would ensure that the news of Jane Ellis' demise was hot gossip around the school by lunchtime the next day. 
 
   Jane was a picture of dejection. There was nothing at all funny about her predicament. Her shoulders drooped and her head was bowed as she contemplated this new turn of events and she was very nearly ready to accept defeat. However, the idea of her colleagues making a laughing stock out of her stiffened her determination to at least try Mrs Lewis out and slowly her shoulders began to straighten as her attitude changed from wretched hopelessness to inspired guile. 
 
   The room was silent except for the intermittent rustle of paper as Mrs Lewis read through Jane's hastily written note. Jane's initial fear had now turned to boredom as she waited, now slouching in the corner. How long could it take to read a few quips, she asked herself in exasperation. With hands on head, elbows sagging, uniform hitched up, one knee bent and the opposite hip pushed out in defiance she listened with mild disinterest to the range of noises going on behind her. 
 
   Mrs Lewis finished reading the letter and snapped open the clasps of her bag. One by one, she withdrew a selection of items and arranged them carefully along the coffee table. After she had appraised her selection, she soundlessly walked up behind Jane and quite unexpectedly, administered a nasty slapping to the back of her thighs. The shock of the sudden assault caught Jane unawares and produced wails of protest as she jerked her knees forward one at a time with each corresponding smack. Ten good, hard, stinging, open handed slaps on each exposed upper thigh connected before the onslaught stopped as abruptly as it began. "Well, not much thought went into that did it Miss Ellis?" she boomed. 
 
   Red faced and affronted, Jane turned to face her punisher, rubbing her stinging thighs, huffing and puffing and about to reply but Mrs Lewis cut her short. "Get those knickers down, put your hands on your head and face the wall." 
 
   Without further ado Jane did as she was told. "So much for my new found bravado," she thought meekly. Now she was feeling thoroughly humiliated and indignant as she slowly and begrudgingly slid her panties over her stinging thighs to her knees. Never had she been treated like this before in her life. 
 
   There had been many occasions at school over the years where she had been sent to a corner of the classroom to face the wall for a whole period as her reward for disrupting the lesson. Once she'd been forced to sit on a stool in the corner facing the class, wearing a 'Dunce's cap', a conical shaped headpiece similar to a witch’s hat. It was made out of a roll of cardboard about two feet high with the word DUNCE written on it in huge, black, capital letters. This of course caused the students to erupt into hysterical laughter and taunting thereafter. Jane thought the matter hilarious and was quite pleased with herself and the level of disruption she had caused. Her teacher on the other hand, was exasperated and at his wits end with this troublesome girl, and was very nearly on the verge of changing professions because of Jane's continual disruptive behaviour. 
 
   There were the odd times when she had been sent to the Headmaster for serious breeches of proper classroom conduct and on those occasions she did not escape the nasty sting of his ruler administered to the back of her legs, but nothing like the slapping she’d just received. 
 
   This was a new experience for Jane. She did not like this situation one bit and her mind ranged frantically from thoughts of fleeing from this leviathan and her devastating hand, to that of rebelliousness and the determination to await the opportunity to execute her plan to conquer and dispense with Mrs Lewis, Home Tutor number 6. 
 
   The next 'little intrusion' was as unexpected as the first, and Mrs Lewis had now proceeded to smack her bare and ample behind and upper thighs in a very robust fashion amid Jane's indignant howls and attempts to swing her burning buttocks out of smacking range. This only served to inflame Mrs Lewis and spurred her on to spank Jane’s bum more vigorously. Tears of pain and humiliation threatened to spill from Jane's eyes and she fought desperately against this happening. She was not going to let Mrs Lewis think that she was getting anywhere with her treatment, despite the pain and intensity of that slapping and the shock of the physical castigation. 
 
   All of a sudden the punishment stopped. Jane was humiliated even more when she realised that her body was trembling from the severity of that handspanking. In silent rage now, she turned slightly to view Mrs Lewis bent over inspecting her handiwork inflicted upon Jane's flaming bottom. This action produced lightening quick results from Mrs Lewis. She grabbed Jane by her upper arm and whipped her over her lap so fast that the girl had no time to comprehend what on earth had happened. She had not even been aware of Mrs Lewis placing a dining room chair in the centre of the room much less understand how she had come to be seated on it so quickly with Jane over her lap, her crimson, bare buttocks facing skyward. 
 
   As soon as Jane realised what was about to occur, she immediately tried to struggle off those plump knees and escape such a humiliating punishment. However, Mrs Lewis had anticipated this possibility and swept Jane's right arm upwards and placed it into the small of her back, securing it there with a vice-like grip. There was no escaping and Jane knew it, and the more she struggled, the more Mrs Lewis tightened her grip until Jane’s arm was engulfed in searing pain causing her to cry out in pain. 
 
   SMACK!
 
    The suddenness of the stroke took Jane’s breath away and before she had time to think, a round of stinging blows had begun raining down on her flaming bottom. This time the slaps seemed to concentrate on the fleshiest part of Jane's bottom. Unbelievably, the intensity of pain was worse than the introduction she had received while standing facing the wall. Down they came now with no time for recovery between each spank. Jane was kicking her legs wildly and howling unashamedly as Mrs Lewis spanked away. Her violent efforts to twist her body out of harms way only made Mrs Lewis more determined. She simply stepped up the tempo despite the kicking, howling, wrestling Jane. And as long as Jane kept struggling she was determined to keep up the beating. 
 
   Jane's head was whirling in a panic now as Mrs Lewis tightened her grip on her burning wrist, pinning her helplessly as she stepped up the pace of that frightful spanking. It went on and on with absolutely no indication that she was tiring from her efforts. In fact it felt to Jane like Mrs Lewis was actually increasing the severity of each blow if at all possible. 
 
   Finally after a long and arduous beating, Jane began to tire, and eventually her struggling ceased, and so too did Mrs Lewis’s spanking. 
 
   “Right Missy, get up and stand right there in front of me." 
 
   This was a lot easier said than done, for after such a long time over those knees with her head in the downward position, Jane felt quite dizzy as she struggled to stand on the spot that Mrs Lewis was pointing to. Her bottom was so hot and tender; it felt like she had been sitting on a burning hotplate. She could barely resist the temptation to check her swollen buttocks. She was sure that the flesh had been spanked right off her cheekbones or at the very least, permanent damage had been inflicted upon them. Apparently, her current state of dishevelment aroused no sympathy at all from Mrs Lewis who further commanded, “Go and get that letter young lady, on the double!" 
 
   Jane painfully sidled her way over to the coffee table where the letter lay opened, and was immediately filled with regret because of the flippant nature of it's contents. "Oh why did I do that?" she cried inwardly, wishing that just once in her life that she had not felt the need to be obnoxious. She was extremely careful not to turn her back on Mrs Lewis lest she take a well-aimed swipe at her sore behind again. Jane was well aware that those beady eyes were watching her like a hawk as she edged her way towards the coffee table and back. 
 
   When she glanced at the coffee table her eyes nearly fell out of her head as she spotted the array of implements lined up neatly and it sent shivers up and down her spine. There was an assortment of leather straps, a wooden hairbrush, several paddles and leaning on the edge of the table was the cylinder. But it was what was next to the cylinder that had Jane worried. The contents of the cylinder were lined upright along side it and looked even more frightening than the items on the table. Her mind numbed as she recalled the first time she had merely encountered such an implement. It was outside the Headmaster's Office while waiting her turn for punishment one day. 
 
   Jane would never forget the chilling sound of the cane swooshing through the air in the seconds before it slashed into a fellow male student's bare buttocks. Never had she witnessed such pain inspired screams as she did from that poor boy. She could not even begin to imagine what it would feel like to experience that cane on her own bottom, nor did she care to find out. Girls, luckily, were not caned at her school, rather the ruler was pressed into action upon the thighs, legs and panty clad bottoms of female transgressors. 
 
   Jane estimated a half dozen school canes leaning against the table but was much too afraid to waste the time counting them. The sight of them was enough to send her scuttling back to the safety of her spot in front of Mrs Lewis. 
 
   "Well, my village comedian, I’d like you to read out the contents of your letter,” commanded Mrs Lewis in a quiet but threatening voice. "Read aloud if you please Miss Ellis", she went on as Jane returned to face her. 
 
   Jane could hardly bring herself to look at the offending piece of twaddle, much less read it out aloud. She handled the piece of paper as if it would burn holes in her fingers. What she desperately needed to do was to rub her roasting bottom. She was trembling, but she couldn't decide if it was from the handspanking or from fear of the consequences that would arise once she read that letter.
 
   "READ IT, YOU INSOLENT CREATURE!" snapped Mrs Lewis suddenly, causing Jane to jump in fright. Trying hard to make sense of the scrawl on the paper became a nightmare for Jane. She could not do so for the life of her. Whether it was nervousness, duress or simply because she had intended to deliberately ensure that her handwriting was illegible, she did not know. She only knew that the writing may as well have been Ancient Greek for all the use it was to her at this moment. 
 
   Mrs Lewis stood up. She towered above Jane and glared at the trembling girl incensed. Her face was flushed and Jane cringed. "GET BACK TO YOUR CORNER AND PUT THAT BOTTOM ON DISPLAY, NOW!" she bellowed, snatching the letter from her hands and Jane scurried off immediately to face the corner. 
 
   Jane could hear movement behind her but did not dare to steal a glance for fear of a repeat of what happened the first time she did so. She stood motionless; mustering all the willpower she possessed in order to remain rooted to the spot. Jane was terrified that her legs would not obey her and send her winging out of the room to safety. The only thing that stopped her from doing so was the sure knowledge that it would be far worse to face her father for her cowardice. Then of course he would make her suffer another afternoon with this Disciplinarian. Father was a softie but he always did as he said he would and he meant this time to 'have her brought into line what ever it took'. Those were his departing words this afternoon and Jane tried hard to dismiss them from her thoughts right now. 
 
   "Ooowww" she shrieked as Mrs Lewis hauled her from her purgatory by the scruff of the neck and whirled her around to stand before the library steps. Her curiosity regarding the noises had been satisfied now as she stood in front of the steps that had replaced the dining chair. Puzzled, Jane tried to imagine what on earth Mrs Lewis had intended by placing these steps here. The steps stood about waist high with steps either side. "Father would be annoyed if he could see this woman with his steps out of the den," she thought guiltily, fearing Mrs Lewis could read her mind. 
 
   "Bend forward' she instructed, her voice quiet and menacing as she motioned Jane to bend over the steps, using the point of a school cane to do so. Horror stricken, Jane began to plead with Mrs Lewis as she realised what was about to happen. "Oh no please Ma'am" she wailed but her pleading was to no avail. 
 
   "BEND OVER THOSE STEPS!" 
 
   Reluctantly Jane inched forward and cautiously leaned over the steps. The wood was cold and uncomfortable and dug into her ribs as she tried to position herself satisfactorily. This was proving a useless exercise because the steps were quite obviously designed for standing on, not for young ladies to be leaning over for a thrashing! The only position that afforded any degree of comfort, forced her bare throbbing buttocks high into the air. This was an awfully embarrassing predicament for Jane. Made worse by the thought of having Mrs Lewis standing behind her watching as she bent over the steps in that most unladylike fashion. For a moment, while her attention was on her malaise, she at least forgot her fear of what was about to occur. 
 
   "Bend right over and put your hands on that bottom step, Miss and get that bottom high into the air!" insisted Mrs Lewis. Jane shuddered and began to tremble. 
 
   SWOOSH! The chilling sound of the cane as it whistled through the air turned Jane’s blood to ice. In front of her was a glass fronted cabinet which reflected the cane wielding Mrs Lewis behind her. 'Swish, swish, swoosh' she heard perilously close to her throbbing bum and winced at the mere thought of having such an atrocious act perpetrated upon her previously untouched derriere. Mrs Lewis seemed to be testing her canes. Flexing them and slicing each through the air until she finally settled on a particular one. 
 
   Jane's nerves were stretched to breaking point as she waited for God only knew what. 
 
   Wwhhooosh! Jane lurched forward in alarm and let out a howl in fright as the tip of the cane tapped her bottom lightly. 
 
   “Be quiet you stupid girl. We haven’t even begun yet!” 
 
   From the reflection in the glass, Jane could see Mrs Lewis looking like she was positioning herself for a golf swing behind her. She took her measure using the cane on the end of her outstretched arm to check the distance from Jane's bottom to where she stood. She tapped Jane's bottom so imperceptibly with that cane that she nearly jumped out of her skin. Jane was certain that she would faint with fright before she could endure a caning. 
 
   'Thwack!' At first Jane didn't realise that the cane had come down upon her bottom. Then all of a sudden she felt the intense searing pain slice across her cheeks. It took her breath away instantly! "Eeeooow" she yelled but no sooner than she felt the first stroke, the next one came. This time it fell in a different spot across her glowing buttocks, but just a fraction below the first stroke. 
 
   "No! No! I can't take it Ma'am! Please stop! No! No! No!" she cried. 'Thwack' came the third stroke and as it slashed across her skin she screamed in agony. 
 
   This was no ordinary cane, but of course Jane was totally unaware of that being the case. This was a Victorian cane. Carefully selected by Mrs Lewis for the likes of repeat offenders such as the cheeky Jane. It had two stages. On the stroke, the recipient received a scorching sensation that took the breath away. After the pain became apparent and an involuntary scream was unleashed, then came the lingering after burn, which was ten times worse than the initial burning sting. It was not uncommon for the miscreant to be firmly tied down over a whipping bench prior to the commencement of punishment with such a cane. This was truly a punishment guaranteed not to be forgotten by anyone so unfortunate to be on the receiving end of such a dreadful thrashing. 
 
   Mrs Lewis ignored Jane's sobbing and gasping and reached over to pick up her letter. "Pick yourself up and compose yourself long enough to read out the contents of your letter Miss Ellis," she said as she handed Jane the letter. 
 
   Jane's shaking hand took the paper from her and she trembled as she tried to decipher her own scrawl. Blinking away her tears, she paused before she commenced reading though, haltingly. "I have been a naughty girl because I haven't been caught smoking my lungs out in the school toilets so that 'Old Needle Nose' could catch me," said Jane in a meek voice. Somehow the words just didn't seem that funny anymore. Her stomach felt like it was filled with cement and she hesitated before she read the next. "I took three hours instead of two hours to get rid of my last home tutor." She gulped and heard Mrs Lewis breathe in sharply. 
 
   She did not dare to look up at Mrs Lewis's face. Had she done so, she was sure that she would have lost the last shred of intestinal fortitude left in her that was needed to continue reading the rest of that letter. She was painfully aware of Mrs Lewis standing before her with the cane in her right hand, gently tapping a cadence on the side of her leg with the tip of the rod as Jane spoke. She did not feel the need to look up and confirm what she already knew. She could feel Mrs Lewis's beady eyes burning into her soul, and could see in her mind’s eye that cruel mouth set in a grim line and her whole face looking like it was about to explode with temper at any moment. 
 
   Jane’s voice had almost reduced to a whisper as she read the next sentence. "I fantasise about rounding up all home tutors and packing them all off on a one way trip to Ethiopia with a dose of syphilis each." By the end of the sentence, Jane's voice was inaudible. "Read it out again loudly Miss Ellis!" enunciated Mrs Lewis carefully, drawing back her lips to expose her teeth as she spoke. 
 
   "I can't Ma'am", beseeched Jane shaking her head slowly in desperate remorse. 
 
   "I repeat. Read it out again loudly Miss Ellis in a crisp clear voice if you please." 
 
   But Jane was engulfed in a wave of shame and regret and her voice truly failed her at last and she hung her head in disgrace. 
 
   "Very well Miss Ellis, bend over the steps please." 
 
   Jane's face jerked immediately to Mrs Lewis's in disbelief. "What for?" she whined, her eyes brimming with tears. 
 
   "How dare you question me you impertinent girl!" hissed Mrs Lewis in a dangerous tone. 
 
   "Put yourself over those steps for your punishment NOW!" she snapped angrily. 
 
   "Wasn't that it?" cried Jane in a high pitched wail. 
 
   "Certainly not!" snorted Mrs Lewis. "Those three strokes merely served as an incentive for you to read your letter and to remind you what happens to cheeky girls who think they are cleverer than everyone else." She then placed the cane in between Jane’s shoulder blades and with little effort pushed Jane forward over the steps. 
 
   "You will receive one dozen strokes of the cane across your buttocks for your atrocious behaviour Miss Ellis." Hearing her punishment Jane’s eyes and mouth flew open in shock. 
 
   "…and six more strokes added to your punishment for your attempt at humour in your list of misdemeanours!" 
 
   Jane was aghast! She could not comprehend how on earth she was going to cope with eight more let alone eighteen more strokes of that fearful cane and she felt the nauseating sensation of rising panic. ‘I have to get out of here,’ she thought wildly. ‘Yes, that's it, I'll make a run for it.’ 
 
   But in the same moment she felt a rush of movement beside her wrist and before she knew what was happening Mrs Lewis had firmly encircled her wrist with a leather strap and had secured it firmly around the leg of the steps. "What are you doing?" screeched Jane but as she spoke Mrs Lewis had grabbed her other wrist and firmly secured it with another leather strap to the right leg of the steps. Struggling frantically and kicking madly only served to chafe her wrists painfully against the harsh surface of the steps. She was around Jane's rear now and had plucked an ankle from mid air as it flailed about. When she had easily bound both Jane's ankles to each side of the steps Mrs Lewis stood up and took a deep, deliberate breath. 
 
   She surveyed Jane’s struggling form for a minute or two. "Well, she thought, a sound thrashing will no doubt bring this haughty young Miss into line!" Mrs Lewis picked up her cane and swished it through the air. Jane immediately stopped her futile attempt to escape and stilled herself as soon as she heard that spine tingling sound. 
 
   Mrs Lewis moved quietly to take her position beside Jane's quivering buttocks. 'Swish' came that nerve racking sound again as she slashed it through the air and Jane started to snivel. She was feeling very sorry for herself by now. She jumped suddenly when the tip gently touched her flesh as Mrs Lewis took aim. She flinched again when the cane tapped her bottom a second time. Mrs Lewis was enjoying Jane's fear as she teased and toyed with her. "Please Ma'am, don't cane me," she cried. "I promise to be on my best behaviour from now on," she went on. 
 
   "Stop that bleating or I'll ply some strokes of the strap to your buttocks before we start the punishment. Now, put that bottom up and prepare for the thrashing of your life." Jane most definitely did not want strokes of a strap before the caning and became instantly contrite. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry Ma'am, I didn't mean to bleat, I'll be quiet." 
 
   When Jane was sufficiently subdued, Mrs Lewis resumed her 'prelude.' She drew the cane back over her shoulder and brought it whistling fast toward those waiting buttocks and smiled inwardly as she saw Jane tense every muscle from thigh to hip, but instead of allowing the stroke to carry through, she pulled it back just at the moment before it touched skin. Mrs Lewis was savouring these moments. From her experience, rambunctious, unruly behaviour in girls such as Jane was usually curbed at this point of the punishment. She knew full well that at this moment prior to the physical punishment actually commencing, the impenitent girl was frantically evaluating past indiscretions and fast coming to the conclusion that this ordeal was simply not worth the agony. They were usually making silent vows to change their ways and to start leading their lives in a more demure fashion. 
 
   Jane was watching her in the reflection of the glass in front of her and Mrs Lewis knew it. Her actions were tinged with a little sadism and she relished every flinch, every flexion and every reaction to her swishing of the cane. She tapped the cane in a gentle tattoo all over Jane's buttocks and was satisfied to note the tension building up in her now compliant, young charge. Jane's bottom jiggled with each little touch of the cane and this pleased Mrs Lewis greatly. Her rising tension would not have been apparent to any other than a highly experienced Disciplinarian. Mrs Lewis knew her craft well. 
 
   "It would appear that my young miscreant is ready for her thrashing,” mused Mrs Lewis, noting the girl’s completely submissive mood. She never delivered a proper thrashing to anyone until they had reached this state of calm. 
 
   Thwack! 
 
   "Ooooowwww," Jane shrieked as the first stroke kissed her skin. It made a livid mark evenly placed across those jiggling buttocks. Of course she was not prepared for it when it came and after a split second of sheer agony Jane started bouncing up and down on the balls of her feet. It seemed to relieve the sting somewhat to have those buttocks jumping up and down. 
 
   "Stroke number one." announced Mrs Lewis. Then she waited in silence for Jane's body to stop moving. She waited twenty seconds before she ordered, "Keep that bottom still!" Then promptly brought the second stroke down upon those cheeks. 'Thwack!' Again Jane screamed when she felt the stroke and immediately started bouncing again. "Stroke number two," called Mrs Lewis and left twenty seconds interval before the next. 'Swoosh' came number three. "Stop that wobbling and keep that bottom still!" But she seriously doubted if Jane had heard her, for she let loose a continuous howl when the third stroke connected. 
 
   Mrs Lewis was an expert. The purple lines across those cheeks were in perfect symmetry. Not one touching the other but only a millimetre or two dividing them. Her intention was to place each line under the previous so that the entire region would eventually be affected. Another twenty second pause went by and 'Whoosh.' Another anguished cry from Jane rang out. "Stroke number four, you have 14 more to go." She did not move from her position while delivering the caning. Her expert eye scanned the fruits of her labour and she did not need to move. She could see perfectly where the strokes had landed. 'Thwack' "Number five!" and the whooping and squalling from Jane was no less than the previous four. 
 
   Every stroke was delivered at twenty second intervals. Mrs Lewis did not deviate even slightly from her routine. She did not regard Jane's screams nor did she care about her tears. She was engrossed in her task and took great pride in her work. The horizontal lines across Jane's bottom were evidence of just how serious Mrs Lewis was about achieving perfection. From afar her bottom looked like a complete mass of angry, flaming red and purple, swollen flesh. But up close, the lines were still in perfect symmetry, not one touching another. They had extended over the natural swell of the buttocks and the last stroke had been placed above the fold of skin where the buttocks meet the top of the thigh. 
 
   Mrs Lewis intended to put three more strokes descending the top of the thigh and would bring the total number of strokes to one dozen. Next she would slice the cane vertically across the edge of her bottom, skimming the skin as it came down. The cane would be raised above her head as she was standing from side on to Jane and then sliced towards the ground, catching the edge of the buttocks as it whipped downwards. It took real expertise to accomplish this action and another not so practiced might miss the skin completely. 
 
   The last four strokes she would place diagonally across her scorched and swollen posterior. These were the thoughts going through Mrs Lewis' mind as she completed the ninth stroke. 
 
   Jane had lost count by now and was completely swamped by pain. Because each stoke landed on a different spot, every one felt like the first. Little did she know that the worst was yet to come… 
 
   Despite the severity of the caning, there was not one drop of blood drawn. To Jane, however, it felt like her entire bottom was stripped of flesh and dripping blood down the back of her legs. She didn't realise it was in fact sweat causing that sensation. 
 
   Swoosh! Another stroke and Jane howled just as heartily as she did with the first stroke. "Stroke number nine," called Mrs Lewis and Jane tried hard to forget that she had only made the halfway point. Swish! "Yikes," yelled Jane as this one sliced across the tender fold of skin that joined thigh to buttock. "Stroke number ten!" Swish! It happened again only lower this time. "Ooooohhhh," cried Jane and "Stroke number eleven!" announced Mrs Lewis in her military style voice. 
 
   For the twelfth stroke, Mrs Lewis repositioned her stance slightly. With deliberate action, she drew the cane way back over her shoulder where she let it pause in mid air momentarily. When Jane was as still as she could be under the circumstances, she let it fly! Whistling through the air with such great velocity caused the cane to 'sing' much louder than before and Jane heard it in the split second it reached her thighs. "Yeeeooowww!" she hollered again but did not stop this time. This stroke had been much more severe than the rest, or so it felt like, and Jane was overwhelmed with anguish. "Stroke number twelve!" 
 
   By now she had been able to anticipate the arrival of the next stroke although she would rather have remained oblivious. Mrs Lewis's timing was impeccable. But she seemed to be leaving a longer pause this time. "Could it be over?" Jane dared to contemplate. She was not aware that Mrs Lewis had moved further round to stand closer to her this time. 
 
   Her attention was sharply drawn to her buttocks as she felt once more the searing sting. Only, this time it was different. This time it had come down at a different angle. It was sliced diagonally across her buttocks and she couldn't believe that it was actually worse than the other strokes. "Stroke number thirteen." 
 
   "Aaaaahhhh," she yelled, long and hard. This new sensation was excruciating! But she had one more stroke like that to endure followed by two more delivered at the same angle to the other side of her bottom. By now, Jane's whole body was vibrating and she was aware that even her teeth seemed to be buzzing. She was desperate to lie down and was just about at the point of passing through the pain barrier when number seventeen made it's contact. This stroke had come from above and in a downward movement, skimming the edge of her swollen, flaming buttocks. It felt so bad that she was sure that it had peeled a layer of skin off. Number eighteen was equally as vicious but had come from the other side. Her screams this time were partly victory screams. Of course mainly from the added agony inflicted by the last two strokes executed, but she had made it! "It's over," she thought as her spirits started to rise. "Stroke number eighteen Miss Ellis, your thrashing is over." And with that statement, she leaned the cane against the coffee table and proceeded to release Jane from her bondage. 
 
   Attempting to stand upright, Jane became dizzy and had to steady herself on the steps. She noticed that Mrs Lewis was wiping over her cane and had mercifully started to pack away her belongings into the leather bag. She did not even pay Jane any attention while she gingerly tried to stand properly. "May I pull my dress down now please Ma'am?" her voice almost a whisper. 
 
   "Yes you may!" she replied, not bothering to glance at Jane as she spoke. 
 
   Jane was at a loss as to what to do or say. One part of her hated her vehemently. The other part of her wanted to creep into her arms and cry while she held her, soothing her and offering words of comfort. She was so confused. Mrs Lewis on the other hand was totally ignoring her while she finished packing away the last items into her bag. 
 
   As Jane stood there in a daze, Mrs Lewis was taking some papers from the side pocket of the bag. She didn't pay much attention, so absorbed was she in her thoughts, until her focus was diverted to the sound of a voice. It was the voice of Mrs Lewis. At first Jane couldn't make out what she was saying. But soon enough, the words came loud and clear! Mrs Lewis was setting her homework! 
 
   "Miss Ellis, I have here a copy of Homer's, 'The Iliad'. You will copy the first 1,000 lines of the Greek version of this epic by Friday 4pm. I shall return to inspect your work at that time and pity help you if your imposition is incomplete. You will also find here a written copy of your instructions for setting out each page, what colour inks to use, and so forth. I shall be informing your Father of this afternoon's progress and the 'follow up' work to be completed by you. Do not be foolish enough to let me down Miss Ellis." and with that Mrs Lewis bade her farewell and let herself out of the front door. 
 
   Jane was left standing in her wake, struck speechless by the last order. "1,000 lines by Friday? How on earth am I going to stand sitting on my poor bottom long enough to write that many lines?  Now her thoughts needed no more clarification. She knew exactly how she felt about Mrs Lewis! 
 
    
 
   The End
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   Chapter 8 
 
 
   By Steve Forsythe
 
    
 
   Caroline loved to play role games. It heightened her sexual bliss. Unfortunately such games were usually at my expense. One of her most elaborate and erotic was The Temple. 
 
    
 
   I first heard of this game one Friday when Caroline was off horse riding. She called me over. She was dressed in fawn jodhpurs, knee length riding boots, a white blouse with gold cravat and black riding jacket. Her hair was back in a tight bun and held in place with a net. Gold earrings and a gold tie pin set off her immaculate attire. 
 
    
 
   "Collect my helmet and crop and escort me to my car," she imperiously instructed. I did as bid and followed humbly after her. Rushing forward at the last moment to hold open the car door for her. 
 
    
 
   She stood by the door and instructed me to place the riding crop and helmet on the back seat. 
 
    
 
   "Nancy," she then calmly intoned, drawing close to me, "I feel it's time to take your training a stage further." I stared into those cool grey/blue eyes, devoid of emotion, her whole manner casual as she stood staring up into my eyes with the cold authority that came so naturally to her. 
 
    
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," I replied. 
 
    
 
   "On Saturday you will present to me at 5.00pm sharp. You already know the virtue of Charity. On Saturday you shall discover the next two virtues, Faith and Hope... and through them you shall meet the goddess Nemesis. Tell me, do you know who Nemesis is?" 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am," I replied, not without trepidation. If Charity was mentioned as a virtue then clearly Faith and Hope would bring only trouble and pain for me. My mouth was drying up as I felt the familiar butterflies of fear uncurl their wings within my stomach and rise to flight. 
 
    
 
   "The goddess of Law, Justice and Vengeance from Greek mythology," answered Caroline with a sardonic smile. "On Saturday I shall prepare you as a sacrificial offering for the entertainment of myself and a few friends. You shall meet the high priestess Pythia who shall lead you through the Dance of Atonement for the Seven Deadly Sins upon the altar of Faith and into the Vengeance of Hope." 
 
    
 
   Her language was theatrical, chilling, and her tone one of amused detachment. "Prior to that you shall fast in preparation. Remove you clothes... now." Her voice brooked no argument. Shaking I obeyed. She strolled over to a solid metal cupboard at the rear of the garage, her boots clipping against the concrete floor. I followed naked behind her. 
 
    
 
   The cupboard was army surplus and about 6' high. A clothes locker it was neither very wide nor deep. She unlocked and opened the door. "Get in," she brusquely commanded. A shelf at the top reduced the height and I had to crouch to squeeze in. I was bent over with my backside pushed tight against one side, my knees pushed hard against the other and my head tucked down. Caroline closed the door and I was pressed even tighter into this restrictive cell. I heard the padlock click into place followed by the click of Caroline's boots as she strolled away without another word. 
 
    
 
   Panic and claustrophobia coursed through me and cried out, "How long are you leaving me for... Please Ma'am don't leave me like this." My cries were greeted only by the purring of the motor as she turned the ignition, the slight revving of the engine as the luxury sedan reversed out. After that came the groan of the electric door as the garage was shut automatically leaving me in my coffin like confinement. I could neither stand up nor sit down. I had to crouch in an upright position. It was exceedingly uncomfortable. How long would I be left? I was cramped and uncomfortable, no water or food and the temperature in my steel tomb was already rising, and it was only 10 o'clock. 
 
    
 
   She'd gone riding; she'd be away for at least 4 or 5 hours. It was Friday morning. Five on Saturday was 31 hours away! Would she leave me to fast till then? As time marched slowly on my muscles started to cramp and ache but I couldn't stretch. The heat increased and the sweat rolled off me. I was quite distraught, my muscles knotted in agony by the time I heard the garage door rise once more and the Mercedes draw into the garage. 
 
    
 
   I held my breath waiting for release but nothing happened. Her heels clicked out the garage leaving me to my lonely agony as the pangs of hunger now snaked though my tortured body too. I panicked and struggled against the unyielding steel walls of my tomb. Some hours later I heard the sound of another expensive vehicle enter. This time I screamed for release but again was met by only the slam of the internal garage door. 
 
    
 
   My tomb was now dank and fetid with the smell of my urine and sweat mingling with the odour of my fear, my muscles spasmed with cramps, my head throbbed and I felt nauseous from the putrid air. I was desperate for water and my stomach craved sustenance. I sobbed feverishly. 
 
    
 
   It was 10 o'clock the next morning when I finally heard the key rattle in the padlock and the door swing open. I fell out to the ground, my eyes burning from the sudden influx of light. My cramped muscles meant I couldn't stand and my joints screamed as I tried to stretch, pins and needles raced through my body and I curled up in nerve destroying agony. Caroline simply left me to recover. Painfully, slowly, agonisingly my body thawed out. Bit by bit, my eyes and teeth clenched tightly closed, the pains raged through me but slowly I came to. 
 
    
 
   After an hour Caroline came back. She was dressed in her bikini, a daring number that covered little of her body and clung tantalisingly round her buttocks, cut away to reveal her bare cheeks. She had a loose towelling robe draped over her and sandals on her bronzed feet. 
 
    
 
   "You stink," she said, "follow me." 
 
    
 
   I struggled to my feet and followed her round to the pool where she had obviously been sitting out reading a novel. Without a word she went over and turned the hose on full. The powerful jets of icy water were then turned on me. I shivered as she cleansed the smell off me. Still without speaking she turned off the hose. 
 
    
 
   "Go clean the cupboard out and come back here." She was quite pitiless. I walked stiffly still from my confinement, and did as bid. When I returned she calmly advised me to go have a drink but no food, I was fasting. When I returned I was lead over to a shady area of the pool. 
 
    
 
   "This is my friend Sarah," she advised, introducing me to a statuesque blonde lady of much refinement. She had just returned to the pool from the house. Her long tanned legs set off from a tiny white bikini. She wore no top and her large breast were erect and pert. She was clearly athletic, immaculately groomed with a naturally imperious air about her. 
 
    
 
   "We'll have a light lunch and then enjoy a few hours messing around the pool and reading. You can be a statue!" I looked on stupidly. I was so inconsequential to her. I was being treated as totally sub-human. A statue, an ornament in the garden. 
 
   "You can play Michelangelo’s David," she laughed. I was stood by the pool as she positioned me like the famous statue. Looking to the left, my left foot slightly forward, my right hand by my side, my left bent up to my neck, motionless. "I wouldn't move if I were you,” she dryly intoned, before settling down with her book and totally ignoring me once more. She didn't even smirk. I was forgotten, nothing. 
 
    
 
   Shortly she went off and returned with their lunch, which they enjoyed with a bottle of white wine chilled in an ice cooler. 
 
    
 
   I held my pose as the itches crawled across my skin and my insides grumbled from starvation, a wild rodent within gnawing ferociously at the lining of my stomach. When they went for a swim Caroline came over and tossed her towelling robe over my shoulder and then, without a second glance at me, dived into the pool to join Sarah. They frolicked leaving me to my misery. 
 
    
 
   It was gone four before Caroline released me from my pose. She had a last swim, dried off and wrapped her hair in the soft towel. Picking her robe up and slipping it on she bade me follow her into the house. Wordlessly she took me to the guest room. I was astounded at her next words. 
 
    
 
   "Run yourself a nice hot bath. Add the rose bath crystals and a few drops of baby oil. Then relax for a half hour before soaping off and washing your hair." A cake of lavender soap was provided. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I replied quite stunned. 
 
    
 
   "Then we'll prepare you for your sacrificial role," she ominously and continued, "anointed with ribbons and flowers are the sacrifices of Pythia". She grinned as she left me to it. I made the most of my unexpected luxury and relaxation, though a sense of foreboding chilled my marrow. But I had learnt to live for now, the future would come regardless. 
 
    
 
   When she returned she was clad in an old T-shirt with just a pair of white panties beneath. I was ordered out of the bath and dried myself before sitting in the chair as directed. She combed my hair, which was now shoulder length. Carefully she brushed it through before drawing it back into a tight ponytail. 
 
    
 
   The wisps of hair were drawn back and it was pulled severely back off my face. Clips were slipped into the sides to keep it in place. The small ponytail was then knotted and drawn back into a French bun. My mind went back to that first day when she had promised I'd end up with my hair in this style. I was facing the mirror with Caroline standing behind me. She smiled at her handiwork and my final transformation. 
 
    
 
   "I thought you were ready," she grinned. "I promised this didn't I? I hope you paid attention because I want your hair styled this way every morning from now on." I simply gulped as I knew it would give more excuses for her to pull out the paddle if my locks slipped out and looked untidy. I was also scared by this final transformation, though I had watched my hair grow longer by the week, though it had been permed before, this seemed so final. 
 
    
 
   She then applied my make-up, first the foundation cream, followed by rouge, eye shadow, eyeliner, my lashes and eyebrows were plucked and painted. Bright red lipstick followed with a dark liner around the edge. Eventually a most feminine face stared back at me. Finally my fingernails and toes were painted. 
 
    
 
   I was then sprayed with Eau de Toilette and a few dabs of perfume, a fresh flowery fragrance permeated the room. Caroline hummed gently to herself as she busied to her role. A bright yellow ribbon was wrapped around my bun and tied at the front in a big bow. Small daisy like flowers were inserted beneath the clips, and matching daisy earrings were clipped on to my ears. I was starting to look ridiculous as my angular male features still showed through all the feminine finery. 
 
    
 
   A further big yellow ribbon was knotted around my neck, one on each upper arm and flowery bracelets on my ankles and wrists. Caroline had been at it for some half an hour or more when she finally spoke again. 
 
    
 
   "Stand up." I stood. She produced the key to my chastity belt and removed it to reveal my growing erection. "We like being a lady do we?" 
 
    
 
   I just grinned back stupidly in embarrassment. She then tied another ribbon in a big tight bow around the head of my penis. I was now straight as a ramrod as her gentle ministrations aroused me further. 
 
    
 
   "Now turn around," she smiled. I twirled, obviously to her satisfaction. She then gently and then more forcefully tweaked my nipples, heightening my sexual anticipation, inflaming my desires and further engorging my penis. I was so desperate for relief. 
 
    
 
   "Tonight is the culmination of my revenge," she whispered, an eerie calm to her voice, her steely eyes boring into me. "Tonight I play the high priestess Pythia as I sacrifice you to the goddess Nemesis. You shall suffer atonement for the seven deadly sins. An offering to Nemesis, the goddess of Law, Justice and Vengeance. My Law, my Justice and definitely my Vengeance. Can you name the seven sins?" 
 
    
 
   "No Ma'am" I replied as she continued to tweak my nipples. I was aflame with desire despite the fear of what she had planned. She was dressed so plainly, no make-up, her hair loose and ruffled from the afternoon yet she exuded such total beauty, cold beauty. Her dramatic vocabulary and my flowery feminisation giving rise to a mind numbing formality despite her own casual attire. 
 
    
 
   "Pride, greed, lust, anger, gluttony, envy, and sloth," she answered for me. "Complimented by the three virtues, Faith, Hope and Charity." She smiled as she let go of my nipples and her hands drifted down my stomach to my erect organ, which she gripped with her left hand, below the ribbon, the other hand cupping my balls. I moaned in a mixture of pleasure and desire for more. 
 
    
 
   "You already know Charity. Something given generously to help the needy. Tonight you will thank us for our Charity as you sit upon the alter of Faith in allegiance to me, the high priestess Pythia, as you undergo atonement for the seven deadly sins. Until finally you are released as you cry out to Hope, the desire for a future good." Her cold authority and melodramatic words were overwhelming, what had she planned for me. 
 
    
 
   "Now follow me." She led me down to the basement and stood me near the playroom door. "Take up the position of subservience." 
 
    
 
   I knelt with my head to the ground and my hands stretched before me at her feet. She went into the adjacent punishment room and returned. "Keep your eyes to the ground," she ordered as she placed three tokens in a pile on the back of each hand. A large black silk cloth was then placed over my head so I could see nothing. I then heard her place three more counters on the top of my head and three on each corner of the silk cover where it met the ground. 
 
    
 
   "If you move I'll know and you'll regret it. If you touch your prick I'll have it removed. Is that clear?” she rasped with icy severity. 
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I shivered. 
 
    
 
   "You shall remain here in worship till we return. I want you to think of your past sins, of why you're here and the sacrifice you are to be. Tonight will be an evening of heady passion and carnal desires, as you seek atonement before us. Prepare yourself now, for later you shall confront the seven deadly sins before finally you are released to Hope." Her dramatic style was setting the scene for what was indeed to be an evening of theatre. 
 
    
 
   I shivered as I heard her bare feet pad down the corridor and up the stairs and the light click out. Once more I was left in bondage without ties, in lonely misery and trepidation of what the night held, knowing it would be painful, degrading and frustrating for me. I bit my lower lip as my muscles twitched in their familiar response to the fear that gnashed within me. 
 
    
 
   I lay in supplication on the cold concrete floor, utterly alone as always for some two hours before I heard the soft pad of feet on the floor, the opening of the playroom door followed by the soft click as it was closed once more, again leaving me in silence to await my fate. 
 
    
 
   A further 15 minutes or so passed before the door clicked open once more. I could hear now the chant of Gregorian music passing through the portal. It's deep timbre mingling with the strong smell of sweet incense. The black cloth was whipped off and I was greeted by Sarah's feet wearing Roman style sandals. "On your belly and crawl like a worm into the presence of the high priestess Pythia," she commanded. 
 
    
 
   So, on my belly, my penis scraping painfully on the rough concrete floor I crawled inch by inch into the room. The music with its sombre tones enveloped me, its cadence hypnotic as it mingled with the flowery odour of the incense. The room was lit by candles, their flickering glow giving a mystical quality, the whole creating an effect as though the air itself were a physical power through which I had to push my way. Caroline, dressed as the high priestess Pythia, stood before a candle light altar. 
 
    
 
   She was resplendent in a silken gown of purest white, it flowed down over her body, but with the candlelight behind it I could see right through it. Her outline was revealed in exquisite detail, slender, delicate, that smooth, creamy, soft, soft skin. The long sleeves encased her graceful arms. Around her neck an elaborate necklace of finest gold. Her hair was swept back in an elaborate style. A tight pigtail curled around, the hair pulled tightly off her face and a gold filament artistically twined amongst her coiffure. Her hair was a golden sheen despite the severity of the styling. From the front and sides it appeared as though her hair had been painted onto her delicate skull. 
 
    
 
   Her face was a mask of beauty adorned with the most ostentatious yet austere make-up imaginable. The cosmetics had been layered on to give an air of regal aloofness, great beauty and uncompromising severity. Her eyes bore a rich deep blue shadow, her eyebrows were thickly painted in the darkest black, her eyelashes accentuated, the whole setting off the piercing eyes that now stared down at me with total disdain. 
 
    
 
   Sarah was dressed similarly. On the far side of the room illuminated by a large candle was Sarah's slave. He was naked, secured to a large diagonal cross, a black hood over his face, his penis hanging large and erect before him. He was secured with leather straps at wrist and ankles, elbows and thighs and around his waist. Nipple clamps gripped painfully on his nipple and were joined by a heavy metal chain. 
 
    
 
   "Kiss the feet of the high priestess Pythia,” ordered Sarah as the music flowed around mingling with incense. I crawled forward and as I approached her foot she edged it forward for me to kiss in reverence. 
 
    
 
   "Place the sacrificial offering upon the altar of Faith," directed Caroline. Sarah gripped me roughly by one arm and hauled me over to a rough coarse chair like none I'd seen before. It was roughly sawn of solid timbers. The seat was cut in two with each half sloping gently away from the centre. Each half not quite as wide as a human leg. The end of each, where the knees would fall, was cut away in a half moon shape. The front legs sloped backwards and at their base were two thick leather restraints for the ankles of the hapless victim. 
 
    
 
   The chair itself was firmly secured to the wall. There were no armrests but the high back had two restraints attached at about head height and a thick chest and waist strap for further securing the sacrificial victim. There were also two further buckles beneath the centre of the seat where it split in two. The purpose of these was only revealed much later. The whole was lighted by more candles that gave an obscene glow to the diabolical contraption. 
 
    
 
   In an elaborate filigree the word FAITH had been carved into the high rear. Unwilling yet unresisting I was steered over to this Altar of Faith. Panic surged through me as I was directed onto the seat itself. It was uncomfortable, though my body moulded to its unusual design. My back ramrod straight against the upright, my knees locking into the hemispherical cutouts. 
 
   Caroline looked grimly on as I whimpered quietly to myself. 
 
   "Secure the sacrificial lamb," she told her servant Sarah. She gripped my left arm and slid it up the back where it was secured tightly with the leather strap. It lay about six inches from my left ear at head height. My right arm was then similarly trussed in place. The chest belt was pulled tight beneath my armpits and then the waist cinch pulled tight. Sarah then bent down and pulled roughly on each ankle to place it under the chair and secure it with the ankle straps. This in turn pulled my thighs tight and slightly outwards. My legs were trapped in place, my penis and inner thighs horribly exposed. I felt like a rat on an upright dissecting table. 
 
   I tried to steady my breathing. Caroline prowled about on the edge of my vision. I was a tethered goat waiting for the tiger to leap out of the jungle. Hearing it move around, out of sight, hearing it breathe, feeling the gleaming eyes fixed on me. Finally she came forward and stood before me, between my legs, her silken dress caressing my thighs as she edged closer. Sarah moved behind her and rubbed her shoulders. She simply stared down on me, her face a passionless mask. I sat there tense and shaking. 
 
    
 
   The waiting, the anticipation was part of the punishment. She wanted me to sweat. The waiting was part of the pleasure. She enjoyed it. Sadists got their deepest pleasure from the slow twist of the knife in a wound, and Caroline was a sadist, she loved to humiliate and terrify. A pleasure that she had found greater than expected after taking me in. 
 
    
 
   Finally her hands moved forward and she gripped my nipples twisting viciously, my organ sprang erect as it always did, as she knew it would from such a stimulus. The Gregorian chant filled the room with its stark beat, the air was charged with fibres of Caroline's sexuality, she groaned with pleasure as Sarah worked his hands down to her rump and gently kneaded the rounded orbs. She gyrated softly in pleasure. 
 
    
 
   "You could have had me all those years ago," she smiled softly, "instead you chose to ignore me and humiliate me. Now it's my turn for vengeance. I hope you have thought back during your penance to your past ways, in preparation for the atonement that is now judged upon you." A spasm of dread flowed through me. 
 
    
 
   "Pride, greed, lust, anger, gluttony, envy, and sloth," she hissed in a low vicious voice straight into my face as she released my nipples. "And the first to fall is pride," she continued. At this Sarah left and returned with a large pewter goblet. 
 
   "Tonight you shall drink of me as we strip away your pride and you humble yourself before my altar." 
 
    
 
   Slowly she raised her gown as Sarah knelt before her with the large goblet. She smiled at me as she positioned it between her legs. I swallowed hard, mesmerised by the ritual, caught up in the evocative atmosphere. My eyes opened wide as I witnessed her urinate into the proffered bowl. It started as a trickle and grew to a gushing fountain. It seemed it would never stop as the stream of deep yellow urine splattered into the goblet. It held over a pint and was full to the brim by the time the final drops dripped in. Sarah continued to kneel before her. 
 
    
 
   "Behold the juice of my femininity," she chanted, "my piss, my excrement denotes my power and your subservience, the breaking of your pride. You now shall offer up your pride by drinking my piss." 
 
    
 
   She took the goblet and carefully strode towards me, holding it in two hands before my mouth. It was a deep yellow; steam rose from the vile smelling liquid. "I've saved it up specially for you,” she laughed. 
 
    
 
   "My piss shall be your nectar. Tonight in your broken pride you become my toilet, my piss pot. Now give thanks and drink up." 
 
    
 
   I was helpless to rebel, I closed my eyes and drank of the foul liquid, fighting to avoid gagging it up as the odiferous, salty fluid burnt my throat. "Give your thanks!" she shouted violently. 
 
    
 
   "Oh thankyou great high priestess Pythia," I cried out, "I give you my past pride as I drink of your nectar." She smiled as I joined in the camp atmosphere, anything to lessen my tortures. I drank deeply, gagging and choking, eyes smarting till there remained but a drop at the bottom. She withdrew the cup and I watched in fascination as she worked up a ball of spittle in her mouth, hacking and retching through closed lips she drew forth a ball of sputum, which she spat into the bottom of the cup. Then another and another. She then proffered the goblet to Sarah who did likewise. 
 
    
 
   "Now drink of our phlegm," she commanded, "drink our snot." 
 
    
 
   I grimaced as she took me still lower, down into the depths of her depravity and revenge. "Now thank me." 
 
    
 
   I was cowed as I heard the words trespass across my lips, "Thankyou high priestess for allowing me the privilege of drinking." 
 
    
 
   "Good bye Pride," she mocked as she shook the dregs over my head. Sarah then took the goblet and moved back to the altar. 
 
    
 
   "And now for Greed. Sin number two. Remember you could have made me yours all those years ago; this could have slipped between my legs to please me and to please you. But you chose this path instead," she murmured as she stroked my penis back to erection. 
 
    
 
   Then, picking up a book, she continued, "Yet now you must atone for your selfish greed." 
 
    
 
   She read from the book "Greed - desirous of acquiring or possessing, especially wishing to possess more than what one needs or deserves. You don't deserve me yet you desire me. Is that not true?” 
 
    
 
   I couldn't argue, I was erect to prove the truth of it. "Yes Ma'am." 
 
    
 
   She smiled, "So now you shall feel the warmth of my love. But my moist vagina is not for you now is it? So instead you shall enjoy a special warmth as you imagine your pleasure with me." 
 
    
 
   Sarah came over with a little pot. "My special recipe for those who are greedy of the warmth of my vagina. The salve of Greed. Relax now. I'll give you plenty to satisfy your Greed." Then slowly, erotically she rubbed her balm into my penis. I murmured with lust as she stroked and rubbed, massaging me, curling her hands round my balls, rubbing the salve in. I was in ecstasy when finally she stopped and drew back. "Feel good?" she asked. 
 
    
 
   "Yes Ma'am," I murmured. I didn't want it to stop. "My special aphrodisiac. How does it feel now?" she smiled. 
 
    
 
   "It's good Ma'am." 
 
    
 
   She smiled on as Sarah came over and caressed her. As they started to kiss and fondle each other I finally noticed a gentle warmth starting to permeate through my erect organ. The fire was increasing. "Please Ma'am it's starting to burn," I squealed. 
 
    
 
   The fire rose greater and greater. I squirmed in agony as the fire roared through my penis and balls, replacing the feelings of desire that had lain there but a few moments before. They embraced and kissed deeply. I started to moan and wail in pain. 
 
    
 
   Caroline turned to me, still holding tight to Sarah, "Don't we like my Chilli aphrodisiac after all then, too greedy were we?" she laughed as she held tight to Sarah. "You didn't complain while I rubbed it in did you? Now you must pay the consequences." 
 
    
 
   I gritted my teeth against the fury of the fire raging within my organ. Convulsing with sobs that shook my very bones, the whole universe seemed to slow to a crawl as the pain throbbed on. The pain within spreading like a dull ache, rapidly evolving into the most intense and unpleasant sensation I had ever felt. It came in waves, in synchrony to the rapid beating of my heart. 
 
    
 
   Meanwhile Caroline and Sarah, Pythia and her servant, embraced and caressed each other in gentle foreplay. Nuzzling each other and softly exploring each other’s bodies through the sensuous fabrics of their gowns. 
 
    
 
   Finally she came over and sat on one of my exposed thighs. I gritted my teeth as I continued to convulse in pain. Sarah joined her and sat on the other thigh after fetching something off the altar. "Look," she smiled lasciviously, "a final treat for your Greed of my warmth." She held up a raw chilli bean. Stroking my scorching penis she gently squeezed the end, and, with the bean between the forefinger and thumb of her other hand, she slipped it into the crack at the end of my penis. I screamed as though I was having my organ cremated whilst still attached to my body as the searing pain from the fiery chilli penetrated the delicate lining of my urethra. 
 
    
 
   She smiled in pleasure and lust, drawing Sarah to her and kissing her deeply as she savoured my pain. "Oh god this is incredible," she smiled to Sarah, "I can feel the pain coursing through him, oh god, I'm dripping wet just at the thought of it all." Sarah thrust her tongue down her throat and stroked her thighs, my jealously boiling over, and my penis alive with pain. 
 
    
 
   Her moans of pleasure mingled with my moans of agony. My tense corded muscles contrasting with her relaxed and excited posture. She was alive with lust, I with pain. Her carnal desire fired by my suffering. 
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Derek Brady

Office Routine
 
                 By Scotia              
 
 
   Brady, having escaped the early morning clutches of his younger cousin, Miss Tina, with just 3 demerits for being insufficiently shaved to suit the young Madam now makes his way quickly to his office. 
 
    
 
   Things have changed somewhat radically at the office recently due to the appointment of a young lady as his secretary. Chosen by the partners, Miss Jane Milson at 22 is a sweet-faced brunette ideally suited to be a personal secretary. 
 
    
 
   Chosen to serve Brady, who at 22, is impressing the partners with his business acumen and good bond with clients, Miss Milson commenced her duties as stipulated in her engagement contract. 
 
    
 
   However, Aunt Elizabeth, who had once been a partner in the firm, had very quickly found out about Miss Milson and her intended role. As Master Brady is dominated by the four ladies comprising his ‘family’ and one of their strictest rules is no fraternizing or close contact with women unless in the course of daily business or under adult supervision. (See The Comeuppance, Part 2)
 
    
 
   Aunt Elizabeth was joined by Grandma, Aunt Margaret and Miss Tina in assessing that Miss Jane Milson was in much closer contact than they could sanction, UNLESS and in the article mentioned above, in the young lady was enlisted to be another dominatrix. That had been accomplished without much trouble or effort.  
 
    
 
   One of Miss Milson’s first edicts was that instead of reporting for duty at 9am as previously Brady would now report to her OUTSIDE the office at 8.30am SHARP! The reason for the half hour run this morning. 
 
    
 
   It must be understood that although Brady must be outside the office at half past eight each work day, it does not necessarily follow that Miss Jane Milson will be likewise. She is now his BOSS LADY and can do as she wishes. Sometimes, yes, she is there at 8.25am ready to catch him out being late. Other days she will not turn up until 8.40am – 8.45am – 8.55am. Or whenever it suits her prior to nine o’clock, the official office start time. 
 
    
 
   However, in order to check on his timely arrival on the days she is not present at 8.30am she has arranged with Mrs Ellis, the lady who runs the newsagents across from the office, to ‘clock him in’. Few women do not like unbounded authority. Especially over the male, and Mrs Ellis was quick to agree to do the needful. With mental note to herself that she would make Brady suffer whether legitimately or not. Why not after all, had she not taken plenty of strife from her husband?  Now the boot is on her foot she intends to kick with it. 
 
    
 
   Effectively Brady reports to Mrs Ellis, who noted the time on her big wall clock. She will say either “in time Brady” or “Out of time Brady, report that to Miss Milson. One minute late.” Ten seconds late has been known and that is unbelievable, as the wall clock does not show bloody seconds. Still what Mrs Ellis says is law. 
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am,” agrees a shattered Brady, who wonders if Mrs Ellis’s clock is always accurate. Who, in fact, checks it? Not Miss Milson he would reckon or for that matter the shopkeeper herself. As he is no longer allowed a watch he cannot disagree with whatever decision Mrs Ellis intimates. Though he can see her clock and either she needs new spectacles or she is looking at the clock from the wrong angle. Funny how it is always the same wrong angle when he is deemed to be late. 
 
    
 
   Miss Milson when she arrives is always dressed sexily, well made up, short skirts, see through blouses, fancy tights, usually dark tights and high-heeled shoes. Someone’s girlfriend he thinks jealously. As she is, of course.  
 
    
 
   Brady, she does not permit to stand in beside the office door. Oh no, he has to stand to attention at the edge of the pavement facing the traffic and stand still. 
 
    
 
   On her arrival she orders, “Three paces backwards, March!” Never mind the passers by, Miss Milson is going to inspect him then and THERE!
 
    
 
   This she does, walking around him, looking him up and down. A repeat of what Miss Tina has done already this morning. 
 
    
 
   “Keep those eyes to your FRONT!” she snarls in a most unladylike way, having noticed he has turned his heads slightly to follow her slow walk around him. “Nothing for you to see. I’m the one doing the looking.”
 
    
 
   Back to stand in front of him again she asks, “Have you been in trouble already this morning?”              
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss Milson,” he replies looking her in the eyes. No use lying, she would find out anyway. (It is obligatory to use the surname the first time in answering a person. Male or female.)
 
    
 
   “Who is Duty Mistress?” curtly asked. 
 
    
 
   “Miss Tina, Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Says it all I suppose. For what were you in trouble?” Jane Milson knows Tina well and how strict that young lady is with Brady. 
 
    
 
   “Improperly shaved, Miss.”
 
    
 
   “For which she gave you what, by the way of punishment?” Jane’s eyes glint at the thought of punishment.   
 
    
 
   “Three demerits and to shave again as soon as I get home in the evening, Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Aha, then that saves me taking my credit card over your face – take another three demerits for being improperly shaved.” Jane smiled evilly.
 
    
 
   “Oh please Miss, I am just on the 50 mark for demerits, these three would give me forty nine, Miss.” Brady was about to plead but was stopped by Jane saying, “I presume you have not shaved again since Miss Tina inspected you?”
 
    
 
   “Er, no, Miss,” how could he have shaved again – dumb bitch.
 
    
 
   “Well, I can see no reason why you should not have another three demerits because you have had the audacity to present yourself to ME in the same state. In fact you can take FOUR DEMERITS, as the second perpetration is worse than the first. Shows a complete lack of respect for me. That will also ensure you are caned pretty soon as that is FIFTY demerits if I am not mistaken.” Miss Clever Clogs after Brady just telling her he was one short of the mark. 
 
    
 
   “Oh, please Miss, can you not let me off this time as I’ve been punished for the same offence already by Miss Tina. I’ll take the strap from you Miss instead?” pleased Brady hopelessly.
 
    
 
   Brady had seen the tawse in Miss Milson’s office desk the other day when she had sent him to get a sharp pencil for her during dictation. He had not known she had one nor if, in fact, she was permitted to use it. 
 
    
 
   “No, I’m afraid not, I want to see you get caned and you will kindly ask your Aunt Elizabeth to let me know when she and Grandma are getting together to deal with you. Now get inside!” and so saying she unlocked the office door with the key, which should by rights be Brady’s.
 
    
 
   “Over to your door,” snaps Jane as she places her shoulder bag on her own desk before coming over to join Brady at his own office door. Again she uses a key, which should be Brady’s and orders, 
 
    
 
   “Inside Brady! Stand to attention this side of your desk whilst I inspect your drawers and cupboards.”
 
    
 
   A new departure. Although the office cleaners may do his floor and empty his wastebasket, that is all they may do. Dusting, keeping his desktop, desk drawers and cupboards tidy are his responsibility. These are now being given the once over by Miss Milson. Like a thief would do, she opens drawers from the bottom drawer up to the top drawer. Leaving them for Brady to shut himself. 
 
    
 
   Heart in his mouth Brady stands at attention. Any inspection is fraught. This no exception and he has been faulted here a number of times and come to grief at Aunt Elizabeth’s hands later.
 
    
 
   Luckily he is in the clear and Miss Milson says, “Ok, you can start work. Remember I want you to drink plenty of that water,” she indicates the water cooler sat near his desk. “What is your timetable for today?”
 
    
 
   Brady fills her in regarding which clients he will see and Jane intimates that when women are the clients she will be preset in the room as well. Ostensibly to take notes. 
 
    
 
   “But Miss, Miss Swanson will wish her affairs to be discussed in private. She will not allow you in the room.”
 
    
 
   Jane wrinkles her nose, “Miss Fancy Knickers Swanson is one of your clients I am most concerned about. The very one I would not wish you to be alone with. She is a renowned flirt and has been known to have a chap’s dick out before you could say Jack Robinson. So when she is in I shall put on the recording machine and listen. If I hear even the slightest suggestion of hanky panky I shall be in like a shot. If I catch you in any other than a professional situation I warn you there will be CONSEQUENCES the like of which your worst nightmares could not envisage.”
 
    
 
   Already having told Brady to ensure he drinks plenty of water Miss Milson fills a pint tumbler before she leaves the room. 
 
    
 
   “I shall be back to refill that in around 45 minutes. I want an empty glass then.”
 
    
 
   Brady starts his days work but as bidden sips water fairly often. Watching his desk clock for 9.45 when Miss Milson will return to refill his glass. Most secretaries or personal assistants would bring tea or coffee to their boss but not Miss Milson. 
 
    
 
   For all that Brady is forbidden contact with females of any age or description this office of accountants is staffed mainly by the fairer sex. There are a few men but they are very much the minority. Even the partners are mainly women. Therefore the rather unusual relationship between boss and secretary, which obtains between Brady and Miss Milson, may have been commented upon but that is all. No one is likely to try and change the situation far less any of the men. 
 
    
 
   Right on 9.45 Miss Milson comes in without knocking and refills the empty glass. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll be back in 45 minutes and if Miss Fancy Knickers is here I shall still come in to fill the glass.”  
 
    
 
   But the second pint was only about a quarter way down when Brady felt the urge to visit the loo. This would in the ordinary course be a simple thing to deal with but not these days for Master Brady. Rising and leaving his desk, then his room, he made his way over to the Office Manageress Mrs Helen MacMillan and standing to attention before her awaited her recognition of the fact he was there in front of her. 
 
    
 
   After what seemed an age to Brady, who was now bursting to go, Mrs MacMillan raised her head then her eyebrows quizzically. 
 
    
 
   “Well, what do you want Brady?” she enquired. 
 
    
 
   “Please, Mrs MacMillan, Ma’am, may I have the key to the Ladies Rest Room?” he requests, embarrassed and red faced as always that most of the ladies in the open plan room know when he requires to use the facilities. It is to be noted that Brady has remembered the new rule that the lady’s surname must be used the first time he addresses her. Though he also included Ma’am in the request. That nicety is also required of him. There are Miss Milson’s rules for the office and follow those which apply to Brady in situations. 
 
    
 
   Prior to Miss Milson the key to either gents or ladies restroom was never used. Both areas were unlocked and free to access by the appropriate sex. The gents are still unlocked but Brady is forbidden to use it. 
 
    
 
   Miss Milson, who insists that Brady use the ladies, had changed all that in regard to the female area. 
 
    
 
   Reaching behind her Mrs MacMillan unhooked the key and handing it over ordered, “Report to Miss Milson with it and give it to her.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Ma’am, thank you, Ma’am,” acknowledged Brady. By now Brady is almost peeing his pants but still has to contend with Jane Milson. 
 
    
 
   As he approaches her desk, she halts him with a dagger look and lifts her telephone. Such is Jane’s control over him now that a look is enough her voice is not required. Dialling slowly she makes contact with someone who can only be her boyfriend. The soft side of Miss Milson emerges as a lovey dovey conversation ensues. He wonders how she can be such a bitch to him yet change to a kitten with a man. Of course, Jane, if asked, would tell you it’s different with a REAL MAN. Which she, rightly avers is certainly not the case with Master Brady. What REAL MAN would permit her to do as she does with him? Or his other dominatrixes?
 
    
 
   What REAL MAN would take what he takes from four women at home? Jane, for instance, would tell Grandma McCabe or Aunt Elizabeth what they could do with their tawse ir cane. Something quite unpleasant and very painful indeed. Yet Brady was not MAN ENOUGH to stand up to even his cousin, Miss Tina, two years his junior yet he holds out his hands for her to belt without any resistance or even complaint. The tawse and cane are hung in full view in the hall for any visitor or casual caller to see. What REAL MAN would allow that? 
 
    
 
   Jane has no sympathy with a weed like Brady and if he fancies being dominated by females then she is quite happy to join in. Jane is aware some men like and wish to experience such experiences such situations (receive a good thrashing from a woman or to be her slave etc…a sort of game situation, not for REAL) but she is sure that Brady is not one of those. He just happens to be in a very awkward situation from which he cannot extricate himself. 
 
    
 
   Brady is at the stage of needing to cross his legs or have someone tie a knot in it. He has no doubt quite a few of the females in this open plan room would be more than willing to have a try at tying such a knot. The bitch on the phone in front of him being one who would dearly like to tie a knot in his, what does he have to call it NOW? Yes, his SQUISHY LITTLE WIGGIE WIGGLE. He had yet to find out who had christened his dick with that ridiculous name but would have plumped for Grandma McCabe…perhaps. But then either of his Aunts or even cousin Miss Tina, any of them could have thought of that stupid name for what is a very important organ. Well, what was, in his case, as he is very well aware now. It has paled into insignificance, its only use, apart from a female plaything, what he was waiting to do now if the little bitch seated comfortably in front of him would get off that bloody phone. 
 
    
 
   It was a long chat and Brady was told by Miss Milson three times to “STAND STILL BRADY!” and in a lower voice, “You are making me forget what I am saying.” 
 
    
 
   At last she lays the phone back in its cradle and asks with a sweet smile, “For what am I so honoured by your presence?”
 
    
 
   “Please Miss, I am desperate for the toilet.”
 
    
 
   “Aha, yes, I did think I saw, shall we say, discomfort when I was speaking to my boyfriend. What a shame you have been made to wait. You should have asked me before I lifted the phone.”
 
    
 
   Brady thought of the look she had shot him as he approached her desk. More than the skin on his bum was worth to ask her anything then. Not that she would skin it, but she would easily get some of his relations to do it for her. Given she had a tawse in her desk, just feet away from him, she obviously expected to be permitted to take some punitive action herself fairly soon. God, imagine having his fingers warmed in the open plan office. Were there about thirty females in this room? Would make an interesting break from work for them. Miss Milson belting him.   
 
    
 
   “Will you STAND STILL BRADY!” shouted Jane Milson, making Brady jump. “You are like a cat on hot bricks.”
 
    
 
   Hot piss would be staining his panties if the bitch did not hurry up and let him go. What were they today, his panties, yes- chocolate brown Montford schoolgirl knickers. 
 
    
 
   At last Jane stands up and extending her hand takes the restroom key from him. 
 
    
 
   “Follow me boy.”
 
    
 
   She goes the long way around the room, not once but three times. 
 
    
 
   “Perhaps walking will help to relieve the discomfort for you,” she grins and winks to some of the other women seated nearby. 
 
    
 
   At the door of the Ladies Restroom it transpires it is already unlocked, which means a lady is actually in the restroom. Now there are more than one cubicle Brady is not permitted entry if there is a lady already in the room. Ladies have their own keys now that it is locked for Brady’s special benefit. 
 
    
 
   “How many times do I have to tell you to stand still?” Miss Milson asks Brady who is even more needing to go. 
 
    
 
   “Sorry Miss, but I have been waiting for quite a while now,” he tells her. 
 
    
 
   “Well, you should have come out of your office earlier. I have noticed you always seem to wait until the very last minute before going to ask Mrs MacMillan or Miss Adam for the key. One would almost think you did not like having to do that.” 
 
    
 
   Jane is well aware of the embarrassment her rule causes Brady but as that is why she instigated the performance, so be it. 
 
    
 
   Jane intimates, “I shall just have to go in and find out who is in there and if she intends to be long.”
 
    
 
   The young madam, with a provocative swing of her hips, takes her long legs and pelmet length mini skirt into the Ladies Restroom. 
 
    
 
   Brady almost beside himself by now in the sheer agony of his situation is further delayed by a long conversation taking place behind the Restroom door. The female voices and laughter make him suspect he is the subject of their conversation. Anyway neither female is in any hurry and about six minutes later Miss Milson emerges and says,
 
    
 
   “Not long now Brady, Miss Hunter has only her make up to put on.”
 
    
 
   It is well known that ladies who have not had time to attend to their toilette properly before leaving home will do so in the rest room. Brady knows that with certain ladies that can take forever. Miss Tina for example takes about a week when she is meeting her boyfriend. And that is with Brady by her side assisting with hair brushing and fetching anything she needs. 
 
    
 
   Brady by this time is almost hopping up and down in his agony. Except he has been told more than once to stand still. 
 
    
 
   With almost a sigh of relief he sees Miss Hunter coming out of the rest room door, gratefully he looks at Miss Milson who about to allow him in suddenly spots Miss Nicholson making for the rest room door. 
 
    
 
   “Just a moment Jane, I shan’t be long,” intimated the stout lady quickly going into the rest room. 
 
    
 
   “No need to hurry Janet, Brady here has all day,” calls Jane Milson at the retreating back of Mrs Nicholson. 
 
    
 
   As bad luck would have it and Brady no stranger to it, the receptionist calls to Jane, “That’s Miss Swanson arrived for Mr Brady now Jane.”
 
    
 
   Brady could have died on the spot. Now Jane would have a good excuse not to allow him to visit the toilet until his client had gone. However, as Jane Milson is not particularly enarmoured with the stunning looking Miss Fancy Knickers Swanson, she calls back, 
 
    
 
   “Show the lady into the waiting room. Apologise for Mr Brady and tell her he is engaged for the moment.”
 
    
 
   A sigh of relief again at least Jane is to allow him his relief. Even if the females concerned with him do not permit the even more satisfying type of relief. Five minutes of further agony until Mrs Nicholson emerges and says cheerfully, “Free for him now Jane dear.” 
 
    
 
   “Right Brady, hurry up and into the cubicle with you.”
 
    
 
   As is the accepted system now, Brady entered the cubicle and instead of facing the toilet pan turns around to face Miss Milson. 
 
    
 
   “Please Miss, may I go to the toilet?”
 
    
 
   “Are we sure we need to go?” asks Jane with a grin. Brady is unaware if Miss Milson needs to go but he is damned sure he needs to go. The ‘we’ is a babyish way of asking him questions. Favoured by quite a few of his adult tormentors these days. 
 
    
 
   “Oooohhh, yyyeeesss Mmmiiisss,” quavers Brady because he knows from past experience that even at this late stage Jane can send him back to his desk unrelieved toiletwise. 
 
    
 
   “Ok,” says Jane, “let s have those pants and knickers down then,” and so saying she loosens his belt, shoots down his zipper and whips the pants to his ankles. Followed swiftly by her thumbs in the elastic of his Montford chocolate brown knickers, which join his pants with alacrity. 
 
    
 
   “What a pity these are chocolate brown today it makes looking for skid marks all that more difficult for me but step out of them anyway.” 
 
    
 
   Brady does so and the young lady picks up the knickers and turning them inside out has a good look for the offending marks. Evidently she does not spot any as her mouth opens to bark an order.
 
    
 
   “One pace back…STEP!” And Brady is in position to sit down on the loo pan. 
 
    
 
   “SIT BOY!” If Jane had a dog she would speak to it like she has just spoken to Brady. No perhaps a shade more kindly than that. 
 
    
 
   Down on the seat Brady asks, “Permission to wee Miss, please?”
 
    
 
   Jane studies what she sees before her and today Brady is wearing his metal restrainer around his penis and orders, 
 
    
 
   “Right, index finger on your restrainer and push down then wait for my order!” 
 
    
 
   Had the metal tube not been in place Jane would have pushed the man’s penis down towards the bowl and held it there with a long two pronged stick she keeps in the loo for just that purpose. Under no circumstances is Brady permitted to actually touch his own penis. Not whilst females are around at least. 
 
    
 
   Wait for Miss Milson’s order giving permission Brady did too. On the very edge of letting go a waterfall of considerable force the bitch makes him wait again. 
 
    
 
   “Right, get ready…no…wait for it…” the woman grins at Brady’s urgent desire to start peeing. “I said…WAIT FOR IT, my man and I meant WAIT FOR IT…you are not five years old so you can WAIT… Then right out of the blue…
 
    
 
   “LET GO!” the order comes loudly so as the ladies outside will know when he is actually pissing. As Miss Milson keeps both the cubicle door and the rest room door fully open many of the ladies outside will actually hear him peeing. 
 
    
 
   Author’s Digression  (with the reader’s permission)    
 
    
 
   A recent purchase by, of all people Uncle James, has been a full set of well-worn Montford schoolgirl knickers. These bought from the daughter (now left school) of a friend of his new wife Annette. As we know Montford knickers are compulsory wear for Brady now and are favoured because of the humiliation and ease of taking down should a bottom warming be required whilst out visiting. 
 
    
 
   Though, for instance, their wearing at Church or Sunday School is superfluous as the Reverend Brenda Cox (Beastly Brenda) keeps pairs of thin scanty nylon knickers in her Vestry ante-room for just such an eventuality. Bottom warming of one kind or another. 
 
    
 
   Still perhaps not entirely superfluous as any Sunday School Mistress has authority to warm up on either palms or bottom or both. Of course, there are plenty of other places and situations where well worn and infinitely thinner knickers could prove a boon to someone. Not to Master Brady, of course. 
 
    
 
   As Miss Annette, as Brady still has to address his Uncle’s new wife, had said to her husband, “I feel the thinner knickers would be advantageous when Brady is hauled across someone’s knee for an impromptu spanking. The new ones Elizabeth bought him are far too thick. Almost armour plated in fact. Most unsuitable. So when I was at Helen Mitchell’s recently and she said her daughter Arlene had just left school the idea came to me that the girl must have worn school knickers. Almost afraid to ask I ventured, “Would Arlene still have her school knickers by any chance Helen?”
 
    
 
   “Well yes, I think they are still in one of her drawers. Why do you ask?” replied Helen. 
 
    
 
   Miss Annette had explained and asked if she could see the articles in question. Duly produced there turned out to be a full set in the standard Montford colours, as the school rules had stipulated a different colour each day in strict rotation. Fourteen pairs and even better four extra white pairs. These are liked by his elders and betters as white shows up even the faintest skid mark. Brady has to bleach the white ones just for that reason. Even wearing bleached white knickers makes him understandably highly nervous! The desired effect. 
 
    
 
   “These certainly seem well worn and well washed,” says Annette. “How are they for thickness, Helen?”
 
    
 
   Mrs Mitchell held a few pairs up to the light and so thin was the cloth at the rear it allowed the light to shine through. 
 
    
 
   “Arlene was having extra science periods as that is to be her Major subject. The girls, when they sit up on the high stools in the science lab actually sit on their knickers and allow their skirts to fall and hang behind them. This means that sliding up and down on the stool and turning to watch experiments etc has worn all the nap off the cloth. You could actually spit peas through these I have here. Fit for the trash can I am afraid Annette.” 
 
    
 
   “Heavens NO!” exclaimed Annette. “These are ideal for what we want. How much do you think you would want for them?”
 
    
 
   “The lot you mean? There are about fourteen pairs in all,” said a surprised Helen. 
 
    
 
   “Yes of course, the lot, all fourteen please.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I think if James were to give Arlene a little addition to her pocket money this week she could be persuaded not to chuck them in the trash,” laughed Helen. “Do you really intend to have a young man wear knickers a schoolgirl has actually worn almost daily for almost two years?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes, certainly he will wear them. That will be no penance for Brady. Well it may as well be a penance, but no matter what, his feelings on the matter are not considered. I shall have words with my husband and he can come to some arrangement with Arlene over her pocket money. But first could I perhaps have a couple of pairs away with me and I shall have Brady try them on. I am sure his Grandma and Aunts, not to mention his cousin Tina, would like to see them on. Presumably they are all the same size Helen?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I think so but you have to make allowances for the more often worn ones having shrunk in the wash more than the others. What I shall do is give you a few pairs of the more shrunken and if these fit then they will all fit,” acquiesced Helen. 
 
    
 
   “As Arlene and Brady are not so far removed from each other in size I do not think there will be a problem but trying on properly is necessary before we part with money,” and the frugal Annette concluded that conversation. 
 
    
 
   Needless to say there was a fashion parade before that dreaded half circle of his elders and betters during which he walked up and down to various snide comments. Jane Milson was present as was Sister Emily so it was a real fashion show. (Though Miss Tina and Jane cannot be truly considered Brady’s elders, they are accorded that status so the blanket description fits. Certain they qualify as BETTERS!)    
 
    
 
   Grandma feeling the tautly stretched thin material across his bum cheeks by running her palm across and up and down a few times, opined, “Yes, I think these will do the job nicely. If they are all as tight and thin in the sit me down area as these they are ideal.” With which she drew her hand off Brady’s right and left bum cheeks a time or two eliciting “OWS!” from him. 
 
    
 
   “Did you feel these then Brady?” asked Mrs McCabe.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miz!” the man replied, wishing he could rub the sore spots. 
 
    
 
   “More than you would feel the slaps with thicker knickers?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miz,” a truthful answer for in fact there was no nap left on the cloth and the cloth itself Brady thought might not stand up to say the cane if anyone was soft enough to cane him with knickers up. A good cane stroke would rip it, Brady felt sure. Still it was highly unlikely they would be on for a caning. Brady’s luck just does not run to that. 
 
    
 
   “Just come over and let Miss Jane and I feel them,” orders Miss Tina from the couch, where the pair are lounging and needless to say add both young ladies managed to elicit a few more “OWS!” from him. 
 
    
 
   “Just testing Brady,” laughed Miss Tina as she slapped again. 
 
    
 
   Fortunately Sister Emily just sat and watched, looking as forbidding as ever, which always sends shivers up Brady’s spine every time he sees the large lady. He knows what she does do to him at intervals. 
 
    
 
   “Yes,” enthused the younger ladies, “These are champion. Just what the doctor ordered.”  
 
    
 
   A black look from Sister Emily indicated that was the wrong expression to use in her company. Thankfully it was not Brady who had mouthed it. 
 
    
 
   Uncle James paid Arlene for her cast offs having been warned by his, count the pennies, young wife, “Don’t let that little minx take you to the cleaners over price darling. Helen was going to throw all fourteen pairs in the trash. No way would Arlene wear them once she had left school. Not that anyone would blame her for that. I remember my schoolgirl knickers and I was glad to see the back of them.” 
 
    
 
   Annette’s motivation for the purchase of the worn knickers stemmed from a visit she had paid to her friend, Nancy Lemon, one afternoon recently. Taking Brady with her he had been put to work by Mrs Lemon in her kitchen, where she had left a mountain of washing and tidying up for his undivided attention. 
 
    
 
   During his stint in the lady’s kitchen he had accidentally broken a plate. Not an important plate, not part of a set, just a plain white nondescript plate. Carelessness, opined Annette, and Nancy had intimated she intended to thwack his bot. The use of the word bot reduces Brady to the child stage rather neatly. 
 
    
 
   Standing by Mrs Lemon’s knee ready to go across, his pants already lowered, Annette said, “Take his knickers down Nancy or have HIM slip them down to his ankles for you.”
 
    
 
   “No fears,” says Nancy shuddering and smoothing down her thick plaid skirt, “I have no desire whatsoever to see what is under these knickers. What I can see at this moment is almost enough to put me off feeling it across my lap.”
 
    
 
   The reference was to a stiff dick, which was more than obvious from the angle Nancy could see it from. 
 
    
 
   “OH THAT!” exclaimed Annette, getting up from her chair and coming over to see the cause of her friend’s concern. “Nancy, you can ignore it as he even has that when James is about to thrash him so it’s not denigrating you in any way. If he stands tall for a man, his Uncle in particular, he’ll stand up for anyone who is to punish him.”
 
    
 
   Well, Nancy took Brady over her knee and with her plastic dress belt walloped him. A dozen strokes, which she considered severe, for a plate breakage. Poor woman, between the thick Montford knickers (new with full nap still on them) and the inadequate instrument of correction, she had no chance of giving more than a token punishment. Annette was mortified. She had never see Brady come off anyone’s knee without howls, tears, and certainly not with a smirk on his face. Annette was aware that this was a new and unwished for experience and that the spanking had been a farce. 
 
    
 
   Outside she had said to Brady, “You may think that you got away lightly with Mrs Lemon just then. But my man, I can tell you that after your Uncle had had his evening meal you are for a good sound thrashing from him. I’ll guarantee you will not come off his knee for the last time with a smirk. You may remember the time when I was giving your Uncle a cooling drink after every 10 minutes you were across his knee. Well I shall have a few glasses filled and cooling ready for him this evening.”
 
    
 
   Annette was conscious of the fact, even had the knickers been thinner or even down altogether the spanking would still not have been effective. She would have serious words with Nancy and ensure something more substantial was used for the next walloping. 
 
    
 
   On reaching her home, Annette put Brady straight into the hall corner having him strip naked before he went in. At just four o’clock Annette knew her husband would not be ready to deal with the man until half past nine or even later. Uncle James would be in no rush to commence the spanking; rather he might savour it for some considerable time after his evening meal. Like smoking a good satisfying pipe. 
 
    
 
   “Strip NAKED, I’m not in the least upset by what you have in those ridiculous knickers. But I’m warning you now if what happened today takes place again in front of any of my friends, men or women, then I shall have that silver ring around the base of your penis before you can cough my lad. Then we’ll see if you can take the rise out of my friends. I know you don’t have to wear it all of the time now as some of your ‘relations’ like to see you WELL UP just before they punish you. But by Jove, you will wear the ring for ME, when in future, like now, you are staying whilst the others are on holiday, I am only sorry I did not ask for one before they went away. RIGHT NOW! Drop those stupid knickers and step out then straight into the corner. I want you nose and toes to wall and woe betide you if I catch you with either away from the wall.”
 
   A long speech for Miss Annette but she was by now noticeably much stricter. 
 
    
 
   Brady, once in the corner, considered again the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune. Metaphorically speaking, the arrows on this occasion would be fired by Miss Annette, one into each buttock cheek and one into each thigh top. He areas Uncle James would be giving his undivided attention later on. 
 
    
 
   That Miss Annette had taken his attempt at a grimace, when coming off Mrs lemon’s lap, for a smirk was very much par for the course these days. He had done his best to try and pretend the smacking was sore, though admittedly he had neither howled nor cried. Simulation of that is beyond his acting abilities. The grimace (adjudged a SMIRK) was the best he could manage, apart from a few “OW’S”. After all, one did not wish to let the lady think her spanking had been ineffective. To try and tell Miss Annette that his smirk was a grimace would be worse than useless. 
 
    
 
   He could imagine her expression of sarcasm and her saying, with her plucked eyebrows raised heavenwards, “Oh come on Brady. I’ve heard them ALL but none as improbable as that tall tale.” She would consider it an attempt to avoid what she considered just punishment and accordingly he would get more. Under strict discipline he had learned pretty quickly that to try and present even true reasons to mitigate what was deemed an offence was futile. Neither Grandma nor Aunt Elizabeth was amenable to his ‘explanations’. Once their minds were made up no power on earth would change them. Well, not Brady anyway. 
 
    
 
   Come later that evening, after having been stood in a corner naked for simply ages, Brady was put over Uncle James’s knee. His Uncle had armed himself with the paddle, a short cane, a spanking tawse, (three tails) and a gym shoe. “One of these, Annette darling, you will please hand to me each time I return my empty glass to you and we shall see what a bit of variety can do for Master Brady this evening.”
 
    
 
   Miss Annette, whom Brady had liked so much when she was engaged to his Uncle, because she did not agree with corporal punishment, had actually got him off a couple of thrashings due to her, it seemed, firmly held convictions. Familiarity with the three households of his family had quite swiftly changed the young lady’s ideas, as one can see from her attitude now. 
 
    
 
   Brady knew Miss Annette had put four glasses of a cooling drink in the fridge and that his Uncle was aware how many glasses she had placed there for him. At a cooling drink every ten minutes that meant forty minutes over his Uncle’s knee. Changing sides, as usual, so as the implements could do their job properly. 
 
    
 
   “I’ll soon wipe the smirk off your face Brady, about four strokes will bring your first howl or I’m a Dutchman. Tears soon after. Just thank your lucky stars it was just my wife who saw the smirk. If Mrs Lemon had seen it your punishment would be even more severe. You will not take advantage of someone’s inexperience and get away with it.”
 
    
 
   Forty minutes of sheer spanking time and the leather, short rattan, rubber sole and the three stingy tails of that tawse fairly made for a contrite and extremely sore young man. Not a vestige of a smirk, truth to tell. Plenty of howls and tears and much hopping about and clasping of seared nates, when Brady finally got off the man’s knee. He seemed to be as long over his Uncle’s lap as he had been in the corner. 
 
    
 
   Miss Annette though the concerned person in this case had taken herself off to bed having taken the fourth empty glass and handed her husband the gym shoe before she departed. She knew the smirk had been well and truly knocked off as she guaranteed it would be. 
 
    
 
   “Try and not make too much noise Brady, remember I may be trying to sleep before your Uncle is through with you.”
 
    
 
   Now, back to the present.   
 
    
 
   As Brady gratefully lets go his pent up water, Miss Milson asks, “Are you going home for chores at lunchtime?”
 
    
 
   “No Miss, I am going to Miz McCabe for punishment PE.”
 
    
 
   “What a lucky lad you are, that’s one hour is it not?” 
 
    
 
   Very well, Jane knows its one hour of sheer hell. Continuous movement of gym, dressed in thick directoire knickers, which cover from elasticated knees to well up towards his chest. The pack containing ten bricks set high on his back the exercises very basic but done to numbers called with the peep of Grandma’s whistle and the calling of the requisite number. The addition of Indian Clubs and heavy dumb bells to the basic movements makes them the more demanding.  
 
    
 
   Done out in Grandma’s front garden, where neighbours can see the punishment taking being worked out, in what todays will be hot sunshine, makes the hour long period the more embarrassing and thus the more effective from the punisher’s point of view. 
 
    
 
   “So I shall not expect you back in front of my desk until about one fifteen then?” 
 
    
 
   “Er, no Miss,” replies Brady knowing what is coming next. 
 
    
 
   “For being late in reporting to me will mean five demerits some of which I reckon will start you off nicely towards your next fifty,” Jane grins and adds, “I suppose you report back to Ms McCabe at 5 o’clock for another hour of fun then?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” agrees Brady. Punishment PE is given as 12 hours, which break down to two, separate hourly sessions each weekday and one hour Saturday and Sunday. Weekend PE is taken by Aunt Elizabeth, who does not insist on the wearing of the backpack. But her PE is every bit as strenuous as is her Mother’s version.    
 
    
 
   The waterfall has diminished to a dribble and Jane says, “That will be enough, wipe that penis with a piece of loo roll and then STAND UP!” Again Brady does as his young Mistress orders and she then orders him back into his knickers and pants. 
 
    
 
   “Now, you can go and meet with Miss Fancy Knickers Swanson but as you pass my desk I shall give you a recording machine which I shall switch on. Place it on your desk and if I hear what I take to be hanky panky I shall be in that room quicker than a bat out of hell!” 
 
    
 
   Brady knows the machine is very sensitive and picks up every little noise and that Miss Milson will be listening intently to what goes on in his office. 
 
    
 
   The delectable Miss Swanson is shown in soon after Brady returns to his desk and after some small talk they get down to business. Though nothing of an untoward nature took place Miss Milson came in twice. Once to fill Brady’s pint water glass and remind him that for the sake if his health he should have that drunk before noon and once to open his window as she realized two people in the room would find it very warm indeed. Her only comment later was that Miss Fancy Knickers had her skirt pulled up too high and that as Brady was sitting right across from her he was seeing too much for what she considered his own good. 
 
    
 
   She awarded him another three demerits on the spot. 
 
    
 
   “There can be no excuse of ogling a lady’s legs even if I do not consider this particular woman to be a lady,” she laughed and added, “It’s time for you to report to Ms McCabe. Better get cracking. I hope she sweats you good. I am sure she will do just that!” 
 
    
 
   No doubt at all on that score as Grandma was on top of her most awful form and made him really work and sweat out that ghastly hour. 
 
    
 
   Standing before Miss Milson’s desk at 1.15pm he felt like a washed out dish rag and probably looked it too. 
 
    
 
   Two more visits to the loo, with the usual pantomime accompanying them were required in the afternoon as Jane kept filling up that damned pint glass, same as she does every business day to keep him on the hop. 
 
    
 
   Jane intentionally had him at 5pm bursting to go. Yet sent him straight off for his punishment PE with Grandma without allowing him to visit the loo. Grandma of course, could not even be asked as it is right away into punishment gear and the exercises commenced before his feet can touch the ground after arriving at Grandma’s house. To stain the pink directoire knickers would mean a good sound caning from Grandma but it seemed as if that was a foregone conclusion, and the lady just could not believe her eyes as a flood first of all stained the crotch and then the long knicker legs coursing down each leg after the yellow liquid had negotiated the constriction of the tight knee elastic of the knickers. Miss Milson had ensured Brady had enough liquid inside of him to give a ‘full flush’, which she knew would disconcert Grandma somewhat. Somewhat, being an understatement.   
 
    
 
   Nothing said by the lady whilst she continued the non-stop exercises but when he got into her garage to change she screeched at the top of voice,
 
    
 
   “That will cost you dearly Brady I can assure you. I have never been so humiliated in public and you will rue the day you did that to me in my own front garden. Don’t bother to put knickers or pants on, I am off to fetch a cane. Bare bottom will suit me ever so nicely my man.”
 
    
 
   Twenty four strokes of her very best Grandma gave him, whilst tied securely down over a garden seat. Which seat mercifully she had him place in the garage. Finished with him she had to have him assisted home by her two daughters, Aunts Margaret and Elizabeth, who were both horrified to hear of his lapse in front of their lady mother. Sister Emily was called to apply salve, which she did none too gently, to renewed howls and screams as tender flesh was kneaded between Sister’s hands and fingers. Did the trick though and it was work the next day and a further dose of Miss Jane Milson for Master Brady. Though to be absolutely truthful sitting down was still a bit of a penance. 
 
    
 
   Brady noticed recently that a session with Sister, whose application of salve was, to say the very least, far from gentle and far from painless in itself, did somehow seem to refresh his bottom for a further thrashing fairly soon after the last one. The salve nipped and stung like fury and Sister always took the opportunity presented so nicely to her to land her big, wide and heavy palm a number of times on an already quivering bottom. 
 
    
 
   The smack of Sister’s hand is loud and clear during such a session, during which each bottom cheek and thigh back is visited numerous times. Whether indeed the application of the lady’s palm assists the salve to be absorbed quicker is debatable but the reason is, of course, not vouchsafed to the howling recipient of the ‘refreshers’ t the previously punished area. 
 
    
 
   Sister’s satisfaction and a sort of ‘extra payment’ for services rendered to Master Brady might very well be her outlook on the matter. 
 
    
 
   As Miss Tina remarked to Miss Jane whilst such a session was in progress, “God, Brady even has his bum smacked by the nurse who is helping him recover from the last assault on it. Worse Jane, what she does to him allows another thrashing much quicker than would be possible otherwise. Sister is here quite a lot these days really.”
 
    
 
   An unhappy session, which all sessions, for whatever reason required are with Sister Emily. That the medical profession is supposed to be sympathetic and gently caring certainly does not apply to Sister’s treatment of Brady. Yet the same lady is the soul of concern, medical assistance and ongoing support for the ladies she ministered to at the Maternity Clinic she owns. Especially those unmarried young ladies she cares for so maternally. 
 
   

You can follow Brady’s tale in The Homecoming, in Volume 8
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   Chapter 6
 
 
   By Zietgeist
 
   Saturday afternoons were always busy in Eva’s household with people coming and going. On this particular November day, the weather was cold and crisp and found Eva’s husband home from his business trips for a couple of days intending to treat his son and nephew with a visit to the city where he had arranged for tickets for a football game. Daughter Angela was already out to her friend’s where they intended to spend the rest of the afternoon shopping, or more likely window shopping and hanging around in café’s. Eva told them all that she was intending to put her feet up for a change as Sunday was all work and no play usually, what with Sunday lunch etc.
 
    
 
   At around half past eleven, with the house now empty, Eva put the kettle on and settled down ready for a well-earned cup of coffee. A few minutes later the doorbell rang, to reveal an expected visitor. Amanda had come as arranged, before her own trip to the shops, looking very smart in her black and white mini-dress and boots with a fur wrap to keep her warm. Both women sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee with no hint as to the real reason for the younger woman’s visit. Eventually the subject turned to corporal punishment, but more especially the punishment of a particular boy’s bottom. Amanda had shown a great interest in seeing for herself the birch that had been obtained from Mr Wildman. Eva said that she wouldn’t bring it into the house as the warmth could begin a drying out process which she had been trying to avoid, but wasn’t sure how long it would retain its natural moisture to remain flexible. 
 
    
 
   A short walk down the garden found the two women entering one of the spacious outbuildings that stood in the grounds of the house. Amanda shivered as they entered; it seemed much colder inside than out and also quite damp. It was these very conditions that Eva hoped would sustain the condition of the birch. Eva leaned over into an old trough and removed a long brown package, which on closer inspection was a large plastic wrapper not dissimilar to those used to wrap a bouquet of flowers. Opening the package, Eva slid the contents onto a nearby bench. Amanda’s eyes showed her surprise at the implement now on view. A small number of dark brown rods were lashed together at one end as a handle, then some four feet in the other direction tapered to a spray of no more than six inches. Eva picked it up and moved to an area of the shed with some space, then pulled back the birch and gave it an experimental whoosh through the air, without striking any object. Amanda said the noise was quite unique and was sure to be a frightening sound to any boy about to be thrashed. 
 
    
 
   “Its based on the birch currently used on the Isle of Man, not those thick bushy birches you see in old illustrations in books,” said Eva.
 
    
 
   “Its amazing, it must be like getting five strokes of the cane all at the same time!” 
 
    
 
   “Yes that’s the idea, or so I’m told.”
 
   
“How many strokes do the boys get in the Isle of Man Eva?”
 
   
“Usually six but I think they sometimes go up to twenty.”
 
   
“I bet it soon cuts and draws blood, would you think?”
 
   
“Yes I think so but its only superficial you know, the main thing with the birch is the cumulative effect, its much more painful than caning apparently”
 
   
“Well that’s not surprising, if a boy is given just six strokes, its like getting thirty strokes of the cane! Twelve would be equal to sixty strokes!” gasped Amanda as the true reality of birching started to dawn on her.
 
   
“How many would you be intent of giving your nephew?” mused the young red head.
 
   
“Twelve I think, any less would simply not be a deterrent, you only have to think of the severe canings he’s had already.”
 
   
“Wow!” exclaimed Amanda, “He’ll know he’s been flogged after that.”
 
    
 
   The small talk about the birch and its effects in comparison to various canes continued for a little while. Eva then showed the young girl the tank that she intended to fill with water and soak the birch before use as she had been advised by Eric Wildman. The real problem though was the need to practise using the birch; it wasn’t practical to use this birch, as it would be damaged before it could be used in earnest. Eva said that though she was now very experienced with caning, she really needed to become proficient. It was time for another coffee and for both girls to put their thinking caps on.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile back in town two very excited girls had just left the afternoon matinee at the cinema where they had gleefully watched the film ‘A Hard Days Night’. They headed towards their favourite café where they could chat without interruption or being overheard, whilst still being able to listen to tunes from the Juke Box. After discussing the film for a little while, the subject of conversation turned to her cousin Paul and recent developments.
 
    
 
   “Do think your mum will let us cane him again?”
 
    
 
   “She’s made her mind up that all his normal misbehaviour will be dealt with by me.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t wait, making him suffer is a delight, he’s getting quite big down there isn’t he?”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’ve noticed that too. It sometimes sticks up before mum canes him, but it shrivels quickly after the first stroke…”
 
    
 
   Sunday afternoon, whilst the rest of the family doze off after a long lunch, finds Eva with Amanda taking what looks to be an innocent stroll through a local wooded area. Autumn was well under way, with all the trees losing their leaves quickly. After a short walk off the beaten track they find what they had been looking for. Sprouting out of the undergrowth near to large Hazel bushes were long straight cane like osiers. Dark, heavy and full of sap, though no longer green, they were taller than the two females by over a foot. Cutting off a single stem near its base, with a strong pair of secateurs, Amanda proudly revealed to Eva the osier. Thicker than her thumb at one end and thin as a whip at the other, it was more than six feet long. The two of them quickly set about trimming the stick to what they guessed was the right size. Two snips later and they were marvelling at the rod they now had. Four feet of heavy, flexible and dense wood with cane like properties. Half an inch or more at the handle end and just over a quarter of an inch at the business end, Eva gave it a trial swish. It cut the misty late afternoon air with what could only be described as a horrendous hiss. They quickly realised that it was much more whippy than a rattan cane of similar dimensions, but much heavier. Before darkness fell, they had collected enough osiers to easily make two birches to the same specification as the purchased one held in storage in Eva’s outbuilding.
 
    
 
   Monday morning and the collected lengths of hazelwood were still in the back of Eva’s car, covered by a travel rug. Eva made arrangements for herself and Amanda to take their dinner break back at her house, which conveniently they had to themselves. A hastily grabbed sandwich and cup of tea saw the two young women in the outbuilding with their collection of osiers. A long bench at one end had an old vice attached to it which was immediately put to use. After roughly binding five rods together with sticky tape, the makeshift birch was put into the vice, exposing sufficient ‘handle’ to allow for a more permanent binding to be achieved. First a tightly wound layer of green twine was wound around the handle for about eight inches. This was then covered in another layer of tightly wound tape to form a comfortable handle and grip.
 
    
 
   Both moved to a clear space in the wooden building where the new birch could be tried out. Putting one of the cushions from the garden chairs across the edge of the bench, Eva hefted the new birch, noting that it seemed a fair bit heavier than Mr Wildman’s birch. With a not inconsiderable amount of effort, Eva settled herself into position, legs apart for balance, concentrating hard on the folded over cushion. With a powerful backswing, Eva brought the birch down hard. The five long rods spread themselves out in a fan shape, maybe six inches across and buried themselves into the cloth. Amanda’s first impression was how noisy it was, both as it hissed through the still and the crack as the rods lashed the cushion. Both women wondered if it was even more severe than the one wrapped up in cloths in the trough. Its sappy flexibility didn’t show many signs of damage or breaking up, which is what Eva feared with the purchased birch, now that she had kept it in storage for so long. Still both agreed that it had been an excellent template for them to make their own. Finally, Amanda was given the chance to have a practise stroke. By now the young girl had confided to Eva that she had used the cane in the presence of the Deputy Head on one of the boys. Eva didn’t entirely approve, but if they were to birch her nephew, it would not be under any rules or regulations, simply ‘loco parentis’. Taking a similar stance to her slightly older companion, Amanda spread her legs a little further, after all her skirt was considerably shorter. Then following Eva’s lead she laid on a vigorous lash into the cushion. Time was getting on and they needed to hurry back to school. On the way back, both women agreed that they would need to make two fresh birches and practise just before the boy was to be birched, to be most effective. They could use the two birch rods they had for practise, and then use the newly made birches for the actual punishment. It simply needed the occasion.
 
    
 
   Two weeks later, just as the youngsters in the family settled down to watch a relatively new programme on the television called Top of the Pops, a loud knocking was heard at the front door. Eva put down her newspaper and went to see who it was. She opened the door to reveal a lady she knew vaguely as the mother of a girl who was in the same year at school as her nephew. The lady seemed angry and red in the face and began her conversation with a clear accusation about Paul, which had something to do with her daughter. Not wanting to air dirty washing at the front door, Eva invited the lady to come inside where she was shown through to the front parlour. Eva said that she would make some tea and then they could discuss things calmly and rationally.
 
    
 
   Now much calmer but clearly still angry, the lady outlined to Eva her complaint. Eva’s naughty nephew Paul it seems had taken a shine to a young girl called Vanessa, the lady’s daughter. Apparently his efforts were not being reciprocated. Vanessa was perhaps one of the most attractive girls in Paul’s year, tall, long blond hair and legs that went on forever. In fact she was regularly in trouble at school for wearing her uniform skirt too short. All the girls had to regularly kneel on the hard wooden floor of the school hall for their skirt lengths to be measured. The school rules were that hems had to be no more than two inches above the floor when kneeling. Given the fashion for shorter skirts at the time, this rule was not popular with the girls. Vanessa would use the common method of folding the waistband of her school skirt until the hem reached mid thigh. The way home from school, took both Paul and Vanessa on much the same route, during which there seems to have been regular horseplay between many boys and girls. Paul with way too much testosterone in his system was paying close attention to Vanessa, where he would creep up behind her and flip up her skirt. Now some would say that this is what you get for displaying too much bare flesh above the knee, but Vanessa’s mother, who thinks that butter wouldn’t melt in her daughter’s mouth, especially when the skirt waistband was rolled back down to normal, was outraged by her daughter’s complaint. Eva gradually calmed the angry woman down and eventually assured her that Paul would be well punished for this and would not be repeating such behaviour. 
 
    
 
   “I want him punished properly mind, not just some quick telling off” said the girls mother.
 
    
 
   “I can assure you, there will not be any half measures here, Paul will be given a damn good hiding, but it might have to wait until my husband gets back from being away on business,” said Eva without giving away her real intentions.
 
    
 
   “Well I hope his father lays it on hard,” said the woman, some of her anger returning. If only this woman knew what lay ahead for the young man, she may not have been quite so insistent. Once the woman had left, Eva didn’t mention the matter any further, she knew that this was her opportunity and it required some planning.
 
    
 
   The following day, Eva held her planning meeting with Amanda, the school secretary at lunchtime, behind closed doors. After considerable discussion, they both agreed that the birching would have to take place somewhere other than the garden outbuilding. The boy did cry out at times and sobbed when he was being caned, but that seemed to be contained within the confines of the extensive garden. Birching however, was more than likely to make him scream out and Eva didn’t want any unwanted attention from neighbours or even the police. The obvious place was their own school gymnasium at the right time and day. It was well away from prying eyes and ears and also deserted out of normal school hours. Further advantages were obvious. The use of Edward’s gym horse and if it could be arranged, a little out of hours foray into the school nurse’s office for her medical bits and pieces, not forgetting that very useful bit and brace for the mouth that prevents the tongue from being bitten and also helps reduce noise from screaming. Timing for the punishment was crucial, but with half term holidays just starting, Eva could keep the boy confined to bed for a while to allow some recovery. Eva’s husband was away and wouldn’t become involved at all, in fact he was always more than happy for his wife to take care of all matters of discipline, never having shown any concern about the fact that Eva used the cane on the boys at home. 
 
    
 
   Eva announced to Amanda that the best time to carry out the boy’s birching was on Sunday morning and she would announce the punishment to him on Saturday evening, which she hoped would give him a most difficult night. Eva said that she would go to the school medical suite and take what she needed on Friday evening after Sister Janice had gone home. Eva leaned closer to the young secretary deciding that now was the time to confide in the young girl, something about her nephew that she hoped Amanda would assist with.
 
    
 
   “I want you to help me with something Amanda, before the boy has his punishment, in fact immediately before we birch him. Before some of his canings at home, Paul sometimes gets hard, you know down there?”
 
    
 
   “Do you think that he is excited?”
 
    
 
   “No, not in that way, not about being punished. I thought at first it was because he was being caned in front of his cousin, he does find her attractive. I think it’s just his hormones and something that a boy of his age goes through.”
 
    
 
   “How can I help, or am I missing something Eva?”
 
    
 
   “Well, everything I have read says that a man or boy in a state of excitement doesn’t truly feel the punishment as much. I understand that if a boy has been made to spend his seed before being punished, it hurts much, much more. Now I am his Aunt, so I couldn’t possibly do it, you know manually.”
 
    
 
   “So you want me to bring him off then, by hand before we birch him?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I thought you could strip him in the changing rooms and do what is needed before bringing him into the gym. In fact if you can it would be a good idea to make him, you know come, more than once. There may only be a possibility of birching him once, so I intend to make it something that he never forgets and will bring about a real change in his behaviour.”
 
    
 
   “We need to go to the woods again for fresh rods on Saturday, have you got time?”
 
    
 
   “Yes that’s ok, what about some practise?”
 
    
 
   “I thought that we could do that at my house on Saturday afternoon after we have been to the woods, we will need to make them up.”
 
    
 
   The women had decided previously, to give the boy twelve strokes of the birch at full force. It would be almost an equivalent to sixty cane strokes, a much more severe punishment than the boy had ever received before. Eva was it has to be said a little nervous at giving her young nephew what was after all a judicial punishment, even more severe that the formal twelve stroke canings that were now carried out in the Approved School, but steeled herself to the task, convincing herself that in the long run it was for the boy’s own good.
 
    
 
   On the Saturday afternoon the women went to the woods again and cut sufficient long rods to make up two more fresh birches. On return to Eva’s house, whilst the rest of the household were out, they set about putting the birches together, for use the following morning. Afterwards they set about some practise using the birches they had made previously and had been secreted under the long bench. Eva had by now discarded the original birch supplied by Mr Wildman, onto the bonfire area at the bottom of the garden, it having now served its purpose. Eva was surprised at the flair that the young Amanda showed when making her practise strokes, she was clearly a natural. An hour later and the floor of the outbuilding was covered in broken bits of wood and the cushion used as a stand in pair of boys buttocks was in a very sorry state. The old birches were taken to the bottom of the garden and discarded. They agreed to meet across at the school gymnasium at eight o’clock the following morning, being careful to approach by the back lane to avoid being seen by anybody. 
 
    
 
   Later that evening before the family went to bed, Eva confronted Paul and asked him to go with her to the front parlour, as she wanted to talk to him. Out of earshot of the others, she told him about the complaint of indecent assault on Vanessa that had been made by the girl’s mother. Eva laid it on thick, to scare the boy and succeeded. 
 
    
 
   “I have managed to convince Mrs Garth-Motram that there is no need to go to the police, that I will deal with the matter. Now you know that I promised you not long ago that the next time I have to deal with you, it would not be the cane. We are stepping up a gear my lad, it’s the birch for you.”
 
    
 
   “Whhat?” stumbled a dazed and confused boy.
 
    
 
   “The birch I said. Tomorrow morning you will get up early and come with me to my school. You will be dealt with there. Now off you go to bed and not a word to anyone else.”
 
    
 
   The next morning, Eva decided that they would dispense with breakfast and get off to the school, without waking up the rest of the house. Once again, Eva dressed as though going to the gym for badminton; it had become almost her flogging outfit, white tee shirt, short green skirt, socks and pumps. She put an anorak over the top to keep herself warm and they set off. At the same time, Amanda had caught the early bus and walked the back way into the school grounds. Letting herself into the gym, she set about getting things ready. Taking her coat off, the young red head had not dressed in any special way, but in what she intended to wear for the rest of the day. A very short white mini-dress and boots, the dress being loose enough and short enough to easily allow for movement. Amanda dragged the old gym horse out of its cupboard into the main area of the gymnasium. A small leather bag found alongside it contained the medical things that Eva had borrowed from the school medical centre. Ten minutes later Eva’s car pulled up outside. Amanda went outside briefly into the cold to meet the arrivals.
 
    
 
   Paul knew that he was being brought to the school for his punishment and fully expected his aunt to carry out her threat to birch him, but he was shocked to the core to find a young woman meeting them and an attractive one at that.
 
    
 
   “Paul meet my colleague Miss Amanda, she will be helping me today to give you the lesson of your life. You will do exactly as she says, in fact you will treat her exactly as you do me, got it?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” as Paul had become used to addressing females whilst he was under punishment.
 
    
 
   “You will follow Miss Amanda now into the changing rooms where she will prepare you ready to be birched. Off you go.”
 
    
 
   Dejectedly the young boy followed the strange girl into the changing area, noticing the sway of her slim bottom under the short skirt as she walked.
 
    
 
   “Right boy I want you stripped naked and into that shower now, come on get on with it!”
 
    
 
   As Amanda went to switch on the water for the shower, she made sure that it was set to cold. Paul slowly started to undress. Amanda was surprised at his compliance, but he was pretty much used to be being nude in front of females since coming to live with his aunt.
 
    
 
   Paul squealed as he entered the communal shower area into the freezing water jets. After a couple of minutes he was told to come out and was thrown a towel by Amanda and told to dry himself off. The towel was then taken away which left the young boy shivering in the cold morning air. The next step was one that Amanda had been thinking about all the previous night and hoped that her plan would work as she expected. A long low form or bench stood in the middle of the changing area and she commanded the boy to stand astride the form with his hands clasped behind his neck. She noticed that he did indeed have a respectable girth to his penis for one so young. Amanda folded the towel and placed it across the bench in front of the straddled boy. The next move shocked Paul as the young girl stood opposite him also straddling the bench, then sat down just in front of him. The low level of the form or bench made the girl’s skirt ride all the way up her pretty legs. Then for a couple of moments, Amanda did her usual thing that she did with boys who were about to be punished. She asked him about his previous canings and if he knew anything about the birch. Her searching questions made him uneasy and despite the cold, he blushed all the way down his chest. At the same time, horror of horrors, his penis started to become erect.
 
    
 
   “Oh what’s this then boy?”
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Miss.”
 
    
 
   “Well we can’t let you get the birch with that thing sticking out can we?”
 
    
 
   Amanda gripped the boy’s penis with her right hand and pulled his foreskin all the way back until it hurt, making him wince. Then commenced a slow, steady manipulation of his member. Pre-cum now pouring from the little slit in the end. The boy groaned with a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment as his breath quickened and his hips began to pump. Given the level of his sex drive as a teenage boy, confronted with a temptress sat in front of him displaying virtually her entire legs, it was less than a minute before the lad spilled his semen in a spurt that made Amanda jump back. Fortunately the globules of sticky boy come landed on the folded towel put there for the purpose.
 
    
 
   Amanda continued to question him about his previous punishments, she just loved making the boys talk about it. At the same time she moved back a little closer to him and commenced with her right hand to manipulate his penis once more. Knowing that it might take a little longer this time, the red haired temptress moved her dress with her left hand until the boy had a clear view of the front of her white knickers. Soon up to full hardness, Amanda then commenced a much more vigorous manipulation, her face now displaying a much more tigerish determination. After a couple of minutes a loud groan and the boy spurted once more onto the towel. He now felt utterly drained and weak at the knees, which was exactly how his aunt intended him to feel.
 
    
 
   “Right my lad I think you are ready for the birch now, come on chin up, it’s going to hurt and hurt you a lot, but you’ll survive.”
 
    
 
   Amanda then led the naked boy out of the changing area and into the gymnasium. There Paul was presented with what looked like a scene from medieval times. A gym horse with straps on it was settled in the middle of the gym floor and on a small desk nearby, lay two bunches of canes, or that is what it looked like to him. These were the birches that the women had cut fresh the day before and Eva had transported in the back of her car that morning. Looking very long and vicious, the boy eyed them with respect. His aunt quickly got him across the vaulting horse and both women commenced to fasten his arms and legs to the horse. He was spread open in a most vulnerable manner, which should have given rise for concern, but neither female seemed to bother. Whilst Eva commenced to fasten the mouth bit and gag around his head, the younger woman picked up the bottle of surgical spirit and a cloth and liberally wiped his bottom and legs. This brought up the goose pimples straight away. The boy’s bottom however was a perfect study in white, completely free from cane marks. It would be a joy to see flogged thought Amanda.
 
    
 
   Once secured and ready, the females picked up a birch each and stood behind the boy whilst they whispered some final plans to each other with the boy unable to hear the conversation. Then suddenly,
 
    
 
   “Right my boy, you are about to be given twelve strokes of the birch. You will find this possibly the most painful experience of your life. It is intended to be. Brace yourself.”
 
    
 
   Of course given the boys straddled position, buttocks spread and up high, it was impossible for him to do anything of the sort. Eva was to strike first. A different technique was required to giving the cane. The birch was much heavier and required effort and concentration. Whilst the younger woman stood in front of him watching his face, his aunt stood to one side and sized up her stroke. She stood with legs wide akimbo for balance and drew the huge five withed birch back behind her. Using her normal athletic style, she pulled with all her might the rod around with an enormously loud hiss, and drove the birch into the waiting buttocks. Five cane like rods sunk their teeth into his flesh and then dragged themselves off the flesh. Paul was immediately robbed of all his breath and had to fight to breath as the sting welled up like a volcano, spreading down his legs and up his back to his brain. He had never felt anything quite like it. Having got his breath, the boy made a pathetic mewling noise through the bit and gag in his mouth. If he hadn’t had this in, he would quite likely have bitten into his tongue or his lip. The effects at the rear were equally as emphatic. Amanda walked quickly round to the rear to look at the marks from the first stroke. The birch had fanned outwards to give a spread of weals that were already turning black, which seemed to cover most of his bottom. It was clear that stroke upon stroke was going to make a fair old mess of his flesh.
 
    
 
   A full minute went by, as was their plan, allowing for the maximum effect to sink through his body. Eva then continued with a second almighty lash, driving for all she was worth into the waiting buttocks. Another minute and then a third whacked its way across bottom flesh that was already looking angry over its whole area with black and blue weals criss crossing each other causing sore looking lumps. The ends of the birch wrapped well around the hip area where tiny rips to the skin were already bleeding slightly. Now it was Amanda’s turn with a fresh birch, but before she started, she removed her boots, leaving her in bare feet, enabling her to get better purchase on the slippery wooden floor. Pulling her dress further up her thighs, Amanda spread them for balance and then let fly with an amazingly hard stroke, almost lifting the horse from the floor. The result caused the boy to shake and wiggle his head within his bonds for all he was worth. The crossing weals on his bottom started to trickle with blood. After two further birch strokes had landed there was a raw patch of stripped flesh on his right hip. A pause in proceedings was then required whilst a fresh application of surgical spirit was wiped across his buttocks making him scream; it was nearly as bad as the birch itself.
 
    
 
   The females made a decision to continue but with a change of position, standing slightly further away and more around towards the boys head. This at least caused the whippy ends of the rods to lash into the buttocks and not the hip area. It is almost superfluous to continue with a blow-by-blow description of the rest of the poor boy’s birching. He had screamed himself hoarse and his buttocks were a bloody mess. More surgical spirit was applied to clean up the flesh. Eventually as the bleeding halted, the view presented was like nothing the two women had ever seen before. The weals had merged to give an appearance of the flesh having been ripped away to leave wet looking patches. The resultant bruising was already spreading around both hips and down his thighs. Lint and Elastoplast was applied to the buttocks before he was released from his plight.
 
    
 
   A later discussion between the two floggers saw them agree that they wouldn’t use the birch again. It was just too severe, but they hoped it wouldn’t be needed, as the punishment should do what it had been intended to do. They did however agree that although they could in no way measure it, the forced masturbation of the boy before his punishment added considerably to the pain inflicted. This gave Eva cause for thought, and made her ponder if that would be a good idea before a regular caning. Of course it couldn’t be done by either herself or heaven forbid her own daughter, but then there was an outside possibility of finding a way for her daughter’s friend to help…
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Chapter 7
 
   By Derek
 
 
    “Now boy, open your legs wide apart… Wider.” 
 
    
 
   He moved closer so he was abreast of my right thigh, standing at right angles to me. “The rules are simple. If you close your legs, the stroke will be repeated. When I tell you ‘Legs Together’ you have ten seconds to bring your legs together. If you open your legs after that command, the stroke will be repeated. If your hands leave your head the stroke will be repeated.” 
 
    
 
   I responded “Yes, Father,” knowing what he meant, but bemused as to what was to happen. Terrified, my mouth dry, my teeth chattering, for whatever he planned would not be pleasant, and in my opinion at least, it would not be for my benefit! The Ferrule was placed over my right inner thigh and with a heart thumping shock, I realised his plans. He was going to punish my inner thighs with that dreadful implement. 
 
    
 
   “When I command ‘Change’, you will move to the other chair with your legs wide apart like now. Again you will have ten seconds to be in place.” I swallowed hard and tried to brace myself for the agony to come. As always, one could not prepare nor apprehend just how painful that Ferrule would be. And applied as that first stroke was to the tender, virginal flesh of my inner thigh, I nearly hit the roof, struggling against all my senses to avoid closing my legs and to keep my hands firmly planted on my head. Ten seconds later the second stroke fell with my leg erupting in fresh paroxysms of pain. Ten seconds and the third stroke fell. After the fifth stroke came the order “Legs Together” and it seemed that I had no sooner done this than the sixth stroke fell on the outer part of my left thigh. Four further strokes fell on my outer left thigh before Father Flemming moved in front of me. Three strokes at ten second intervals then fell on the tops of each of my thighs. I shrieked and shrieked like a baby, but forced myself to hold my position.
 
    
 
   “Change” 
 
    
 
   I could barely stand from the pain, nor see where I was headed through my tear sodden eyes. But I knew this was not a moment of respite, I had to get into that other chair within ten seconds and be seated, hands on head ready for the imminent fall of the dreaded Ferrule. Ten seconds seems like nothing when every cell of your legs seems to be screaming from the frightful blows that sting and weal, and burn deeply into the muscles in excruciating agony. It seemed I had no sooner seated myself than the dreaded implement snapped home with wretched agony on my inner left thigh for the perfunctory five strokes at ten second intervals. “Legs Together.” I was barely conscious of the command, five strokes on the outer right thigh, followed by six strokes on my upper thighs. 32 strokes. Please let that be the end… please; my nerves were shredded, my legs on fire, my brain a torment of pain… “Change”.
 
    
 
   No, please God, no, please by mind shrieked as I scurried into position; no remiss, no sooner in place than the next stroke erupted on my inner thighs. “Legs Together,” my turmoil continued. 
 
    
 
   “Change” 
 
    
 
   “Please, please” I screamed through my tears, my voice cracked from the pain, “I can’t take anymore, I can’t… I can’t” I was gasping, sobbing, distraught, the forty ninth stroke bit deep into my inner thigh. Finally the sixty fourth stroke fell. I was a total wreck, I cowered as I writhed in pain, determined to hold position. The pause seemed interminable, ‘It must be over, it must be, please let it be over.’ Twenty years old and I was once more crying like a baby!
 
    
 
   “Now boy, let’s hope that is a lesson for you on the importance of application and diligence. Dismissed… Oh, and make sure your essay is completed this afternoon as required.” I was left to replace my clothes, and with some great difficulty, due to the smarting of my overly tender inner thighs, and walk ‘home’. I guess I rather looked like an old cowboy, walking bow-legged to avoid rubbing my enflamed thighs together.
 
    
 
   Lunch was over when I arrived home. My plate standing alone on the table, a pile of dishes and pots in the kitchen as Mrs Thompson had entertained some friends for lunch. “Hello Derek dear,” remarked Mrs Thompson, as though totally unaware of what I would have suffered following her complaint to Father Flemming. “I hope you don’t mind, we’ve all finished, but I left your lunch out for you. Now why don’t you eat up, before getting on with the washing up and cleaning the kitchen. Then you can go to your room and start your essay on this morning’s sermon. Did you enjoy the sermon?” 
 
    
 
   “Yes Mrs Thompson,” was the obligatory response.
 
    
 
   My dinner was far from appetising. All the treats had clearly gone before my arrival. The meat was full of fat and gristle, one small potato and a mound of cold cabbage and sprouts. 
 
    
 
   “Hi Derek,” smiled Janice, popping her head round the door, “Mum let me carve the meat today, so I gave you a special portion, I hope you appreciate it!” and with a big smirk she disappeared leaving me to my familiar routine of pain and misery.
 
    
 
   The following evening I was presented with my dress rules, a formal letter based on Mrs Thompson’s discussions with Sister Bernice I was advised,
 
    
 
   “Derek
 
   You will dress and groom yourself in a manner that is modest, clean and appropriate to a Catholic academic environment at all times. You must wear conservatively coloured, collared shirts complete with tie. The shirt must be tucked in at all times. To help accomplish this, it is imperative you buy and wear shirts that are long enough to tuck in and are designed to be tucked in. No skin or underwear is to be showing at the waist when sitting or standing. Sweaters may be worn in cooler weather. These tops may be of any conservative colour or design and must be worn as they were intended to be worn (they may not be tied around the waist or hung over the shoulders). Your collared shirt must be worn underneath the sweater at all times. Turtleneck sweaters are not acceptable.
 
    
 
   Pants must be clean, hemmed, fitted and worn on the hips. Excessively long, excessively loose, or excessively tight pants (leather, nylon, etc.) are not acceptable. Denim pants or denim shorts are not acceptable. Overalls, athletic sweats and warm-up suits are also not acceptable. Shorts must be worn with the bottom of the hem no more than 3 inches above the knee. Hair must be clean, neatly combed and must not interfere with eyesight. Hair must be a natural colour. Fad haircuts and colours are contrary to the spirit of this dress and grooming code and therefore inappropriate. Hair must not extend below the collar. You must wear shoes every day. No open-toed or backless shoes are allowed.
 
    
 
   Unacceptable dress and appearance includes open-toed or backless shoes, combat boots, camouflage, trench coats, or military fatigues, tie-dye material, excessively loose or excessively tight clothing, sleeveless shirts, dirty or torn clothing.”
 
    
 
   I was not going to fit into a modern University life was I? Funnily enough, I was resigned to this, and at least I was allowed male clothing at all times, and no more nappies!
 
    
 
   I had been there five weeks when the next event occurred. My early morning essay had been handed in to Mrs Abernathy, as always, thirty minutes prior to the morning service. It was always a mentally testing period. She would sit down at the organ while I stood nearby. My work was concealed from my view as she pulled out her red pen and marked my work. Much as I wanted to, I could never make out her thoughts, her face was an impassive mask. Today was no different. Ten minutes of nervous attention later, her hawk face peered at me once more. “Very good Derek, you may take your seat now, I’ll pass your marks on to Father Flemming.”
 
    
 
   Seated I would remain nervous, though I had not yet failed, and felt confident in my essay standards. Now I would wait nervously in the front row, making sure not to look around at the ladies in their Sunday finery, lest it cause my organ to enlarge with the consequent painful results. This ‘bracelet was both devilish as well as infuriatingly painful. I was so frustrated and can’t begin to explain how hard it is for a red-blooded male not to have sexual thoughts. No matter how I tried to focus, daily I would receive the sharp bite of the teeth as something struck my mind as sexy. And many was the night when I woke from a deep sleep to the painful grip of my bracelet.
 
    
 
   As always I made a few discrete notes during Father Flemming’s sermon, ready for my next essay. These essays really were becoming tiresome, it was so hard to remain focused on his monotone talks that, this morning droned on for nearly forty minutes. I would note verses quoted and the main themes he raised. The congregation must have thought me a religious zealot, seated in the front row, taking notes, conservatively attired. Today Mrs Thompson, as she usually did, sat on one side of me, and Janice, which she often did too, seated herself on the other. This made concentration particularly hard for both were showing off their all too attractive legs. Janice would deliberately ‘accidentally’ brush her stocking clad legs against me, black stockings today, to especially frustrate me. She was a terrible minx, not that Mrs Thompson would have ever believed that she set out to deliberately torment me, smiling as she did when it was obvious that my bracelet was biting home. As I winced during the sermon she whispered with a girlish titter, “Derek, focus on the sermon!” I just got a dirty look from Mrs Thompson.
 
    
 
   Come the end of the service, Mrs Thompson and Janice said their goodbyes early and stood outside to speak with their friends, it was a glorious, sunny day. I of course waited back as required. Finally the last parishioner bid their goodbye and I approached Father Flemming. 
 
    
 
   “Ah Derek, good to see you so studiously taking notes in the front pew again. Did you enjoy the sermon?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Father, as always, I liked your focus on traditional values and how they relate to modern life.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you Derek. I will look forward to you expounding on that in your essay this afternoon. Hopefully it will be an improvement on this mornings?”
 
    
 
   I shuffled uneasily at this, “Yes Father, I always aim to produce a top report.”
 
    
 
   “Well sadly Mrs Abernathy didn’t think so with respect to this morning’s effort,” he mentioned as he pulled out the essay, and read from her remarks, ‘Derek has not really drawn tight conclusions from this morning’s sermon, leaving important questions unanswered, and the final paragraph appears a little rushed and thus fails to grasp the true spirit of the topic.’…. What do you say to that?”
 
    
 
   “I don’t understand Sir, I focused on the talk and did my best to draw out each aspect and explain it fully,” I nervously replied.
 
    
 
   “Well sadly, Mrs Abernathy only gave you 69% this morning. So why don’t you go and catch Mrs Thompson and let her know you will be a little late for lunch and not to wait for you…. then you can come back and meet me in the vestry. It seems to me that you might be starting to slacken off in your diligence and we can’t let you continue to slide backwards can we. Off you go!”
 
    
 
   To say I was a nervous Nellie as I left to find Mrs Thompson would be a gross understatement. She was deep in conversation and I had to wait anxiously for five minutes before I could interrupt and tell her, “Mrs Thompson, Father Flemming has asked me to stay back for a little while, so I may be a little late for lunch. Can you please start without me?” It is amazing how obsequious one becomes when brought up under such stringent regulations, with severe punishment waiting around every corner.
 
    
 
   “Very well dear, off you go then.”
 
    
 
   “He really does enjoy those sermons doesn’t he?” remarked the lady Mrs Thompson was chatting with. 
 
    
 
   “I don’t think he’ll be enjoying this talk with Father Flemming will you Derek,” smirked Janice, as I hurried away before more could be said.
 
    
 
   Back at the vestry Father Flemming had laid a vicious looking tawse alongside the reformatory strap he had shown me previously, on the desk. “Remove all your clothes and follow me boy,” was all he said. At the back of the vestry was an old bath tub. This was filled with water and chunks of ice floated in it. “Immerse yourself boy,” he said motioning to the bathtub. I swallowed hard as I stood in the freezing water. I found myself quite unable to lower myself in the frigid water that took my breath away just standing in it. Father Flemming soon provided the motivation though. 
 
    
 
   “Three… Two…” I dropped down wincing and gasping, my teeth chattering as I tried to contain myself as I began shivering. “Right up to your neck…” he then picked up a sand timer and turned it over, “five minutes.” That was the longest most unpleasant five minutes you could imagine. My flesh was blue and the nerve endings ever so sensitive by the time he eventually advised, “Out you get and into the vestry, time for a warm up.”
 
    
 
   A straight-backed chair was positioned in the centre of the room and I was advised to be seated there. He picked up the tawse and carefully stroked it through his fingers. Holding it up it appeared rather thick, and very stiff, split into the typical two tails at the end. “Place your arms straight out in front of you, palms upwards, with your left palm on top and your right supporting it.… Very good. Move and the stroke doesn’t count, plus you might well end up with a very sore thigh too. When I advise ‘Change’, place your right palm uppermost supported by the left.” 
 
    
 
   As always there was no announcement of how many. He moved over to a heavy leather armchair, raised the tawse up high and brought it down with a thundering crash that terrified me. He then positioned himself directly in front of me. I was now shivering worse than ever, still suffering the cold of the bath, and now with the added dread of the tawse, my teeth were quite literally chattering. “Keep still” he ordered as he drew the tawse back over his head and let fly across my upturned palm. I screamed in pain. And swallowed hard as I fought desperately to hold my position. 
 
    
 
   Ten seconds and the second stroke came crashing down. I wasn’t sure if I could take another as I gasped anxiously for air as the pain coursed through me. Ten seconds went so quickly as the next stroke flew down. My screams echoed through the room almost deafening out the command “Change.” Three more excruciating strokes, both hands now feeling like I had fallen on shards of glass as they throbbed and throbbed. 
 
    
 
   “Change.” I struggled to comply, my arms shaking, the cold forgotten about; I grimly held my left palm aloft once more. Three more strokes and the tears were flowing freely, the tails extending up my wrist providing fresh weals, I was at my limit for that palm……… “Change.” Ten seconds is not enough time, I needed some respite, but it seemed I had no sooner changed palms than the tenth stroke fell. Ten seconds, ‘Whoosh’, ten more seconds, ‘Whoosh’, each stroke followed by my wailing. Please please no more. My palms were blazing, swollen and red. 
 
    
 
   “Come over here.” He lead me over to a rather strange table. It was lower than a normal table, about three feet high at most. It was about seven foot long and three foot wide, there were a couple of thick straps hanging down, and at one end there were two curved cuts at the bottom of the table. Towards the top of the table was a hole in the centre, and just beneath that, two holes to either side of it, both much smaller.
 
    
 
   “This was a wonderful find,” motioned Father Flemming, “it’s a Scottish tawsing or birching bench I rescued from a Police station that was closing down when I was based in Scotland. In its day it saw much use for the judicial punishment of youths, 14 – 16 year olds who found themselves on the wrong side of the law. The days when proper discipline abounded everywhere, not like today. Consider yourself lucky that you have the good fortune to be raised with old-fashioned disciplinary values!” Sadly right now, my palms burning, my bracelet biting home, and knowing that whatever was planned next was not going to be pleasant; I could not see where my luck arose. “I think you mentioned good old-fashioned values appealed to you from my sermon this morning didn’t you boy?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Father,” was the obligatory answer as my earlier obsequious remark came back to haunt me.
 
    
 
   “Good… Now get yourself down on the table.
 
    
 
   I was required to lie face down on the well-worn oak timber. My arms were inserted through the two lower holes and my face slotted into the upper centre hole, from where I could stare down at the tiled floor below. My feet slipped into the inserts at the far end I winced in fear as I felt the thick leather strap tightened around my upper chest, and again around my lower legs.
 
    
 
   It took just a minute to tightly secure and I must confess, though I had been secured before for a thrashing this was particularly frightful. I think my helplessness was emphasised by the way my arms hung limply down, free, yet I was unable to retract them. I was immobile in this horrid device. To remove my arms required me to life and twist my upper body, which was not possible due to the thick leather strap tightened just below my shoulders. I swallowed hard, nervous sweat dripping down. I moved to grasp my hands together, not sure what to do with them, I quickly discarded that idea as the pain from my earlier tawsing throbbed home. I next felt that thick heavy strap rest gently on my bared buttocks, I was petrified by the weight of it alone. I had not felt such an implement before, though I could be sure it would hurt frightfully, after all it was meant too. I recalled Sister Bernice’s words from the past, “the whole purpose of punishment boy it to cause as much pain as possible with as little effort as I can!” every implement I had felt so far had been excruciating, I could not see which I feared the least, or feared the most, they all hurt abominably, it was just a slightly different type of pain each time.
 
    
 
   I could not see what was going on with my head inserted in the hollow, which only served to heighten my other senses. The weight was slowly removed, only to gently fall again, I winced in fear, though it fell gently. Then again. And again it was raised, I felt the cool air on my buttocks, then a deathly whoosh as my buttocks lighted up in ferocious pain coinciding with a dull thud that reverberated through the room. The pain stole my breath away and my screech was only just rending through the air as the second stroke fell. I jerked and screamed and howled and cried and pleaded. Needless to say Father Flemming showed not the slightest concern nor pity for my obvious suffering, after all, I was secured down to ensure I would suffer, such was the nature of old-fashioned discipline. I wasn’t expected to enjoy the experience, rather I was simply expected to suffer for my ill-doings, that I may be corrected and strive to do better in future. 
 
    
 
   I shrieked aloud, wishing I was anywhere but where I am, it is less than three minutes since the last tawse stroke fell, my finger and palms are swollen and exploding in pain, as though I had been dragged along a gravel road. Yet their plight now pales into insignificance against the pain in my rear. My flesh crawled dreading the continued onslaught. How did 14 year olds in the past cope with this pain, were they as harshly treated as I? How many more, I can’t cope. The pain was exacerbated by my tight skin following the cold of the bath.
 
    
 
   Let me tell you twenty seconds is an eternity at times, but not when facing another swipe of that strap. Finally it ended, and I was left for fifteen minutes to try and compose myself. 24 strokes had left me a terrible mess. Once released I stood before the dour Father and, as required, through my sobs, I expressed my gratitude, “Thank you Father Flemming…. sob…. thank you for taking the trouble to punish me… I am sorry… Sob sob… I will try harder in future. I really appreciate you going to all this trouble. I am so lucky to be kept well disciplined.” There was the barest glimpse of a sadistic smile on his lips as he replied, “my pleasure boy, my pleasure… Dismissed.”
 
    
 
   Of course there was little sympathy on hand when I returned home, clearly still distraught and suffering greatly from my thrashing. In her butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth manner, as though she was totally oblivious to the fact that I had been thrashed, “How was talk with Father Flemming?” 
 
    
 
   “Very helpful,” I grimaced trying to overcome the pain that still throbbed in my buttocks and hands, tears still welling in my red, swollen eyes. “Very good,” she smiled, “I am so pleased the good Father takes such an interest in your education…. Your dinners on the table waiting for you, a little cold I am afraid, I didn’t think you’d spend so much time with the Father.”
 
    
 
   Janice was smirking away in the kitchen where my dinner lay on the table. I was really not hungry and begged to be excused to my room, where I could work on my next essay. “I’ve never known anyone enjoy church sermons so much,” laughed Janice, what did Father Flemming think of your essay this morning then?” I looked sullenly on, I knew she was just trying to create more trouble for me; she clearly enjoyed seeing me dishevelled and suffering as I was now. 
 
    
 
   “Derek, don’t be rude, Janice asked you a question, you’ve been gone an hour, the good Father must have said something?”
 
    
 
   “He wasn’t very impressed,” I wheezed through gritted teeth, I was given 69%, and I am required to score 70%.” “Oh dear!” laughed Janice, “no wonder you don’t look too happy. That’s awful!” she mocked.
 
    
 
   “Dear me Derek, that really isn’t good enough is it?” Mrs Thompson sweetly enquired, in that way that I knew meant worse was to come.  
 
    
 
   “No; but Father Flemming and I have dealt with it and I am going to work much harder this afternoon,” I continued trying to stave off the inevitable that young Janice had just engineered.
 
    
 
   “Derek, Father Flemming might be finished with the matter, but I am not pleased to hear this. Now, off to your room. Janice will put your lunch in the fridge for this evening… and Derek, she called out, as I started to turn away to head upstairs for respite, “I think you had better do this morning’s essay again.” “Yes, Mrs Thompson, of course,” I groaned as Janice laughed at my travail.
 
    
 
   I was sitting uneasily at my desk, still suffering greatly from my thrashing when Mrs Thompson entered the room, “Mr Thompson comes home for a few months next weekend. Janice and I will really appreciate having a man around the house and, you will be pleased to know that he always takes a very special interest in our boarders.” My heart sank as I forced myself to reply, “I am looking forward to meeting him …” Not being brave, nor foolish enough, to add, ‘like a hole in the head!’ for surely, any ‘very special interest’ would not be good news for me.
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 8…
 
   


 
   
  
 



Christopher
 
   
By Nick
 
    
 
   "Turn around, please," she said.
 
    
 
   Susan's plane had been in the air for less than an hour before Christopher found himself standing naked in the "Dark Room" in the basement, hands laced behind his head while Emma, standing in front, looked him over carefully.
 
    
 
   After he dutifully rotated, she stepped close to him, brushing against his backside, reached up to the back of his head and pulled his fingers apart.
 
    
 
   "Don't lace your fingers together. Just touch the tips of your fingers to each other. I don't want you to support your head with your hands. Keep your head up, please, shoulders and elbows back." Her voice made it sound like a request, not an order.
 
   "Good." She patted him on the shoulder and stepped back. "Face me again, please, Christopher."
 
    
 
   This Saturday morning in early June, Christopher and Emma had driven Susan, Christopher's mother, to Kennedy airport, and as soon as they were back in New Haven, Emma had ordered him down to the basement, "stripped and hands behind your head, please." The manner in which she said it, so matter-of-fact and yet so gentle, made it seem an ordinary request. She had been waiting for this moment for over a month, and she relished the surprise, and then acceptance that came over the face of the 18-year old. A few minutes later, when she descended the basement stairs and entered the private room, closing the door behind her, she was also pleasantly surprised to find his naked body as pretty as his features had promised. Slender, but not skinny. What they call a stripling, she thought. Hairless chest, wispy hair underarm and on his calves and forearms. Skin unblemished. Fine muscles in the thighs and buttocks. Well-shaped, full buttocks. His arms and chest needed some work, but they would have the summer to improve his upper body. And last, but not least, his cock: well shaped, a nice length, sufficient girth.
 
    
 
   When Susan had accepted a 2-year visitor teaching post at the University of Sydney her principle worry had been what to do about her son who was about to graduate from high school. Chris had been accepted at Yale, tuition-free as the son of a faculty member. There was no question that he would stay in New Haven while she went to Australia -  but where would he live? On-campus housing would be expensive, and although Susan could have rented her house to another professor, she didn't fancy the idea of strangers living in her house and using her furniture. Besides that, Christopher was too immature for living on his own, and she didn't relish the idea of him spending too much time with other Yale freshmen. She had brought him up, as single mothers often do, with a good deal of oversight and control. If she were to let him wander off to school by himself there was no telling what kind of trouble he would find himself in.
 
    
 
   Emma chose her words carefully, and spoke slowly, looking directly at Christopher. "I have some things to say to you right at the beginning of our time together, Chris. I find that boys pay more attention to me if they are naked and at attention. Don't you agree?"
 
    
 
   She waited for an answer. Finally, he supplied one, after clearing his throat.
 
    
 
   "Yes, I guess so."
 
    
 
   "Please. Chris. When we are having a serious discussion, and this is serious, address me as Miss or Miss Klein. Use the proper form of address in each sentence."
 
    
 
   He swallowed. "Yes, Miss."
 
    
 
   "I'm sure when your mother is talking to you down here in this room you address her properly."
 
    
 
   Chris wanted to say that he was always formal in his speech to his mother. She was British, after all. "Yes, Miss Klein, of course."
 
    
 
   For Susan, Emma was the ideal solution. Susan searched carefully for someone who could live in her house with Christopher and keep an eye on him and the house in Susan's absence, making sure his first years at Yale were fruitful, and that the precious Victorian mansion was properly maintained. Emma fit the bill perfectly. She was in her late 20's, entering Yale Law in the fall, a bright, energetic, and capable young woman. She had been in the Marines for 4 years right after high school but didn't seem to have the rough edges that a stint in that organization would leave. Then she had gone to Europe to get her bachelor's at the University of Zurich. There she had worked as an au pair and governess for a British family of 3 teenage boys where she gained her experience in bringing up young men. Susan had vetted Emma carefully, looking into all of her references, and had several long interviews. They both loved idiosyncratic, old houses like this one. And both knew how important it was for young men to have proper guidance in their studies, and indeed, in all aspects of their lives.
 
    
 
   "You did enroll in the summer writing class for entering freshmen, didn't you?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss. Class will be 4 hours a day, three days a week for 6 weeks."
 
    
 
   "When does it start?"
 
    
 
   "Next Monday, Miss."
 
    
 
   "We, your mother and I, expect you to get an A in that course. If not an A+."
 
    
 
   He looked doubtful. "I'll try, Miss. I wasn't that good at writing in high school."
 
    
 
   "Oh?" Emma raised an eyebrow, and put her hands on her hips. "You'll have lots of practice. In addition to the writing for your class, I want you to write a letter to your mother every week, at least five pages, hand-written in a clear and readable hand on good stationary, even lines, narrow margins, and most importantly, interesting content and error-free grammar, punctuation, and spelling. In particular you will describe in detail the time that you and I spend together. I know she will be very interested in your progress here at home as well as at school. You will also write an essay for me every week, 2000 to 2500 words, printed from your computer."
 
    
 
   Now Emma paced slowly back and forth as if deep in thought, composing her assignment for Christopher.
 
    
 
   "You will give me a diskette containing the one essay and nothing else, Word format. Both the essay and the letter are due for my inspection on Friday evening at 6 o'clock. I will review them by Saturday morning. Every Saturday we will meet here, in the Dark Room, and you and I will go over your writing projects. We will, as well, discuss in detail any other problem or situation that needs to be discussed. I think a regularly scheduled meeting, like the one we're having now, will be extremely beneficial, don't you Chris?"
 
    
 
   Again the raised eyebrow.
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss Klein, I'm sure."
 
    
 
   "The topic of your first essay will be this: 'The Role of the Governess in Raising Young Men.' I want attributions to every source you use, and I want no more than 300 words of direct quotes. Understand?"
 
    
 
   "Yes, Miss."
 
    
 
   Susan had raised Christopher in the British tradition, so he was no stranger to the idea of obeying his elders, and the punishments of the cane, the strap, or the tawse when that elder deemed it necessary. When Susan got her appointment at Yale, and managed to purchase this 1890's house, one of her first projects had been to build a room in the basement where Christopher could be disciplined, whenever she saw fit, in a quiet, remote part of the house, where no passerby could hear the sound of leather or rattan on yielding flesh, or the protestations and tears of the unlucky youth on the receiving end. The room was airy, warm, comfortable and soundproof, and equipped with a bench or horse that held the boy in position. Hanging nearby were several canes of varying length and thickness, and the "convent strap", the implement she favored when she thought leather was the best choice of material. There were also several small, lighter straps and tawses that Chris had outgrown, and these had been unused for several years, although Susan kept them around for sentimental reasons.
 
    
 
   "I believe strongly in corporal punishment, Christopher, as your mother does, and I'm sure you do. You do, don't you Christopher?"
 
    
 
   She gave him such a sweet smile that he blushed, and glanced down at his cock which seemed to be on the verge of leaping upwards.
 
    
 
   Emma took the opportunity to put a finger behind his testicles and push them forward a little. That was enough to cause his erection to proceed onward, and his blush to deepen, and he pulled his stomach back as if he could stem the rise.
 
    
 
   "Oh, don't pay any attention to that, Chris. I'm sure that your hard-on will subside in a few minutes, one way or the other."
 
    
 
   "Hard-on"  was not a phrase his mother had ever used, and he blushed again at the word this direct young woman employed.
 
    
 
   "Well," Emma continued, "You can expect punishment from me for any mistakes and wrongdoings, of course. That's my job as governess. But I will apply the rod in a pre-emptive fashion, too, that is, to remind you of your duties and obligations, to keep you in a frame of mind that you are growing and learning and need constant discipline and supervision. And remember, Chris, I'm responsible for more than just your school work. I will be guiding you in all your physical, moral, and mental development."
 
    
 
   She gave his genitals another stroke of her hand. "That includes your sexual development, too."
 
    
 
   With that, his erection grew to full, rigid, attention.
 
    
 
   Emma fell in love with the New Haven house on the first interview she had with Susan. Christopher had not been home that spring morning, and after talking for over an hour, getting to know each other, Susan had felt comfortable enough to give Emma a tour of the house. There were three stories, plus a full basement, and 4 bedrooms on the second floor. The outside of the house was painted blue on the first floor, and yellow on the upper stories, with a violet front door. The interior rooms had all been painted a different color, the kitchen and bathrooms modernized but with a Victorian look. The first floor had an enormous library that Susan used as an office, as well as a formal living room and a conservatory.
 
    
 
   It wasn't until her second visit, after they both acknowledged that discipline for Christopher had been, and would continue to be, an important part of his upbringing and Emma's responsibilities, that Susan showed the basement with its 10-foot ceilings and Dark Room to Emma.
 
    
 
   "I called it that when the carpenters were building it," she admitted. "I didn't want them to know what it was really for."
 
    
 
   Emma had looked at the bench and the implements on the wall and nodded approvingly. "I see you are serious about old-fashioned virtues, Dr. Hamlin. No wonder you selected a Victorian house to live in."
 
    
 
   Susan smiled. "And I think that in you, Emma, I have found a sympathetic hand. Come, let's have tea now and discuss details."
 
    
 
   "Now, Christopher, even though you've done nothing to be punished for, I'm going to give you a good thrashing starting with the cane and finishing with the strap, just to show you that I mean what I say, so there can be no misunderstanding about our task ahead of us."
 
    
 
   Emma walked over to the wall and after looking at and touching the several canes that hung there, selected one of the middle-sized ones, the one Susan called the "junior" cane. She tested it by swishing it hard through the air several times, then walked to stand in front of Christopher with a serious and concerned look on her face.
 
    
 
   "I don't want to tie you to the bench this time, Chris. I want to see you take your punishment or correction with the proper attitude. Your feeling should be that a thrashing is deserved, appropriate, and for your own good, and you should try your best to take it in the spirit in which it is given. Oh, I expect you will jump around and cry out, Chris. All the boys do, and I don't mind the noise. In fact, I like to know I'm having a good effect. But I do object to boys that try to avoid the strokes. Get back in position as soon as you can, take a deep breath, and remember that you are growing up, and growing up has hardships. By the time your mother returns from Australia, I expect you will be coming to me and telling me that you deserve a caning rather than the other way 'round."
 
    
 
   Emma flexed the cane almost double and smiled again at her young charge.
 
    
 
   "Bend over, sir, and present yourself," she said.
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Victorian Values
 
   Chapter 2

By Steve Forsythe
 
    
 
    
 
   I arrived at the quadrangle at 4.33pm. The other boys were already there in position. None were from my dorm. Milly and another maid, Georgina stood at either end of the line-up, their arms folded. They were under orders from Nurse Fuller to ensure all students arrived and were in position on time. The therapy would involve a great deal of rigid ritual. 
 
    
 
   Milly smiled faintly at my acute embarrassment and clear fear. I was shaking like a leaf, as were most of the others, especially the younger boys. 
 
    
 
   I hurriedly selected a vacant spot at the end of the line and chose a red circle as close to my height as possible. There was a bench attached to the wall so one had to place one's shins against the bench and lean slightly forward to place one's nose in the red ring. I then moved my hands to my head and held my uncomfortable positions in silence. My nose rubbed on the bricks. 
 
    
 
   Georgina then advised, "I've already warned the others Bradfield. You will all remain in position in absolute silence until Nurse Fuller arrives. Anyone noted as fidgeting or whispering will be reported for more serious retribution. As will your tardiness Bradfield. Nurse Fuller will be here after five o'clock." 
 
    
 
   The silence that ensued was scary in itself. 
 
    
 
   The quadrangle was quiet, though a steady stream of pupils and teachers passed, laughing at our predicament. Children gain a perverse strength from the sufferings of their peers, even those who have suffered similarly. 
 
    
 
   The girls were the worst though, calling out "Oooooh what have you been playing with?" amidst their merry laughter. 
 
    
 
   Neither of the maids moved and, except for our trembling we were all still too, far too scared to risk further penalty in view of Nurse Fuller's dreaded reputation. At five the clock tower sounded loudly again. 
 
    
 
   DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… 
 
    
 
   I shivered as the butterflies in my stomach gathered ready to take flight. Still no sign of Nurse Fuller. My muscles were now aching from the strain of the position. The fear of what was to come palpating and fraying my nerves. Yet the silent wait seemed interminable. I heard the clock strike the half hour again. This was too much. My muscles screamed to move. I was bored. My mind frazzled from the monotony. I heard Milly call to one of my neighbours, "Stop fidgeting Brown, unless you want a further lesson!" It inspired us all to hold our position. 
 
    
 
   DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… 
 
    
 
   The clock sounded six o'clock and hunger was pervading the mix of emotions now. Fear, boredom, aching muscles, a desperation for something to happen. She was taking us to our limits. We still heard students passing and catcalling. But we remained in fear our eyes glued to the brickwork, our shins rubbing the bench and our noses raw, as they pressed hard on the bricks. 
 
    
 
   DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG… DONG…DONG…
 
    
 
   Seven o'clock. Two and half hours we had held this awful, mind numbing position. The maids were able to walk along the line and stretch. Cramps were straining in agony down my back, my arms and legs. It was a torture of its own device. I heard one younger boy start to whimper. 
 
    
 
   "Your on report Smythe," murmured Georgina. The poor lad broke into more tears. 
 
    
 
   As the clock rang for 7.30pm we finally heard the sharp clip of hard soles on the tiles behind the infirmary door, the squeal of the hinges and Nurse Fuller's sharp, cold voice. 
 
    
 
   "Stand to attention and face me." She was positioned in the quadrangle so we turned to place our backs to the wall and face her grim visage. "Keep your hands on your head," she advised with ice dripping from her voice as we went to lower our aching arms. 
 
    
 
   She then moved to the two maids and spoke briefly and quietly to them both. "Any problems?" she enquired. 
 
    
 
   "Bradfield arrived late and Smythe was heard whimpering,” replied Georgina. 
 
    
 
   I shivered at the bleakness in her eyes and the firm set of her jaws, her lips frozen thin. "You all know why you are here. I am outraged at the tendency of boys to molest themselves. Your lack of moral turpitude never ceases to astound me. Nonetheless we shall work to achieve a cure today in association with an atonement for your sins. Georgina please bring my paddle." 
 
    
 
   Georgina came over carrying a large beechwood paddle. It was about eighteen inches long, four inches wide and almost half an inch thick. It was drilled with a range of quarter inch holes. We all swallowed hard in unison. 
 
    
 
   "I am fed up at having to deal with your childish, evil ways. Do you not realise what you risk with your immoral thoughts. The health risks associated with the waste of your semen. You shall indeed be punished for your selfish and inconsiderate ways," continued Nurse Fuller in her frigid voice. 
 
    
 
   "You may now turn and face the wall again." Her voice commanded instant obedience and we turned as one. "Girls please prepare the boys for a discussion with my paddle." 
 
    
 
   The air was cold as I felt Milly raise the rear of my nightshirt up to my shoulder, exposing my bare behind. I was at the end of the line. Georgina was performing the same ritual at the other end of the line-up. A safety pin was removed from between her lips and she pinned the bottom of my shirt up to my left shoulder. Another pin was use to pin up the right edge. The cool night air chilled my rump, in stark contrast to the heat that would soon be applied. I shivered. It was a cold autumn evening. I felt goosebumps rise on my all too exposed cheeks as she moved silently on to the next boy. The two maids finally met in the middle and we stood, eight scared youths, our nightshirts raised and our buttocks exposed to the cool breeze. 
 
    
 
   "You may now all bend over and take a firm grip on the bench in front of you" ordered Nurse Fuller. The cool air was making my buttocks tense. I could see the boy next to me. He was obviously equally distressed. 
 
    
 
   "Smythe, I hope you pay particular attention to this evening's affairs," remarked Nurse Fuller as she strolled down to the young boy at the opposite end of the line. "I have been advised of your childish and insolent outburst earlier. You will be writing a five thousand word essay over the weekend describing your cure and how much better you feel for your therapy. Your lateness will be dealt with later Bradfield." I shivered and squirmed and the harsh tone of her voice. 
 
    
 
   Without further ado she motioned to the two maids who positioned themselves either side of Smythe. Georgina raised her skirts as Milly twisted him around and bent him down. His head was then trapped between Georgina's thighs with Smythe bent over double in this embarrassing posture. Milly moved behind Georgina and took a firm grip of his wrists pulling them behind Georgina's back. He was trapped and terribly exposed for the sting of that deadly paddle. 
 
    
 
   Nurse Fuller held the paddle in her right hand and steadied herself. She took slow aim on his white, pinched buttocks. Then she drew the paddle back the full length of her arm, raised herself up on her toes and smashed the paddle down in a full-bodied sweep rather like a forearm smash in tennis. The paddle made a crack like a gunshot as it connected with boyish buttocks. The force drove Smythe forward despite the steadying force of the two maids who were also edged backwards. A terrifying scream arose that pierced the cool night air despite it being muffled by Georgina's skirts. The boy struggled in vain as the two maids held him firm and tight, Georgina gripping him firmly around the waist as she squeezed tight with her leg muscles. His buttocks twisted and his feet kicked in a fury. 
 
    
 
   The echo of that first stroke was still in the air as Nurse Fuller rose once more on her toes and unleashed a second venomous stroke with all her fury. She was a muscular lady and with the incredible force she threw into the stroke it seemed likely that she would break the paddle. The rigid wood stood firm though and a further howl of agony wrenched the night air. Smythe was clearly distraught. The rest of us shifted uneasily knowing our turn would come. A couple of the younger boys started to sob. I was shaking. I couldn't watch as she raised herself up on her toes for a third time with the retort of the paddle quickly following. 
 
    
 
   Twelve times that paddle fell in quick fire succession. It took but two minutes to inflame his rear and turn the poor youth into a screaming, sobbing wretch. After the last stroke fell, if one can call such a vicious event a stroke, the maids released him and he fell to the ground sobbing. 
 
    
 
   "You have until I finish with the next boy to get yourself back in position or I start again," was all Nurse Fuller said in her cold clinical manner as the youth writhed on the ground clutching his tenderised nates. 
 
    
 
   The two maids then grabbed the next boy and positioned him similarly. He struggled a little in view of what he had just witnessed. 
 
    
 
   "If I have to secure any of you, you will receive double the dose," Nurse Fuller advised in her sharp clear voice. I was aghast. Could I take twelve vicious strokes like that? Would I falter when it came my turn and make things worse for myself. 
 
    
 
   Nurse Fuller proceeded up the line in a similar fashion, wreaking havoc with tender male buttocks, leaving each charge writhing in agony on the ground. It took nearly twenty minutes before she reached me. 
 
    
 
   As she spanked the boy next to me my nerves tingled with fire. I could hear the whoosh of the paddle as it swept down with breathtaking velocity, I heard Nurse Fuller grunt loudly as she threw her full force into the stroke, I heard her breathing, heavy from her exertions, her eyes bright, her face firm set, merciless, she enjoyed her duties. 
 
    
 
   My buttocks were now chilled by the cool night air as I was roughly pulled towards Georgina. My head clamped between her thighs. There was nothing to see, just the coarse rub of her woollen stockings, nothing sexual. Fear alone pervaded my thoughts. I felt Milly grab my wrists and I started to sob. I had seen the consequences in my seven compatriots. I started to struggle. My buttocks were cold which would make the ordeal worse. I was exceedingly tense. As the last in line I had witnessed all before me. I started to sob and shake uncontrollably. My date with her paddle was most imminent. 
 
    
 
   "Hold still Bradfield unless you want double," intoned Nurse Fuller in her emotionless voice. I wept openly. I heard little between Georgina's thighs as the paddle swept down on its vengeful arc. 
 
    
 
   Nothing could have prepared me for the intensity of that first stroke. How can one describe such searing pain? It was perhaps like a thousand hornets stinging my cheeks at one moment as a branding iron was applied. I lost my breath at the shock of the pain. A scream was finally launched from my throat as the pain fully registered in my mind. Yet the crescendo of pain continued to build. I was struggling to escape unable to cope with the inordinate fire in my rear when the second stroke fell, an uppercut to the underside of my cheeks. 
 
    
 
   I erupted like a volcano of fire, I screamed and screamed, I fought against my captors.. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! The third stroke travelled like molten larva through my pain-engorged rear. I was totally and utterly convulsed in pain. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! …. AAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGHHHHHH! I squealed as the fourth stroke bit home. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! Blinding lights of white-hot pain coursed through my whole body. I had lost count already. I knew not what was happening. I was conscious only of the fact that I could not evade the inevitable sweep of that evil instrument or the agonising pain that emanated in my rear and ricocheted through my body. 
 
    
 
   Whooooooossssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhh CRACK! The paddle fell incessantly at ten second intervals. The pain in my rear continued to build and ferment in its intensity. 
 
   Whooooooossssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhh CRACK! The air whistled through the holes in the paddle allowing for a greater force as the paddle descended. I shrieked continuously, my screams barely muffled by the fabric of the maid's dress. 
 
    
 
   Whiiiiiiiiiiiiiiirrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrhhhhhhhhh! CRACK! The paddle came upwards across the tops of my thighs. This was a fresh onslaught, a new range of nerve fibres fired to extreme pain. I buckled at the knees but Georgina held me firm with my head trapped, my waist gripped by her hands and Milly holding firmly on to my wrists. 
 
    
 
   CRAACK! The next stroke fell with my legs still kicking in mid-air. I wailed like baby set to burst its lungs. My eyes were brimming with tears that were trapped as I constricted and contorted my face to try and cope. 
 
    
 
   Whooooooossssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhh CRACK! The paddle fell again. 
 
    
 
   Whooooooossssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhh CRACK! And again. 
 
    
 
   Whooooooossssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhhh CRAACKK! I screamed shrilly as the pain invaded the tops of my thighs once more. I was released and fell to the floor writhing in agony. I sobbed and sobbed. I had never experienced such a fury of pain in such a localised area. I heard Nurse Fuller above me, "Two minutes to get back into position. 
 
    
 
   I could barely move, time meant nothing as I struggled to get back over the bench again. Once in position I gripped on tightly and sobbed and sobbed as I tried to cope with the raging pain in my tenderised rear end. Tears fell to the bench, my nose was blocked, my face streaked with tears of agony. It was too much. But it was over. At least it was over. But my God, it still hurt so much; I wouldn't be sitting comfortably for several days. I winced as spasms of pain flashed around my thighs and buttocks, the warmth shutting out the cold of the night air, my body coated in sweat. 
 
   The night air was then wrenched with another squeal; I started to turn, inwardly focused on my pain. I couldn't register what was happening at the other end of the line. It was Smythe, he was once more trapped between Georgina's thighs, Milly holding firm to his wrists, and Nurse Fuller was up on her toes……… CRACK! 
 
    
 
   The paddle’s wicked beat echoed again in the cold night air followed by howls of agony. I couldn't believe what I was witnessing. Surely she couldn't be inflicting more strokes, my rear was already a mass of dark bruises, tickling and tingling and burning, welts raised by the holes had obviously blistered. 
 
    
 
   Perhaps it would just be Smythe gaining a second dose. 
 
    
 
   CRACK! The paddle fell again. Indeed it fell twelve more times in total before Smythe was once more left writhing on the ground as Nurse moved on to the next boy. We were all for it after all, I sobbed afresh, distraught. How could we cope? It was too much; our buttocks would have the flesh removed if she delivered any more strokes. 
 
    
 
   Yet she slowly continued one by one along the line. Twelve strokes each. The cold night air cooling my rump made it evident that I would once more feel the full terror of the pain when the paddle finally arrived at my place and once more danced upon my rear. 
 
    
 
   I was in an almost dreamlike state when my turn finally arrived and I was turned under Georgina's thighs. My wrists gripped tight by Milly yet again. Then the searing agony of welted flesh as fresh blisters arose. I felt blood, or was it sweat on the backs of my legs, who knows, I just screamed and screamed and screamed as the paddle fell twelve more times. I was broken as I fell to the ground. I cried as I tasted the concrete, I didn't care, I was in too much pain. My buttocks were too tender to hold. I felt them. I could feel the heat like a furnace, the skin like hard leather where it had blistered white over my entire rear and upper thighs. Lumps, where ugly blood blisters had been raised by the holes, peppered my backside. 
 
    
 
   As I lay in total pain and exhaustion I heard a cry that I couldn't resolve, then the loud cannon like retort of the paddle echoed through me followed by a young boy's shrieks. There was more to come. Another twelve! My mind engulfed in pain could not register what was occurring. I struggled to my feet and back into position. Terror makes us accomplish unbelievable acts. I didn't want more for not being in position. 
 
    
 
   Once more she methodically went up the line and delivered each youth twelve more viscous, excruciatingly painful, full-bodied strokes of that beech wood paddle. A total of thirty-six each. The wait between each batch of twelve ensuring the pain was received at maximum intensity after our cheeks had been cooled by the night air. 
 
    
 
   I was in a daze when my turn came again. 
 
    
 
   CRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
 
    
 
   Pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeease Noooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooh!!! 
 
    
 
   CRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAACCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKK!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! I can't…. I can't take iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiit! The agony was unbelievable but those two maids held me tight and firm and Nurse's arm neither tired nor faltered. With unerring accuracy and deadly force she plastered my rear incessantly.  
 
    
 
   By the time the thirty sixth stroke had fallen my rump was twice its normal size. I was in a frightful state when I was finally discarded. My buttocks were a mass of fiery weals and blistered flesh. The skin was stretched taut like a hide drum. It was stiff and swollen to the touch. Some of the blisters raised by the holes in the paddle had burst and streaked. I gripped my hands to my head and writhed uncontrollably on the ground until ordered back into position. 
 
    
 
   Nurse Fuller then slowly moved up and down the line again with large jar of alcohol and proceeded to clean our bruised and tender bottoms. The alcohol stung like fire ants and we winced and screamed with renewed vigour at her ministrations. 
 
    
 
   "Right boys I hope you consider that a suitable punishment for your vile offences and that you realise the seriousness of such indecent behaviour. We shall now proceed into the infirmary and see if some mild therapy can help prevent future occurrences. You may all stand and follow me inside. Keep your hands on your head at all times." 
 
    
 
   I was stiff from the bruising of the fiendish paddle and could only walk by taking short shuffling steps, wincing in pain all the way. We trooped into the infirmary and were instructed to each stand at the foot of one of the beds. 
 
    
 
   The room was large enough for just the eight beds and a small treatment area. The walls were lined with white tiles and the floor with red tiles. It smelled of disinfectant and carbolic soap. There were no windows, just the solid oak entry door and the thick sandstone walls. The beds were simple metal frames with a very thin mattress and lots of leather straps attached to the framework. The straps were of different sizes and thicknesses and created a most sombre atmosphere. Each bed was separated from the one beside it by a cream coloured, muslin curtain. The bed opposite was fully visible. 
 
    
 
   There were four beds on each side of the room. We all selected a bed. I stood before one of the end beds. There was a white sheet covering the mattress with two white pillows carefully positioned at the head of the bed and a further two situated in the middle. 
 
    
 
   "Right," ordered Nurse Fuller, "face up, lie down on your bed!" 
 
    
 
   We groaned in sheer pain and agony as we each gingerly climbed on to the bed and tried to rest our buttocks most gently on the pillows carefully placed in the centre of the bed. This left our loins raised for future attentions. 
 
    
 
   "Hands by your sides, legs slightly apart. Total silence or else!" commanded Nurse Fuller in her brisk and curt manner. "Right. Milly and Georgina would you care to secure the boys for me as instructed I shall return in a few minutes." 
 
    
 
   Milly came to me first as I was at one end of the room. Georgina started at the other end of the infirmary. I whimpered as she took hold of my left arm and moved it to the side of the narrow bed, positioning it carefully on the metal rail just below the height of the mattress. A leather cuff was pulled tight around my wrist, another at the elbow and a third cuff just below my armpit. I shivered in dread. Our therapy was clearly to be an unpleasant affair. 
 
    
 
   She then moved down to my legs, a metal stirrup was swung up from its hiding place beneath the metal frame and locked securely in place with a loud clang that shook the room and jarred our frayed nerves. She then lifted my left leg onto the metal support and used the leather strap to secure my leg at the ankle and just below the knee to the horizontal bar on the stirrup. My leg was slotted into two semi-circular metal cuffs that were welded to the horizontal bar on the stirrup's frame. This meant it was quite immobile once the straps were secured. 
 
    
 
   She then moved around to the right side of the bed and repeated the procedure. Once secure in this fashion she moved a lever on the right stirrup and with a grating of metal the stirrup was swung out away from the bed slightly before it locked into it's new position. I squirmed in my secure bonds as terror crept into my being. 
 
    
 
   She repeated the procedure on the left side of the bed. My legs were now positioned about eighteen inches above the level of the rest of my body on the bed and swung out at about forty-five degrees. In addition to feeling very exposed, this was rather uncomfortable, especially as my buttocks ached from the earlier thrashing and continued to throb most painfully. I could peer out between my legs and look through to the bed opposite were Charters-Brown lay wide-eyed as he observed my fate, knowing a similar experience awaited him. 
 
    
 
   Milly's ministration were not yet over though. A broad leather strap was next tightened around my waist and a similar strap around my chest just below my armpits. A further grating of the bed resulted in the top being raised up a few degrees giving me a clearer view of my extremely vulnerable penis, and in turn of my compatriot in the bed opposite. 
 
    
 
   Finally Milly moved to the left side of the bed and pulled another metal lever. This time with a loud metallic clang the bottom portion of the bed collapsed down at right angles leaving my buttocks now at the very edge of the bed. I shivered but held my tongue. It was too late to protest of my fear. I was secured like an insect on a dissecting table and very, very exposed. Milly was now able to stand between the two stirrups, swung out either side of her and position herself right in front of my penis. 
 
    
 
   She then proceeded to lean forward and stroke my chest and teak my nipples, her coarse skirt brushing against my penis. Smiling, she flicked expertly at my nipples. Despite my predicament, or maybe because of my predicament and the warmth in my backside, I soon found myself erecting and feeling distinctly, embarrassingly 'horny'. Indeed my organ was soon rigid and erect. At that moment she stood up, took a thick leather thong and quickly and expertly secured it around the penis and tightly around the base. 
 
    
 
   The result was to leave my organ erect and unable to subside. She then gave a big grin and went to the bed of Charters-Brown. I was left staring through my legs at her rear and my fully engorged and rigidly erect penis. At first the feeling, though frustrating, was one of slight pleasure despite the fear that coursed through me as to what our treatment would entail. Though I knew it would not be pleasurable. But as my penis remained erect it started to become quite unpleasant. 
 
    
 
   It took the girls nearly thirty minutes to secure us all. My penis had been erect the whole time and I was nearly climbing the wall with frustration. It is not possible to describe the feeling of unpleasant pleasure that mingles with that of utter frustration and a desire for release when one's penis remains erect for so long. Clearly though the two girls had been well-trained for, much as I tried to think non-erotic thoughts, there was no way that my penis, or any of the others I am sure, could subside. The knotting was clearly perfectly placed. I could see Charters-Brown across the way and he too was clearly becoming perturbed with his rampant organ, though he had been erected later than I. Milly had no doubt deliberately selected me first so I would suffer longer. 
 
    
 
   This was indeed an unusual therapeutic session, I would never have believed that my penis could have remained so rigidly erect for so long. And but for the lacing it would not have done so. This mix of pleasure, desire and total torment continued to brew until I was soon straining at my bonds. I needed to touch my penis to ease the discomfort, but that was quite impossible. 
 
    
 
   At that moment the maids clearly must have secured the final boy, for they walked to the entry door. I could tell this as I could hear the clip of their shoes on the hard tile floor, my senses were so alert and sensitive given the position I was in. I then heard the door click open and closed and we were left to our suffering. And believe me, by now I was suffering and most distressed. 
 
    
 
   The agony of frustration encapsulated my whole being as I strained to provide release to my erected organ. It was like a solid steel bar of unrequited desire. I needed so badly to at least hold him and provide warmth and comfort, or to do something to ease the erection. Yet my organ remained defiantly erect, trapped. If anything it started to swell more. I felt it would burst at the seams. The blood pulsed within in accord with the throbbing pain that emanated from my bruised bottom. I felt it would explode the skin was stretched so taut, the organ so stiff, I whimpered in desire and total and utter frustration. 
 
    
 
   We seemed to be left like this for an eternity. As the first to have been secured I must have been erected for over an hour when through the thick walls and solid oak door I heard in the quiet of the room, above the creaking of the metal beds as we all strained in frustration at our bonds, as some of the boys whimpered quietly, or sobbed in fear and frustration, the dull sound of the school clock. 
 
    
 
   Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… Dong!… 
 
    
 
   It was ten o'clock. What an ordeal! I too started to cry softly to myself as I lay in unmitigated frustration and fear. I was too embarrassed to look at Charters-Brown who doubtless was writhing in similar constrained frustration. 
 
    
 
   The muted tones of the school clock had barely faded away when Nurse Fuller entered again with the two maids. I think we all shivered in unison. Was our ordeal over or was more to come. I certainly yearned and ached for release from my erection. There was no longer any pleasure left. Nurse's intentions would soon enough be clear though. 
 
    
 
   She strolled over to Charters-Brown and stood in front of him with her back to me. The two maids were either side of her, each carrying a wicker basket, the contents of which I could not discern. Indeed my view of the whole proceedings was blocked by the back of Nurse Fuller. 
 
    
 
   What I did observe though was Nurse Fuller reaching into each basket in turn and removing something. She then appeared to minister to his erection as was evidenced by the wild shrieks and screams that emanated from the bed and the wild clanging of the metal as the whole bed shook. I heard many horrendous yet individually distinct shrieks of total torment intermingled with the ongoing shrill cries of Charters-Brown amidst the jerking bangs of the metal bed. 
 
    
 
   Nurse Fuller then turned and headed to my bed. Milly a step behind had a broad grin on her face. Nurse Fuller and Georgina looked cold and sombre. I caught a brief glimpse of Charters-Brown as they came over. There was something attached between his legs but my glimpse was too brief and my vision was taken over in that brief instant by the look of total distress and anguish, his tear sodden face and the wild gyrations that he was attempting despite his entrapment. 
 
    
 
   I shivered and involuntary tried to disappear into the bed frame to escape the dispassionate woman who stood calmly before me. Nurse Fuller was silent. She did not even glance at my face. She had a duty to perform. I felt like a simple piece of equipment to be dealt with. As though I had no emotions or feelings. I had seen the state of Charters-Brown, my face contorted in dread. 
 
    
 
   She reached over to the basket held by Georgina and removed a clothes peg. Not any clothes peg, it must have been for industrial use. It was made of steel, I assumed for it was metal, it was slightly larger than normal and it held a large metal spring to pull the ends tightly together. Nurse Fuller held it and admired it silently oblivious to my anxiety. She did not look at me just the peg. Then she directed her eyes to my penis and held it lightly with her left hand. She gripped the ends of the peg between her right finger and thumb and prised the ends open. Then let them snap shut with a loud metallic click. I nearly emptied my bowels as the realisation sank home that it was to be clamped upon my penis. 
 
    
 
   She then used her left hand to pluck a fold of skin from the underside centre of my taut penis and pull it out. This hurt dreadfully but it did not prepare me for the agony that bit home when she positioned the peg over the fold and then let it clamp on. 
 
    
 
   She may as well have placed the skin in a vice and tightened it to bursting. Had I not been so securely tied I would have leapt through the roof. I screamed and screamed. I shrieked and tried to shake my body to throw it off. The bed clanged violently. It was of course to no avail as the peg gripped like a limpet. 
 
    
 
   I was in a state of panic, my breath coming in gasping rushes. What the others must have been thinking I do not know. The terror that was seeping through that infirmary left the distinct smell of fear in the room, of sweating, terrified bodies. Nurse Fuller paid no attention. She took another flap of skin on the underside of the penis lower and to the left of the first. This too bit home like a shark in a feeding frenzy. I gurgled and shrieked in pain. I gasped hoarsely as I tried to cope with the pain. 
 
    
 
   She continued relentlessly positioning four pegs on the underside of my penis, six encased my testicles; four were placed on the upper surface, with a final two on the actual knob. I was distraught and shaking, crying, pleading, begging for mercy. 
 
    
 
   "Pleeeeeeeeeeeease I can't… I can't take it, I can't… NOOOOOOOOOOoooooooooooooo, Get them off, get them off, please, Nooooooooo, please … It's too much, it's toooooooo much." I was quite distressed. Nurse simply removed the lace showing no concern or emotion at my plight. She then walked round to the next bed, out of site with the two maids. 
 
    
 
   I was not aware of much else besides my own pain. I heard the noise in the room rising. Of more and more screams joining the sounds created by Charters-Brown and I originally. My penis did not subside. It was held taut now by the sixteen pegs, the lustful yearning replaced by the cold hard bite of steel. 
 
    
 
   I wanted them off. We all moaned to get them off. It barely registered that they would not come off, at least not until she had completed her rounds. Time meant nothing just then. My world was enveloped by the stinging bite of the sixteen pegs, each emitting its own distinct and exceptional burst of pain that mingled with the overall pain in my penis. As I look back it would have taken her five minutes to position the pegs on each of us. So it was at least thirty-five minutes later when she finally finished. 
 
    
 
   She then went over to Charters-Brown once more and did something to his chest that set him off crying again. Then she came over to me. She took another steel peg and clamped it down on my left nipple. Then another was clamped on my right nipple. Fresh emanations and screeches erupted from me as I started to violently shake at my bonds once more. Eight beds noisily banging to the harmony of eight boys moaning; all enveloped by the smell of our sweat and terror. 
 
    
 
   When she had finished with each of our nipples she stood in the centre of the room, her voice booming out. 
 
    
 
   "SILENCE!!!" 
 
    
 
   We all quieted as best we could. Though the clanging of beds and suppressed whimpers was still evident. 
 
    
 
   "That's better, now keep the noise down a little. What a lot of fuss… I shall leave you alone for a few minutes now before I return to remove the pegs. I'll leave the door open as I am sure the rest of the school will enjoy hearing your obvious redemption. I trust you are enjoying and savouring your salvation." She then exited the room. 
 
    
 
   Our cries were more muffled now as we tried to cope with the pain and discomfort, our voices growing hoarse from the total ordeal. 
 
    
 
   The pegs must have been on for an hour or slightly more as I look back on it, for I well remember the school clock chiming through the open door as we waited in groaning misery. 
 
    
 
   DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… DONG……… 
 
    
 
   Shortly thereafter she returned and stood before Charters-Brown once more with the two maids either side and prepared to remove the pegs. I shall never forget that moment. The expectation, the praying for her to hurry over to me, the total incomprehension as to what removal actually meant. 
 
    
 
   The screams would have woken the dead and the bed shook and clattered as he strained vigorously against his bonds. He was in a most distressed state when Nurse Fuller turned her back on him and strolled casually over to me. 
 
    
 
   I wanted those pegs off, but what had she done to Charters-Brown? I was soon to find out when I too would learn the unexpected horrors of their removal. Nothing that had gone before had prepared me for the absolute pain that raced through my body as those pegs were removed. All else paled before this experience. 
 
    
 
   When the first peg was removed the blood rushed back into the skin like volcanic larva racing down a mountainside, the pain erupting with a fury and intensity that one cannot imagine. I screamed until I thought my lungs would burst. Nurse Fuller merely smiled at my anguish whilst the two maids grinned. I was trembling and gasping for breath. I wanted those pegs off, I needed those pegs off for their iron grip still smarted enormously yet the utter agony of their removal was something I could not contend with; yet I had no choice, there was no option. They had to be removed. And I had to suffer the utmost travail. 
 
    
 
   Each peg as it was removed hurt as much as the previous one as my shrieks rose in a feverish pitch at the acute agony that flashed through my abused organ. I squealed and tore at my bonds. I shook like a leaf, my body swathed in sweat and smelling of fear as each agonising eruption tore through me. Yet Nurse Fuller was without emotion, her finger never wavered, her slow pace maximising the agony. Never quite letting the fire recede she removed each peg to maximise my travail. Slowly, methodically, dispassionately she reduced to me to a nervous, petrified shell encased in pain. 
 
    
 
   When the final peg was eventually removed she simply moved off to torture the next poor soul, quite unconcerned with my tear sodden face and sweat lathered body as I continued to tremble and grit my teeth as the all-consuming pain slowly descended below my threshold levels. 
 
    
 
   But our torment was far from over. As the last screams subsided on the far side of the room Nurse Fuller once more came into view. I lay trembling, was it over? I couldn't take any more. I watched as she donned a large pair of thick rubber gloves. It did not look good. Each of the two maids returned with a vase of green plants. I stared intently as Nurse Fuller carefully withdrew a large bundle and shook the water from their stems. Holding them in her right hand she strolled calmly over to my bed this time. She was changing her order, I was to be first, I went white with fright, my body cold and shivering from the dried sweat, my muscles tensing as it slowly registered that she had a bundle of fresh stinging nettles. I tried to disappear into the bed. But she advanced without pity. 
 
    
 
   I am now well read on stinging nettles as I still remember all too vividly the next hour or so of torment. Stinging nettle comes from the family Urticaceae and has found it's way around the world. In fact this complex family has about 500 species, many of which are found in the tropics. Urtica comes from the Latin ‘uro’ meaning ‘to burn’, and indeed this plant contains a fluid within tiny stinging hairs. Some species are more sensational than others. Nurse Fuller certainly chose a virulent species, though I have subsequently read that there are worse species. There is an East Indian species were the pain can last for days and can even mimic symptoms of lockjaw. The Java species U. urentissima is said to carry discomfort for well up to a year and may even cause death. The more common species may only burn for a few minutes. If only she had chosen one of the latter! 
 
    
 
   As she advanced I noted in a grim dream like state it's heart-shaped leaves with their fine-toothed edges, tapering to a point. The dark, erect stems were three feet long with alternating leaves. The heart shape belying the venom within. 
 
    
 
   As she drew nearer I observed the stinging hairs, which covered the plants. These have a swollen base. Within this base are tiny cells, which contain the venom, an acrid fluid whose active constituent is said to be bicarbonate of soda. But within the hollow hairs danger awaits for they inject a combination of formic acid, histamine, serotonin, acetycholine and 5-hydroxytryptamine all of which causes burning, itching, and in some cases a rash. 
 
    
 
   She barely paused before swishing this bundle of evil nettles down on the topside of my penis. Six times she whipped it down before she stood back. Georgina stepped forward and tilted my penis upwards along my belly. Like a machine nurse Fuller stepped forward once more and six more times that wicked bundles of nettles whipped down along the underside of the penis and over my testicles. She then moved to the side of the bed and delivered six more strokes in the opposite direction down the underside of the shaft and over the base of my testicles. She then stood back to admire the effects. The strokes had not hurt but I cringed as I awaited the burning itch that I knew would follow, especially on such a sensitive area. 
 
    
 
   First I felt a prickle, then a burning, which escalated rapidly as if hot irons were put on the skin. I squirmed at first, and then the terror crept home as it started to burn and itch more fiercely. White lumps appeared amongst a rash of red skin. I started to scream as the burning itchy jaws of fire gripped my penis ever tighter. 
 
    
 
   She simply moved on to inflict her world of pain on the next hapless victim. I writhed and screamed in agony for an hour or more before the hot, painful vice-like itchiness started to subside and I finally fell into a fitful, tormented sleep of total exhaustion. I would never cross Nurse Fuller again. No wonder she had such a fearsome reputation....
 
    
 
   Continued in Volume 9…
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Green, Green Grass of Home
 
   By Jummbuck
 
    
 
   It was Sunday and Anne and Jon were having a late breakfast on the back deck of their home tucked away in the hilly, bush-covered hinterland beyond the coastal fringe.  It was a beautiful morning, the sun bathing everything in its warmth, scents of different plants wafting in the air, birds chirping and darting about, frogs calling in the dam, the horses contentedly grazing in the paddocks.     
 
    
 
   Anne finished reading the newspaper, picked up her coffee and took in the lush view before her.  A smile broke out.  She turned her head to look at Jon, her husband, engrossed as usual in the sports pages of the paper.  Her smile broadened.  
 
    
 
   “Jon dear.”
 
    
 
   He didn’t look up. “Yeah?”
 
    
 
   “Jon.” 
 
    
 
   “Yeah?” He was still reading away.
 
    
 
   “Jon,” this time a little more forcefully.  
 
    
 
   Jon looked up.  The huge grin and that twinkle in her eyes said everything.  He frowned.  “Here we go,” he thought to himself, giving her a forced smile in return. 
 
    
 
   “Jon, all this rain we’ve had in the last month.  Take a look at how long the grass is around the house and in the home paddock.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’ll get the horses on to it later this afternoon.”
 
    
 
   “Jon, Snugglepot and Cuddlepie will bloat terribly if they eat all that luxuriant kikuyu.”
 
    
 
   “But we could move them between…”
 
    
 
   Anne, still smiling, cut him off.  “Jon, Snugglepot and Cuddlepie are not eating kikuyu today.”
 
    
 
   “Okay, okay.  Give me half an hour and I’ll fire up the ride-on.”
 
    
 
   The twinkle in her eyes became a flame.  “No Jon, it’s far too nice a day to have it ruined by a noisy, smelly, engine.  You’re not using the ride-on, nor the lawnmower, nor the whipper-snipper.  Instead you can use the push mower.  And a scythe if you want,” she said with a laugh.     
 
    
 
   He looked across the lawn.  “It’s a hectare Annie, it’ll take me all day, if not all week!  And the Test match is on.  It’s Twistie’s last game.  Please Annie, tomorrow?”
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry dearest, you can look at the cricket during your lunch break…all fifteen minutes of it,” she said, laughing again.
 
    
 
   For a brief moment he wanted to argue with her but he quickly pulled himself back from that scenario.  No, not a good idea at all…  He sighed, resigned to his fate.  “Yes dear.”
 
    
 
   “And Jon?”
 
    
 
   “Yes dear?” 
 
    
 
   “Just wear a hat, Blunderstones and work gloves, nothing else.”  
 
    
 
   “Shit, all that itchy grass rubbing against my leg all day!  Does that devious mind of hers ever switch off?” he thought, half in resignation, half in admiration.  But there was no point in debating the matter with her.  He stared dumbly at the paper in his hands, shook his head slowly and then smiled to himself.  “Such is my lot in life.”  He put the paper down, brushed the toast crumbs from his t-shirt and stood up.  “Yes Anne, of course, if that’s what you’d like.” 
 
    
 
   “It is Jon, it is.” 
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Sissy Boot Camp

Part 1
 
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   I was kneeling at the feet of my wonderful Mistress, enjoying one of those blissful sissy moments as I lovingly massaged Her most beautiful feet. Nothing compares to the wonderful feeling of submissive bliss and the symbolism of kneeling before Her tending to Her feet as she nonchalantly reads a book or perhaps watches television or chats to one of Her friends on the phone. It is at that moment that I truly know I am in my rightful place and doing the thing I was put on this planet for, the privilege of being of service to my Mistress.
 
   I was totally engrossed in my task and truly in the zone when Mistress’s mobile phone rang. I was snapped out of my reverie when I heard Mistress say,
 
   “Hello Sandra, how lovely to hear from you!”
 
   The mere mention of Miss Sandra’s name was enough to make me start perspiring and my heart beat faster. All my dealings with Miss Sandra have only ever ended up with me being tormented, humiliated and at the end of the day being in big trouble with Mistress. I was hoping that this conversation would be over quickly and would not end up with a personal visit from this harridan. The conversation continued,
 
   “I’m very well thank you and you? ...That’s great… a favour, sure, what would that be? …That’s sounds like a great idea… I’m sure Karen would be most grateful for that...”
 
   At the mention of my name in relation to Miss Sandra I am sure my heart stopped momentarily. Fear and dread filled every inch of my being. What was in store for me this time?  I dared not think and tried to refocus on Mistress’s feet and show no sign of my growing feelings of extreme disconcertment. It was made worse by only being able to hear Mistress’s side of the phone conversation,
 
   “Yes… I see… interesting… that sounds like it would do her the world of good… a great help I’m sure… yes that will be fine…you are so generous Sandra… look forward to seeing the both of you then… Bye Sandra.”
 
   The mention of “both of you” had me even more concerned, it could only mean one of Miss Sandra’s co-conspirators, Miss Jacqueline or Dr Katerina would also be involved. After Mistress hung up She made no mention of this conversation, I am sure She was happy to leave me on edge, with my nerves jangling in that horrible corridor of uncertainty.
 
   It was over a week later when Mistress summoned me to Her office via the loud clanging of Her school bell. As always I stopped what I was doing immediately and came as quickly as I could.
 
   “Karen, I have some good news for you. Sandra is in training to become a fully accredited personal trainer and asked me if she could use you as a guinea pig to hone her skills for her final practical examination. You will be getting some individual one on one coaching that will be worth thousands of dollars after she has graduated. She is willing to do this absolutely free of charge. After all the times you have let her down I can’t believe that she would offer you such a wonderful opportunity, the woman is truly a saint.”
 
   I am sure I went absolutely pale! I could feel the blood draining from my face. As far as I was concerned Miss Sandra was the she-devil incarnate and the furthest thing from a saint one could imagine. Her greatest joy in life seemed to be seeing me suffer pain and humiliation and making sure I got into as much trouble as possible with Mistress. To hear she was to become my personal fitness trainer, even if only for a short time, was something to dread and fear. I was speechless.
 
   “Karen! Wipe that look off your face! That is not what I call a look of appreciation! Aren’t you grateful for this wonderful opportunity to hone your physical fitness? This is a wonderful opportunity; the fitter you are the better you will be able to serve me. I thought you would be jumping out of your skin at such a generous offer.”
 
   “Yes Mistress, very grateful Mistress, and a fantastic opportunity.”
 
   “That’s more like it Karen! I like my sissies to have an attitude of gratitude and I want to see some real genuineness in that attitude when Sandra comes over, understand?”
 
   “Yes Mistress, of course Mistress.”
 
   “Sandra has offered to give you two weeks of intense physical training or ‘boot camp’ as she calls it. Now while it is very generous of her to offer to do this for free, I feel we should thank her in some way so for the next two weeks you will be living with her and while it can’t possibly repay her for what you are receiving from her you will be available to make it up to her partially at least by doing chores for her between workout sessions.”
 
   “Yes Mistress.” I tried to sound enthusiastic, but I was horrified. Two weeks in Miss Sandra’s charge in what was described as ‘boot camp’ was a frightening thought and one that made me feel sick in the stomach. The fact that I would not be seeing Mistress for two weeks made it so much worse. My heart was full of sorrow and I was feeling scared and depressed.
 
   “Now Sandra and Jacqueline will be here in 15 minutes, they are going to take you shopping for some appropriate workout wear for you. Pack a small suitcase with your maid’s uniforms, your undergarments and your toiletries and be ready in 10 minutes.”
 
   “Yes Mistress.”
 
   I started to pack my things, but my heart was racing and I found it difficult to focus on the task. I was overwhelmed with fear and dread; my hands were shaking as I neatly folded my clothing and packed my small suitcase. I straightened my black maid’s dress I was wearing, made sure my stocking tops were level and brushed my wig before returning to Mistress who was waiting in the lounge room.
 
   “Put the suitcase down and open it up Karen, I have a few items to add.”
 
   A shiver ran down my spine as I placed the case on the floor and opened it up.
 
   Mistress handed me the deadly convent strap, a vicious two-tailed tawse and the rattan birch rod. All truly nasty implements of correction, made more so in the hands of Miss Sandra. 
 
   “Put those in Karen and make sure you present them to Sandra when you get to her house. She has a few implements of her own but I thought it might be useful for her to have some variety at her disposal. Of course she has unfettered disciplinary rights over you whilst you are in her care.”
 
   This was getting worse every minute but all I could say was,
 
   “Yes Mistress, of course Mistress.”
 
   I placed the wretched implements into my suitcase, pushed down the lid and closed it tight. Just then there was a knock on the door.  
 
   I opened the door to Miss Sandra and Miss Jacqueline, both certainly looking the part. Miss Sandra was wearing a blue tank top with the word ‘Coach’ emblazoned across her glorious chest and tight fitting bicycle shorts. Miss Jacqueline was also looking very sporty in an orange tank top and blue slim fit Capri pants. Both ladies had on running shoes and their hair tied back. They looked like a pair of fitness models and I made sure I quickly averted my gaze.
 
   “Hi there Karen,” they said in unison.” Ready for Boot Camp?”
 
   “Hello Miss Sandra, hello Miss Jacqueline, yes I think so.” The ladies laughed and sauntered past me in a cloud of perfume, brushing me aside as they headed into the hall to greet Mistress. 
 
   The ladies exchanged pleasantries for a few minutes before Miss Jacqueline piped up,
 
   “Right Karen, are you ready to get your new fitness outfit?”
 
    “Yes Miss Jacqueline.”
 
   “You have to look the part for Sandra’s Boot Camp, which incidentally Sandra, I think we should rename ‘Sissy Boot Camp’.
 
   All three ladies had a good laugh and the look on my face did not please Mistress.
 
   “Wipe that glum look off your face Karen or we’ll have to have some words with Madame Cane before you leave. That thought alone should be enough to cheer you up Karen! Now remember to do everything Sandra asks of you and give it 110% Karen, I am expecting a good report or else there will be trouble! Now be good and I will see you in two weeks time.”
 
   We bade Mistress farewell and headed off with Miss Sandra driving. She had her brand new car and ‘didn’t feel ready to hand over the keys to me just yet’. “First stop Karen, Westfield to get you some new sports outfits. Apparently your outfits aren’t the look we want, according to Jennifer, and I know exactly where we need to go to get you properly kitted out!”  
 
   This idea didn’t enthuse me one bit and hoped like mad that the ladies were only joking, but my hopes were quickly dashed as we pulled into the entrance of the monstrous Westfield car park near Mistress’s house. It was extremely busy with pre Christmas shoppers and for a moment I entertained a fanciful notion that the ladies might think it far too busy to be bothered to go on a shopping expedition in the crazy Christmas crowds…But Miss Sandra was undeterred and headed straight towards the back of the car park, bypassing all the closer spots nearer the shop entrance. 
 
   We found a spot along the back wall of the car park, and with a great measure of reluctance I got out of the car and opened the doors for the ladies. Once they were organised, I trailed after them unwillingly as they headed for the store. I felt incredibly self-conscious in my maids uniform and to top it off the two ladies seemed to be talking much louder than usual as if deliberately trying to attract attention to us. Every now and then their conversation was punctuated with comments such as,
 
   “Come on Karen, keep up,” and,
 
   “We want you looking good for Pilates,” or,
 
    “This way Karen, come now.” 
 
   I didn’t see that I had a whole lot of choice in the matter, and followed like a reluctant child. I was too distracted by my feelings of deep humiliation to take much notice of where we were headed, but came to my senses when the ladies stopped to comment on a shop window display outside a women’s sporting wear shop.  
 
   “Here are some nice tops that might suit sissy Sandra.”
 
   “Do you think she’d look good in this one? Let’s go in and have a look.” I was horrified and tried to make myself as inconspicuous as possible. 
 
   On and on they went, as they rifled through every rack of clothes in the store. I noticed one of the young sales assistants, a fit well toned sporty looking woman called Vera, according to her name badge, couldn’t keep the smile off her face and seemed to be fighting back the urge to laugh out loud. After a while she came up to us and asked,
 
   “Can I help you?”
 
    “Yes, our sissy here is starting Boot Camp and we want to make sure she looks the part,” replied Miss Jacqueline, as nonchalantly as they come! I could have died right there and then! Calling me ‘her sissy’ in front of the shop assistant was just too humiliating. I looked at Miss Sandra with a look of shock but there was no support from that quarter. She just added,
 
   “We want her fully kitted out! Where should we start?”
 
   I felt my face flush red hot with embarrassment but it suddenly turned a darker shade of crimson when the sales assistant said in a very loud voice said,
 
   “What about a crop top sports bra first?” 
 
   “Good idea, I wonder what size she is?” responded Miss Jacqueline in an equally loud voice.
 
   “Not sure, but obviously a double A cup” said Miss Sandra, causing an uproar of laughter. Obviously my flat chest caused much amusement for the three ladies. I felt like crawling into the foetal position and hiding under the clothes racks.
 
   Still laughing, Vera produced a tape measure and made a show of wrapping it around my chest with great flourish in front of all the customers. “Yes, definitely a 14 double A. We have crop tops in brilliant white or hot pink, what do you think?”
 
   “One of each please.” said Miss Sandra as she held a pink one up to my chest. It was so unbelievably pink that it might as well have been a neon sign pointing right at me. 
 
   “Now what about some leg wear, we have these lovely latex calf length leggings,” said Vera pulling out a flimsy pair of bright pink leggings and waving them around like a toreador tormenting a bull. “We have this brand in hot fluoro pink and also white to match the crop tops.”
 
   “Perfect!” sang out Miss Jacqueline for all the shop to hear.
 
   “Go and try the pink leggings on Karen with the pink crop top.”
 
   “I’m sure they’ll fit Miss Sandra, it’s not necessary for me to waste any more of your time by trying them on.”
 
   “Get in that change room right now Karen and try them on…” warned Miss Sandra in a low menacing voice. I did not need a second warning and nervously took the garments from Vera and slunk off in the direction of the change room. Now I was even more terrified in case the cubicles were open style, or worse, any ladies were trying on clothing in the change rooms and I hesitated again. 
 
   “Karen, get in there quick smart, we don’t have all day. What are you waiting for? A smack?” The threat of a smack from Miss Sandra was all the motivation I needed to get into that change room. There was no way I was going to risk her ‘smacking’ me in that shop!
 
   The garments were a little difficult to get into, but once I had them on they fitted like a glove. They were clinging to my legs and backside very firmly and actually felt quite wonderful. The crop top fitted well and I have to admit, I enjoyed the sensation of the firm fitting fabric. But the pleasant feeling soon evaporated when Miss Sandra called,
 
   “Come out and give us a look Karen.”
 
   Surely they couldn’t be serious, making me come out dressed in the crop top and leggings. They did nothing to hide the bulge in my panties; surely the tights were designed to have a skirt worn over them? Also being summer, Mistress had relaxed the leg and arm waxing rule so both arms and legs were hairy. This was too much. I didn’t want to go out there at all and show them. “It’s OK Miss Sandra, they both fit perfectly,” I called out hoping to escape the fashion show. 
 
   “KAREN, WE ARE WAITING!” 
 
   I put my dress back on, which mercifully covered all of the tights except for the part that came midway down my calf muscles. I then fearfully edged my way back out into the shop, checking for customers, waiting until no-one else was looking and was greeted loudly by three smiling faces. 
 
   “Come now Karen, we can’t see anything! Get that dress off.”
 
   I couldn’t believe what Miss Sandra was saying! She didn’t mean it did she? I looked at the three ladies as they stood side by side looking very intimidating. I gave Miss Jacqueline my most pleading puppy dog look, hoping against hope she may say to go inside the change room, but I certainly got no support there.
 
   “Do as you are told missy or I will be on the phone to Jennifer immediately!”
 
   With great reluctance and embarrassment I took off my dress.
 
   “Turn around and give us a look at your bum.” said Miss Sandra.
 
   I was feeling incredibly embarrassed but did as I was told.
 
   “They fit perfectly and are just the colour for a prissy sissy.”
 
   I couldn’t believe Miss Sandra called me a sissy in front of everyone in the shop! The embarrassment and humiliation was truly mortifying. How could she treat me like this?  On second thoughts, she’d probably taken great delight in letting Vera know all about my station in life while I was in the change room and now she was hell bent on humiliating me further. Then to add further insult to injury she added,
 
   “It would be better if we could do something about the little bulge in the panties though!”
 
   All three ladies burst out laughing at that comment, it was really too much.
 
   “We might have to get the gaffer tape out!” said Miss Jacqueline and I had to endure another round of laughter.
 
   “Actually, I have some headbands that would go well with that outfit,” said Vera, which caused more laughter still as Vera whipped out a box from under the counter.
 
   “Oh, well then, we’ll just have to have a set of matching headbands as well,” laughed Miss Sandra.
 
   “Does she need runners?” queried Vera, quite in her element now.
 
   “No, she already has a lovely pair of pink runners, don’t you Karen?”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I replied. Could she speak any louder? Their conversation had caused a few customers to turn their heads by now, and I immediately shrunk low behind a nearby rack of shoes. 
 
   “Karen,” she almost yelled which was ridiculously unnecessary as I was close enough to have heard her whisper had she been so inclined,  “go and take your things off and then pay Vera for all your purchases, we will wait in the car.” Hearing Miss Sandra’s directive caused my stomach to somersault. Being with her in the shop was bad enough, but leaving me alone in the shop to change and then pay for my purchases pushed me way into unchartered territory as far as my comfort zone went. That said the two ladies swept out of the shop, leaving me to the mercy of Vera and a shop full of customers. 
 
   “And Karen…” called Miss Sandra loudly as she reached the shop entrance and turned dramatically, waiting for my response. 
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra?” I responded sotto voce. 
 
   “DON’T BE LONG!” 
 
   I knew there was a veiled threat of a spanking and nervously sprang into action as she stood poised elegantly at the shop entrance glaring back at me. 
 
   Racing for the cubicle I practically tore the skintight clothes off and got back into my own clothes before scurrying out of the change rooms as quickly as I could. I reached the service desk, but was forced to wait while Vera chatted and laughed with her colleague, and I immediately flushed red again. I was in a bit of a nervous panic, as I knew Miss Sandra would thrash me if I kept her and Miss Jacqueline waiting too long. As I stood waiting for their laughter to subside it was obvious that I was the butt of their secret joke. At last she turned around and spotted me, but humiliated me further by making me wait longer after deciding to serve another customer in a leisurely fashion who had come to the counter well after me. Vera knew that because she greeted the other customer as she approached the counter!
 
   I was feeling so submissive after the torment I had been through that I could not find the strength to object.  
 
   When she was finally finished with her customer and attended to my purchases Vera rubbed it in further as she served me saying, “You are going to look very pretty in this, its perfect for a sissy boy!” 
 
   Honestly! The little minx had learned quickly! She said it as if it were the most natural thing in the world to say. I was acutely embarrassed by her remark and dreaded turning around in case anyone else had heard it as well. 
 
   Once I paid for my things I grabbed the bag and headed out of there as fast as possible, but just as I was about to escape Vera called out in a very loud voice one last humiliating jibe,
 
   “HEY, YOU FORGOT THIS...” 
 
   I stopped mid-flight, turned and nearly died. It was the matching set of bright pink headbands. She waved them around high for all and sundry to see. I was horrified and slunk back to the counter to retrieve them and for my trouble endured another round of laughter from not only Vera but her colleague as well. There were sniggers from a few of the other customers as I fled the store. Boy was I glad to be out of there finally.
 
   I hurried up the escalators to the car park entrance and for once I was glad to be on my way to meet Miss Sandra and Miss Jacqueline. My mind was racing as I reached the level that we had parked the car, and made my way through the rows of cars heading for Miss Sandra’s brand new BMW. She’d insisted on parking way up the back away from all the other cars, in case her precious new car got scratched by some other careless driver. It was a huge car park so a bit of a walk but in just a few minutes I’d be back in the safety of the car and we’d be on our way. Just one more row, and I’d see the ladies… one more row… 
 
   But the closer I got to the place where I thought the car was, the clearer I could see the last thing I expected to see - an empty car space!
 
   Instant panic flooded my whole body and twisted my stomach into a tight little knot. Where was the car? And where were the ladies? My head had certainly been in a whirl from the shopping expedition but not so much that I had mixed up the spot where the car was parked. Now I was even more confused. I was sure this was where we parked. For a fleeting moment the thought flashed through my mind that perhaps because they were kept waiting so long that they decided to leave me to get my own way home. Surely they wouldn’t leave me? Maybe I was on the wrong parking level?  Damn that bloody Vera keeping me waiting so long! This was her fault!
 
   I was really beginning to panic now. What to do, what to do? If the ladies had gone somewhere and planned on returning and I wasn’t there, I’d be in big trouble for causing what they’d see as a major kerfuffle, but if I stayed here in case they had gone somewhere else and planned to return, when in fact they were actually parked somewhere else waiting for me and I was wrong, they’d be angry that I kept them waiting longer. I was really becoming frantic now. ‘Maybe I should call them,’ I thought and reached for my phone but to my horror remembered that it was still in my suitcase, in the car! 
 
   For a moment I froze in sheer panic. They would surely thrash me for this. Unless… just maybe they were on another level afterall… I quickly headed for the car park stairwell and raced down the stairs at breakneck speed, thinking that there was a chance that I was wrong and could save myself a thrashing. Bursting through the entrance I headed for the identical spot on this level and from what I could see above the rows of car tops, it looked like my decision had paid off. Phew! The car was there and my spirits lifted. Hopefully they’d be chatting away happily and wouldn’t notice how long I’d been.
 
   But when I reached the spot, that old gut wrenching feeling returned as I stared dumbfounded at the empty vehicle that was quite clearly not Miss Sandra’s. The only similarity was the colour. By now I was surely running into the danger zone time wise. 
 
   There was nothing for it; I’d just have to check the levels above. I turned with a heavy heart and headed for the stairwell again. This time it took some doing to get myself into gear in order to tackle those stairs. ‘Get going girl’ said this little voice inside, and I sprang up the stairs two at a time in a desperate hurry. By the time I reached the level I wanted I was well out of breath and my legs were feeling like spaghetti and suffering dreadfully, but not half as bad as my bottom would feel from Miss Sandra’s tawse if she decided to punish me for keeping her waiting! 
 
   With a mammoth effort I set out across the car park, threading my way through the rows of cars heading to the place where Miss Sandra and Miss Jacqueline would surely be waiting this time. There was a hop in my step as I hurried across the car park, and at last I could sense victory. One more row and I’d spot the car. 
 
   But it was not to be…instead of Miss Sandra’s flash, new black BMW, there sat a shiny old black Ford! 
 
   I gasped and felt my knees buckle. Now I was definitely going to get a thrashing! I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes and the lump in my throat and turned back towards the stairwell again. Maybe they were on the top level afterall. But that was impossible, I reasoned. I was sure we only had to go down one level to reach the sports wear store… If they were on the level above that would mean we’d have had to go down three levels to get to the store level. Now I was really getting confused. There was no time to lose now, I had to try. 
 
   Back I went into the stairwell, racing up the stairs and ignoring the pain and tiredness in my legs. When I finally reached the top and burst out into the car park I let out a shriek in exasperation. I knew this definitely wasn’t the one. This was the open-air rooftop level. And there was no way Miss Sandra would have parked her precious new car in a place that would have exposed it to the elements.  
 
   Quite beside myself now, I flung my shopping bags down in a sissy tantrum of major proportions and burst into tears.  I truly hated this car park. And Vera for keeping me waiting so long! And the thought of having to get a thrashing!
 
   In an instant I pulled myself together. The thought of a thrashing did the trick. I picked up my bags and descended the stairwell again. I didn’t know what to do. Maybe I should just head for Miss Sandra’s on foot and hope that was the right thing to do. Maybe by the time I reached the ground level, I’d think of something. 
 
   By the time I’d reached the original level I was lost in a sea of self-pity and no closer to making a decision about what to do when I heard Miss Sandra’s voice clearly angry. 
 
   “And just what do you think you’re playing at keeping us waiting so long missy?” A sharp pain in my ear accompanied the angry voice as Miss Sandra latched onto my earlobe, digging her long fingernails in as deep as possible.
 
   I gasped in agony as she twisted my ear sharply forcing me to turn to face the two fuming ladies.
 
   “Arghh – ah – argh, that hurts Miss Sandra…”
 
   “I DON”T CARE ONE BIT YOU NAUGHTY SISSY! HOW DARE YOU KEEP US WAITING SO LONG!”
 
   “Argh, Miss Sandra, I’m – oh – ow – that shop assistant kept me – argh – ow – waiting so long before she – ow served me,” I replied in absolute fear and pain as Miss Sandra continued to twist and tighten her grip on my earlobe. “And then I couldn’t find – OW – the car Miss Sandra – OW!”
 
   “Liar! How DARE you tell such fibs! That’s going to cost you a dozen strokes for keeping us waiting so long in the first place, and another dozen strokes for telling fibs! 
 
   I was crestfallen, this wasn’t my fault and now I was about to be punished for something I didn’t feel I was responsible for. I couldn’t win, and felt really aggrieved by this unfair turn of events. 
 
   “Right sissy, follow us and do NOT lag behind! You are going to get thrashed as soon as we reach the car!”
 
   This was too much, thrashed? Right here in the car park? Surely not…
 
   I followed in dread hoping to God that there’d be people around and the ladies wouldn’t risk punishing me in public. I followed as quickly as I could not daring to risk further ire from either lady. But as I followed, I realised we were headed for the ramp in the middle of the car park, leading down to the mezzanine level…the level in between the main car park levels… 
 
   And there along the back wall, was Miss Sandra’s shiny black new BMW. 
 
   “Right sissy, the boots open, get that tawse out of your bag for me, and then wait bent forward over the bonnet, dress pulled up, knickers to knees, and legs crazy glued together if you know what’s good for you!”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I answered miserably. 
 
   True to her word Miss Sandra carried out her intentions. One dozen strokes each from each lady, right there in that car park I received a thrashing bent over the bonnet of Miss Sandra’s brand new BMW. Heaven only knows if anyone else bore witness to my ultimate humiliation. It certainly would have been hard not to hear the noise from it. The explosion of sound each time the leather was brought down hard with a resounding CRACK across my rump was deafening in that enclosed cement space but I was far too ashamed to raise my head much less open my eyes to see if anyone else was around.       
 
   When the last stroke fell, Miss Sandra announced in a calm voice “Knickers up Karen, and lets be on our way, we’ve wasted far too much precious time now because of you being wilful and keeping us waiting.”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra,” I answered, quite sore and sorry for myself as I returned the tawse to my suitcase and closed the boot.              
 
   We were soon on our way and to my surprise dropped Miss Jacqueline off at her home on the way back to Miss Sandra’s. Now I was alone with my new personal trainer. God only knew what I was in for. At least with two of them, the whole focus of attention would not be on me entirely, according to past experience. 
 
   When we arrived at Miss Sandra’s house I was instructed to put my bag in the laundry, change into my new exercise gear and then to wait for her out in the garage, standing to attention. Before I went to the garage I presented Miss Sandra the implements of correction that Mistress had told me to give to her. 
 
   “Thank you Karen, I am sure these will come in very handy again soon enough,” she replied, sounding particularly intimidating. “Off you go to the garage now,” She added with an evil grin on her face. I shivered in fright. 
 
   The garage had been converted into a gymnasium since I had last visited. There was an exercise bike, a treadmill, a bench press, Pilate’s ball and a host of other fitness equipment. I was made to wait standing at attention for well over half an hour according to the large clock on the wall. I was too frightened to move an inch and was truly dreading what was in store for me. Finally Miss Sandra appeared with a clipboard, a whistle around her neck and the two-tailed tawse in her other hand. She put the tawse down on the bench and stood before me with the clipboard in one hand and pen in the other.
 
   “The object of today’s session Karen is to ascertain your fitness levels so we can see where you are at. From there I can design a program specifically to address the areas you need to improve in. It will also give us a way to measure your improvement over the next two weeks. I know Jennifer makes sure you exercise regularly so I expect a reasonably high benchmark as the starting point. I want you to give all these exercises 100% effort Karen. If for one second I think you are foxing you can expect a kiss from the tawse missy! First we will start with a few stretches and a warm up before we begin the muscular strength and endurance test.”
 
   The way she emphasized the word ‘endurance’ did not fill me with confidence. Besides, I was already exhausted after my car park workout and feeling well warmed up. After 30 minutes or so of stretches under instruction from Miss Sandra we began.
 
   “The first test is the push up test Karen.  You must extend the elbows fully with each push up, keep your legs and back straight and with each push up your chest must touch my fist.”
 
   As I took up the position Miss Sandra knelt next to me and placed her fist under my chest. After about 8 push-ups I started to struggle, my arms and shoulders were killing me. Miss Sandra could sense I was struggling and started to ‘motivate’ me by tapping the tawse on my buttocks. I managed another 2 push ups and then,
 
   THWACK!
 
   She gave me a hard whack across the buttocks,
 
   “You can do more than that Karen; remember what I said about foxing!”
 
   THWACK!  THWACK! She gave another two beauties on the cheeks of my bottom. They spurred me into action and I found another reserve of strength I did not know I had. I managed another two push-ups, but I really felt I had hit my limit then.
 
   THWACK! I received a hefty stroke across the top of the thighs. The pain was too much and I collapsed on the floor.
 
   “12 push ups Karen, I thought you would do better than that, that was a woeful effort!”
 
   “Sorry Miss Sandra, honestly, my arms are killing me I could do no more.”
 
   “For someone your age Karen, 12 is classed as only fair, we will have to improve on that if we are to pass muster, won’t we?”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.” We had only begun the assessment; I was hurting already and I knew there was plenty more to come. I had to just suck up the pain and continue.
 
   “OK Karen, over to the bench for your bench presses, lay on your back there with your knees bent and feet flat on the floor.”
 
   I did as I was told and she handed me the 80lb barbell.
 
   “Hold that on your chest and on each sound of my whistle you will fully extend your arms lifting the barbell high. Begin!”
 
   She blew her whistle and yelled, “PUSH!” after each whistle. Her tone of voice was like a sergeant major and very intimidating. I gave it my all with each bench press. After 7 I started to struggle to keep up with her shrill whistles, I was not used to this type of exercise; I usually jogged or cycled for fitness. Again the pain in my arms and shoulders was becoming intense. When I reached 10 Miss Sandra gave me a mighty whack on the back of my right leg. I was not expecting a stroke there and let out a sissy shriek.
 
   “Push yourself girl and suck it up, Come on, push!” She had raised her voice more and sounded even more intimidating and I found the strength to do 5 more bench presses before
 
   THWACK!
 
   I received another stroke on the back of my left leg which inspired me to do one more bench press before I could no longer keep up with her god forsaken whistle.
 
   “That was only 13 Karen! That is at the lower end of average, there is much improvement needed there. Ok now it is time for the sit up test missy, lie on the floor, chop, chop.”
 
   She gave her blasted whistle another blow and I quickly got into position. I would soon be having nightmares involving that damn whistle. As I lay down Miss Sandra grabbed my ankles anchoring them to the floor. I had to bend my knees and put my hands behind my head and listen to her precise instructions on how to go about executing proper stomach crunches. 
 
   PEEP! “Right Karen, READY? GO!” 
 
   As I came up for the first rise the immediate view was of that whistle dangling over the word ‘coach’ which happened to be stretched over her pert breasts. It was impossible not to notice the perfect form of her breasts under the tight fitting singlet. I could feel myself becoming instantly aroused and hoped like hell she would not notice the bulge in my tights, which did absolutely nothing to hide my growing erection. Detection would mean being accused of an unauthorised erection, or worse still, ogling, either of which would result in punishment, and I tried desperately to focus completely on the sit up. Fortunately that strategy worked and my erection subsided before it fully formed and she did not notice. After only 10 sit ups my stomach muscles were aching and I wanted to stop.
 
   “Come on Karen, you can do plenty more than that, push yourself girl!”
 
   Miss Sandra was screaming at me now and I was digging deep to find reserves of strength I did not know I had. My stomach muscles had never known pain like this. I reached 18 sit ups and thought I could do no more, however, the fierce look in Miss Sandra’s eyes was enough to inspire a few more but when I reached 21 I could go no further and collapsed back onto the floor.
 
   “21 is only fair Karen, we have a lot of work ahead of us in the next two weeks if we are going to get you into the excellent range! Remember no pain no gain!”
 
   Already I was feeling fatigued and sore and I did not like what I was hearing one little bit. One thing I could be sure of, Miss Sandra would be dishing out a lot of pain.
 
   “Onto the exercise bike, let’s see how far you can go in half an hour.”
 
   I was hopeful of doing better on the bike, I rode my girl’s Malvern Star that Mistress gave me with the basket on the front quite regularly when running errands for Mistress. Half an hour of cycling meant I would have to pace myself so I did not start out too fast. Only minutes into it I felt a sharp THWACK!
 
   Miss Sandra hit me with the tawse at the top of my buttocks, just above the saddle of the bike and a bit below the spine. It is a place that has little protection and it hurt like the blazes.
 
   “Ahhh!” I screamed not expecting it.
 
   “You can go faster than that girl! Peddle harder now!”
 
   I picked up the pace and started breathing harder. Miss Sandra then cranked up the gear making it harder to peddle. I slowed down a bit with the extra force needed and I felt another
 
   THWACK! 
 
   She hit me right over the same spot that the last stroke hit me. The agony was intense and I let out another sissy shriek.
 
   “No slacking off, keep up the pace girl!”
 
   I was really panting now and could feel the lactic acid building up in my calf and thigh muscles, I felt like I was riding up a mountain. The rest of the half hour was murderous; I pushed myself far beyond the limits I had ever pushed before. Every time I showed the slightest hint of slowing down I felt another sharp WHACK on the top of my buttock. The sweat was pouring off me, my wig had come askew, my crop top was drenched and my bottom was in agony. It was with great relief when Miss Sandra blew the whistle to stop. As I dismounted the bike, I collapsed on the floor. My legs had turned to jelly and I could not stand up, my lungs were burning and my mouth was parched with extreme thirst. Miss Sandra looked at the read out and broke my spirit when she said,
 
   “You only did 8.6 kilometres Karen, not very good at all for someone your age!”
 
   Not very good! I had absolutely busted a gut, I had pushed myself beyond belief and all she says is “not very good” I was absolutely shattered.
 
   “Up you get girl, time for a run.”
 
   I was still panting heavily, I was absolutely knackered, and I could not believe what I was hearing. She had to be joking! I doubted I could walk to the door let alone go for a run.
 
   “Please Miss Sandra can I have a moment to catch my breath.”
 
   “How dare you question me Karen, get over to that bench press, lie down and drop you tights NOW!”
 
   Miss Sandra scared me into action and with great trepidation I took up the position. All I asked for was breather, a chance to recover and now I had to receive a thrashing, it wasn’t fair! First she gave me some light taps with the tawse as she lined up her mark. It sent a shiver of fear through every fibre of my body; I was so tense I could have snapped. As I heard the tawse whistle through the air I gritted my teeth and prepared for the worse. There was an explosion of leather on flesh as the two tails bit into my buttocks.
 
   “Ahhhh!” 
 
   This was much harder than the earlier strokes and I screamed like a banshee. It was really too much after the gruelling workout I had been through and I knew now what a horse felt like to be whipped as it ran down the home straight. I received 5 more absolute belters, with the last two on the upper thighs of each leg. Through a haze of intense agony I murmured my apologies for daring to question Miss Sandra.
 
   “Are you ready for your run NOW Karen?”
 
   The way she emphasized the word now there was no way I was going to question her again.
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
   “Pull those tights up and follow me. Keep up now!”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
   Miss Sandra was very fit and was still fresh unlike me. She set a brisk pace. I was struggling to keep up from the word go. To add to my discomfort I was running in public in my hot pink fluoro sports uniform. I had to endure the stares of a number of people out and about. It was something I just could never get used to, I felt so incredibly embarrassed. We ran down to a nearby park. Miss Sandra sat on a park bench and then ordered me to run four laps of the park. Each lap was about 1 km.
 
   “If you hear this whistle Karen, it means I think you are slacking off and to run faster. Each whistle will also attract a stroke from the tawse when we get back, so go hard now!”
 
   It seemed I could hardly run more than 50 metres without hearing that goddamn whistle. I was struggling big time to do any more than a slow jog and it did not meet Miss Sandra’s approval. By the time I forced my way around that park four times I was an absolute wreck. I had never in my life exercised this hard before. Every muscle was aching and every breath was like fire on my lungs. Miss Sandra had blown her whistle 16 times by the time I collapsed over the finish line.
 
   “Karen, I am very disappointed in that display, that took you 33 minutes! You can be sure Jennifer will be hearing about this pathetic performance before the day is out. Now keep up as we run home.”
 
   I just could not keep up with Miss Sandra and fell a fair way behind. She was waiting for me at her front gate with hands on hips and a furious look on her face.
 
   “What took you so long Karen? You will be paying for this, inside NOW!”
 
   She led me back into the garage.
 
   “Standing to attention, hands on head, pants down.”
 
   I was left there for what seemed an age. The tiredness and soreness of my arms and legs was intense. Just keeping my hands on my head added to the aches I was feeling anyway through my shoulders and back. I just wanted to collapse on the floor there and then. I was so thirsty but could do nothing about it. There was a light breeze that came through the window and caressed my battered bottom making me more aware of the assault my butt cheeks had received. Finally I heard Miss Sandra walk in.
 
   “Right Karen, when I say keep up, I mean keep up! You made me wait at least 5 minutes for you! Simply not good enough! It must never, I repeat NEVER happen again. Understood?”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
   “See this?” She held up a bottle of Tabasco sauce, and my heart dropped.
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra.”
 
   “Guess where this is destined for Karen.”
 
   “Is it for my ‘little clitty’ Miss Sandra?”
 
   “That’s right; now start rubbing that little clitty of yours until it gets as hard as it can.”
 
   I began rubbing and in moments I had reached full erection.
 
   “It is fully erect Miss Sandra.”
 
   “Is that as big as it gets? The descriptor ‘little’ certainly fits. Put out your hand.”
 
   Miss Sandra couldn’t resist the jibe about my small clitty and then began pouring the Tabasco Sauce out, liberally covering my hand.
 
   “Begin rubbing it in.”
 
   At first I felt nothing and was rather enjoying this rare opportunity of being allowed to rub my ‘little clitty’. Soon it started to feel a little warm, then more warm, then a little hot, then hotter and after a couple of minutes it was a fire storm. The heat became so intense that it took me all my strength and courage not to run screaming for the bathroom to wash it off. I think I know what hellfire feels like now. 
 
   “Keep rubbing, don’t stop,” commanded Miss Sandra sharply as my hand began to falter.
 
   The erection quickly died as the heat increased, rubbing just made it a whole lot worse. As the sauce penetrated the testicles a new pain emerged, this was different and in fact much worse than on ‘little clitty’. I began moaning and squealing.
 
   “Stop the theatrics missy or we will go for another run!”
 
   The weird thing was my feet also began to feel hot; it was like a referred pain. At least this was getting my mind off my aching muscles from the workout. After several minutes of intense agony the pain finally started to settle down and my moaning ceased. This seemed to be Miss Sandra’s cue to say,
 
   “Hand out, time for some more.”
 
   This was so hard to take, I thought I had got through the worse of it but had to do it all over again. I dutifully held out my hand as she covered it in Tabasco Sauce. Once again it took a minute or two to kick in and I was right back in the hellfire that is a Tabasco marinated ‘little clitty’. This was so cruel, tears were streaming down my face and pretty soon I was crying. It was up there with one of the worst heat treatments I have had to endure. I wanted to call for the bush fire brigade to douse me in fire retardant. She left me standing there with hands on head, alone with my misery for about 20 minutes. Finally the heat had settled, it was still warm down there but at least it was bearable now. When I heard the door open and Miss Sandra return every muscle in body tensed up.
 
   “Back on to the bench press Karen, we have the 16 times I had to blow the whistle during your so called run to deal with.”
 
   This time she produced the multi strand, rubber tipped birch rod. While ‘little clitty’ was still warm my bottom had cooled down and I knew the pain would be similar to receiving the strokes on a cold rump.
 
   THWACK!
 
   The first stroke was just above the thighs and besides being a scorcher in its own merits it had the effect of reigniting the fire in ‘little clitty’. After four strokes I was in agony again and let out a pathetic sissy squeal. The heat in ‘little clitty’ increased threefold with each stroke. The birch rod is something out of this world for pain levels, especially when it wraps right around the thighs and delicate hips. 15 thin rubber tipped cane dcrods, each with its own murderous sting. On an already tortured bottom this was an agony indeed.
 
   “Quiet or I start again.”
 
   The strokes kept raining down, a couple of scorchers wrapped around the side, a few hit high up and others low down on the thigh area. I do not think they were going were Miss Sandra was aiming; it was a haphazard but very painful thrashing. I was squirming after each stroke and was feeling a total wreck by the end of it.
 
   “OK, perhaps next time I say quick time, you’ll know I mean quick time Karen, now off to the shower and get yourself dressed into your Muir Maid uniform to prepare dinner. You will find two T-bone steaks in the fridge, which I’d like grilled in the George Forman grill and I want them served with crispy garden salad, followed by a fresh fruit platter Karen. All the salad things and fruit you’ll find in the vegetable crisper.”
 
   It sounded absolutely wonderful, after all this exercise I was absolutely starving. Miss Sandra must have seen the look on my face and was quick to add.
 
   “Don’t think the steak is for you missy, Katerina is coming over to help me analyse your results and put together a personalized program for you over the next two weeks. You can have something to eat later but that is after I take advice from Katerina, part of the program involves working out a diet for you. Run along now!”
 
   As I made my way dejectedly to the shower, I vaguely remembered Dr Katerina’s Ph D had been in human nutrition. While they might feed me food that is good for me I was not confident of it being food that would taste good. From my experience with Miss Sandra and Dr Katerina before there was a good chance it would be disgusting! I was hoping the shower would wash away the effects of the Tabasco sauce but the dull residual heat remained, it would probably take a while before it disappeared all together.
 
   Dr Katerina had arrived while I was in the shower and as soon as I was out Miss Sandra ordered me to open a bottle of wine and serve the ladies. I would have killed for a glass of chilled sauvignon blanc, I was taken by the aroma of the wine as I poured the drink but drinking wine was certainly not an option tonight! 
 
   As I offered Dr Katerina a drink I greeted her,
 
   “Good evening Dr Katerina.”
 
   She kept me waiting a few minutes before taking the glass and did not even acknowledge my presence. So typical of the spoiled Nordic Princess I thought. Miss Sandra dismissed me saying,
 
   “We will have dinner in the dining room in 30 minutes Karen.”
 
   Before I scurried back to the kitchen I noticed Miss Sandra had her laptop open; they were obviously working on something together.
 
   I worked feverishly in the kitchen and managed to have the meal prepared and served with a few minutes to spare.  I returned to the kitchen and prepared a fruit salad of fresh summer fruits including mangoes, peaches, nectarines, plums, cherries and grapes. It looked delicious. I was absolutely famished, I had not eaten since breakfast and cooking dinner had only made my hunger worse. I knew I would not be allowed to eat until after the ladies had been served coffee but seeing this beautiful fresh luscious fruit was just too much and I couldn’t help myself and pinched a cherry. When I returned to the dining room later with the fruit salad platter. Dr Katerina asked,
 
   “Tell me Karen, how did you go with your fitness assessment today?”
 
   “It was very challenging Dr Katerina; every muscle is aching at the moment.”
 
   “What’s that stain on your teeth Karen?”
 
   “What stain Dr Katerina?”
 
   “Come closer and open your mouth.”
 
   I did as I was told.
 
   “I think she has been eating cherries without permission Sandra. Have you eaten some of the cherries Karen?”
 
   “I just had one Dr Katerina.”
 
   Miss Sandra then exploded.
 
   “How DARE YOU Karen! Stealing food from my table! I am texting Jennifer right away. Go fetch the Cod Liver Oil, the Tabasco Sauce four of those small red chilli’s in the fridge, a knife, bowl and the chopping board and return here immediately!”
 
   Miss Sandra just put the fear of God into me, how could I have been so stupid? How could I think that I could get away with eating the cherry? What would Mistress do to me when She heard I had been stealing? I was done for. My heart was beating hard and I was sweating with nervous apprehension. I was terrified as I quickly gathered the list of ingredients and returned to the ladies. 
 
   “Put that tray down there Karen,” screeched Miss Sandra as she stood up. I did as I was bade as she drew back her hand and let fly. 
 
   Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap! Slap!
 
   She gave me six extremely hard slaps, three on each cheek. My head swayed back and forth like a rag doll. I was shell-shocked; it really knocked the wind out of me and stung sharply. Tears were welling from the pain and shame of a face slapping.
 
   “I am absolutely disgusted in you Karen, this takes the cake! Stealing food off my table! Committing a crime in my household while under my care! Give me the Cod Liver Oil.”
 
   She poured about 50ml into a glass.
 
   “Now swish that around in your mouth and do not swallow.”
 
   She then lifted up my dress and pulled down my panties. While the face slapping had been going on Dr Katerina had chopped up the small red chillies and mixed them with a generous serve of Tabasco Sauce in a small bowl.
 
   “Would you like to do the honours Kat?”
 
   “Love to Sandra.”
 
   Dr Katerina had donned a rubber glove and doused her hand in the evil looking mixture. I was absolutely petrified, there was still a dull heat from earlier in the day and I did not think I could possibly withstand another dose especially one that had extra chillies. She began massaging my little clitty with all the skill of someone experienced in the erotic arts; my little clitty became hard in an instant. But the pleasure was short lived as the burning heat kicked in. When I was forced to apply the Tabasco earlier I quickly became soft again but Dr Katerina’s ministrations were keeping me hard. It made the pain twice as intense as before. More blood flow equals more pain. Sweat began pouring off my forehead; I was gritting my teeth in agony. I wanted to scream but I had a mouth full of the damned Cod Liver Oil. I could feel the heat in my feet and toes, I wanted to jump around, I wanted to douse myself in ice, I wanted to escape this misery. It went on and on though. Dr Katerina applied the Tabasco Sauce mixture again, reigniting and taking my pain to a new level. Miss Sandra had left the room for a moment and then returned.
 
   CRACK!
 
   Without warning I felt the sting of the cane on my upper thighs. It forced me to swallow the Cod Liver Oil and I gave out a moan.
 
   “I did not give you permission to swallow girl!”
 
   CRACK!
 
   She swiftly delivered another stroke on the top of my thighs. Miss Sandra poured another shot of Cod Liver Oil and made me hold it in my mouth.
 
   “Give her another dose of Tabasco mixture Kat for that!”
 
   Dr Katerina made sure I was fully erect before applying the Tabasco Sauce and sending me into a daze of heat induced pain.
 
   CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
 
   Miss Sandra continued to lay on the strokes of the cane and I tried hard to remain still throughout the punishment. I was in a miasma of heat and pain; the burning was so intense I did not think I could take any more. I felt my head starting to spin. At last I was ordered to swallow the Cod Liver Oil and before being sent away to do the dishes Miss Sandra said,
 
   “You can forget about eating anything tonight missy after that disgraceful display of greed and theft you will be going to bed hungry!”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra, sorry Miss Sandra.”
 
   I trotted off dejectedly back to the kitchen. I tried to concentrate on the task at hand but it was misery with a burning little clitty, a thrashed pair of thighs and the horrible after taste in my mouth. My hunger seemed worse knowing it would be breakfast before food passed these lips again. It would be the last time I would ever be able to look at a cheery much less enjoy eating one! Once I washed up and cleaned the kitchen I was called into the lounge room. 
 
   “Right Karen, Kat and I have been working on your schedule and your diet for the next two weeks. After the incident with the stealing of the cherry we have been forced to make some changes to your diet, which we do not think you are going to appreciate. Hopefully it will not interfere with your dietary requirements needed for such a heavy workout schedule. However, we shall be monitoring your performance closely and 
 
   you can be assured that all the food we have chosen for you will be good for you and highly nutritious. As far as you should be concerned food is fuel and nothing more. There is no reason why you should have any pleasure from it. This is Boot Camp after all. Kat is going to read your diet Rules. You will be given a copy and be expected to know the Rules off by heart in the morning. You’ll be allowed to take my bike to the grocery store and get your supplies for the next two weeks; you will not have a chance to go out for groceries again while you are in Boot Camp. You will only buy what is on the shopping list Kat gives you. Nothing extra at all! Tell her the diet for the next two weeks Kat.”
 
   “First Karen your only drink is water, no coffee, tea, milk or of course soft drinks or alcohol. You must drink three litres of water a day, no more and no less. Breakfast each day will be 12 prunes and 6 boiled egg whites for protein.”
 
   Did she know prunes were my most disliked food? I wondered if she had been in touch with Mistress.
 
   “Breakfast is all about fibre and protein Karen and lunch is about carbohydrates. After breakfast you will brush your teeth and then have 50ml of Cod Liver Oil. No water is to be drunk for two hours after that to ensure the flavour stays with you. Tonight you will cook up 14 serves of pasta and put into containers with a small can of sardines mixed in with each serve. These will be frozen. At lunch you will give them no more than two minutes in the microwave and they are to be eaten thawed or not.”
 
   Sardines were another thing I absolutely hated. The smell alone was enough to make me dry retch.
 
   “Dinner is about protein and vegetables. Jennifer tells us you like a mixture of boiled to death squash and eggplants with offal mixed in. That sounds perfect! Again you will be cooking up two weeks’ worth and freezing it tonight.”
 
   This was going to be an absolute misery. Was there no end to their cruelty?
 
   “Snacks will consist of sliced carrots and any amount of fruit chosen from the list of allowed fruits. You’ll note, no cherries. 
 
   Miss Sandra then spoke up.
 
   “I have evaluated your fitness levels Karen and in order to reach my goal for your fitness levels I have come up with the following timetable for the next two weeks. It’s gruelling but necessary if we are going to whip you into shape in such a short space of time, so this is how it is going to happen, each day:
 
   5:25 a.m…Rise and shine, dress and toilet.
 
   5:30 a.m…15 minute warm up before morning run
 
   6:30 a.m…Cold shower then dress for chores– we’ve heard brilliant things about the benefits of freezing cold baths and showers and we’re keen to try it out! 
 
   6.50 a.m…Prepare Miss Sandra’s breakfast
 
   7:10 a.m…Serve Miss Sandra then have your own light breakfast, followed by clean up kitchen
 
   8:00 a.m…Gym session with Miss Sandra- Muscular strength and endurance
 
   9:30 a.m…Morning chores 
 
   12:00 p.m...Zumba dance fitness workout
 
   1:00 p.m…Rest 
 
   1.30pm. ..,,Lunch 
 
   2:30 p.m…Afternoon chores
 
   4:30 p.m…Exercise bike and cardio fitness
 
   5:00 p.m…Afternoon run and tepid shower
 
   6:00 p.m. ..Prepare dinner for Miss Sandra and eat your dinner
 
   7:00 p.m…Evening chores
 
   8:30 p.m…Pilates with Miss Sandra
 
   9.30 pm. ..Free time
 
   10:00 p.m…Daily evaluation and punishments for any demerits earned
 
   11:00 p.m. ..Shower then bed.”
 
   She then handed me a copy of my schedule.
 
   “I suggest you learn that off by heart Karen, I expect you to know where you should be at any minute of the day. Here is you shopping list and a backpack you can now ride to the grocery store, it is open until 10 pm so I suggest you hurry if you want to eat for the next 2 weeks. On your return you will prepare your food for the next two weeks and then you may go to bed. Kat and I do not want to be disturbed again so I will see you in the morning. Oh and do not forget to wear this pedometer on your run in the morning, it allows me to measure how much effort you have put in.”
 
   “Yes Miss Sandra. Goodnight Miss Sandra, Good night Dr Katerina.”
 
   I rode to the store with a heavy heart. The schedule looked absolutely gruelling. I was a wreck after struggling to complete a half a day of her fitness assessment let alone surviving two weeks of Sissy Boot Camp! When I wasn’t training I would be doing chores and if I knew Miss Sandra the chores would be no walk in the park either! To top it all off I was being put on one of the most miserable diets imaginable. I would be ‘encouraged’ to exercise harder with the tawse, punished for slightest failings and worked like a dog in between. Oh how I longed to be back in the care of my Mistress. She was strict but she wasn’t cruel like these two vixens. Then again when She hears I have been stealing food heaven knows what will be in store for me then. I was all a twitter worrying about the future. How was I ever going to get through Sissy Boot Camp?
 
    
 
   The End
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The Masquerade Party
 
   By Sissy Karen and Mrs Birch
 
    
 
   “This is it here Karen on the left, slow down now.”
 
   My heart fluttered with anticipation as I gently slowed the car and turned off the highway. We’d set out early that morning and although the drive had been miraculously uneventful considering the three vixens were in the car too, it had been enjoyable and tinged with a sense of adventure. The ladies chatted happily most of the way and largely left me to drive in peace. 
 
   Not far after I’d turned onto the dirt road I was forced to stop in front of a huge set of wrought iron gates. Beyond the gates I could see a winding gravel road lined with ancient peppercorns and fragrant jacarandas leading to the most magnificent country homestead I had ever seen. It was breathtaking. Mistress had told us a little about the place on the way and according to Her, it had been built in the 1800’s in the colonial style of the time and gazing at it now made me feel like we’d stepped back in time. One could easily imagine a horse drawn carriage pulling to a halt on the circular drive to allow finely dressed ladies with parasols and fans to alight in front of the grand house. The sudden opening of the gates startled me out of my reverie and the ladies laughed at my reaction. 
 
   “Don’t worry Karen, the gates aren’t haunted, they operate by solar power and are motion sensitive. Drive on.” 
 
   “Yes Mistress, thank goodness for that!” I proceeded through the gates feeling quite silly.  
 
   I drove slowly through the grounds savouring every detail of that glorious sight. It was a hot summer day and the heady fragrance of the surrounding rose gardens mingled with eucalypt wafted in through the open car windows causing me to feel quite dreamy as we made our approach. As we drove closer to the house I could see the deep shady wrap around veranda hung with wisteria vine and edged with purple agapanthus in full bloom. Off to the side of the house were two large buildings, one of which was the stables where the submissives and maids would be sleeping. I knew this from what Mistress had told me during the drive. She’d also warned me that the other building was originally an old cell, but still complete with iron shackles and bars. Apparently this is where prisoners were once held on route to the local jail while their police escorts rested inside the homestead. The place at one time had been an old inn and from the look of it, it had retained much of its former glory. The house grounds were well manicured and shaded by huge Moreton Bay Figs and Monkey Puzzle trees under which nestled garden benches for the residents to sit and wile away lazy summer afternoons. The surrounding paddocks were lush and dotted with fat white sheep and frolicking lambs and it was easy to tell where the river ran from the line of shady gum trees that hugged it’s banks as it meandered its way through the property. Now and then large stands of native gums could be seen, and in the shade of one lot of trees several horses stood resting in the midday heat, their tails swishing lazily at flies. 
 
   We’d arrived for the Masquerade party that Mistress had been invited to by Her friend Ms Alexandria, who also happened to own this property. Apparently it was a BYO slave, sissy or submissive soiree but unfortunately, the three vixens were friends of the Lady of the manor, and also invited to attend, much to my chagrin. As none of the three had subs or maids of their own Mistress kindly volunteered my services, which meant I would be attending all four ladies throughout the party. That thought didn’t enthuse me terribly.
 
   As we pulled up a tall, striking woman in her mid forties come out of the house to greet us. She epitomized country life dressed in fitted denim jeans, baby pink chequered blouse and RM Williams riding boots. So this was Ms Alexandria. There was an aloofness about her as she strode casually toward the car. Close behind trotted a prim looking maid dressed in typical black and white French maids uniform. Maid Fifi I presumed. I let Mistress out of the car along with the other three and stood patiently while the ladies embraced and exchanged pleasantries for a few minutes before turning their attention to me. 
 
   “Karen, where are your manners?”
 
   I curtsied immediately to Ms Alexandria and greeted her as pleasantly as I could. Out of the corner of my eye I noticed Fifi curtseying for Mistress. 
 
   “So, your Mistress told me all about the fun you had with the marbles and pegs game Karen.”
 
   My ‘olde worlde’ mood quelled instantly as the woman with eyes as cool as a calm sea reminded me of that horrible day. ‘Fun’ was hardly a word I would have used to describe the incident. In fact it had been the most excruciating ‘game’ I had ever played! Since that day I had been plagued with nightmares about balancing marbles on the back of my hands while reliving each moment of the ladies placing pegs all over me in an attempt to make me drop the marbles. It had been an ordeal to say the least! The ladies laughed, which was bad enough but what really grated was that so did Fifi! Of course I did not express my disdain. 
 
   “Yes Ms Alexandria.”
 
   “That’s good Karen because we have some more games planned for tonight which I’m sure you’ll love.”
 
   I did not like the sound of that and immediately felt a shiver of fear shimmy up my spine. Just then I heard Fifi speak for the first time. 
 
   “Welcome Mrs Birch.”
 
   “Greetings Fifi.” Mistress then turned to me and smiled pleasantly, “Karen, say hello to Maid Fifi.” I greeted Fifi as amiably as I could but I couldn’t help noticing a slight haughtiness about her, which caused a little uneasiness in me.
 
   “Fifi, Karen is here to help out, so while we catch up with your Mistress, I will put you in charge of Karen. If she doesn’t do what you ask please report to me immediately.  And don’t be afraid to work her hard, she’s used to it.”
 
   Somehow I sensed that Fifi needed no encouragement on that score.
 
    
“Yes Mrs Birch, certainly Mrs Birch.”
 
   Fifi’s smarmy attitude made me feel sick.
 
   “Before we go inside let me show you ladies my new colt.”
 
   “That would be lovely Alex. We’d love to see him.” The ladies left us and strolled off toward the stables leaving me alone with Fifi. Once their backs were turned Fifi turned to me, puffed up her chest, took a deep breath and cocked her head slightly.
 
   “Fetch your Mistress’s bags and come with me. I’ll show you which rooms they’ll be sleeping in.”
 
   “Yes Fifi.”
 
   Gone was the smarmy attitude. Fifi instantly turned into another person completely once the ladies were out of earshot. From pleasant, humble sissy maid she quickly transformed into a bossy little bitch!
 
   “Firstly Karen, your Mistress has put me in charge of you so you will address me as Miss Fifi!”
 
   She was up herself big time! I wanted to give her a ‘Miss Fifi’. But I just swallowed my anger and meekly replied,
 
   “Yes Miss Fifi.”
 
   “Now after you take the bags inside and unpack your Mistress’s clothes and hang them up for her, you will help me erect the marquee. After that we have to wash down the outdoor furniture that we are going to use for tonight. You will be responsible for cleaning the chairs and tables, and then putting the tablecloths and chair covers on once they are dry. “
 
   “Yes Miss Fifi.”
 
   Her tone was quite annoying and I was getting my back up well and truly. “Follow me,” she snapped and flounced off toward the house with me in tow laden down with bag and baggage belonging to the four ladies. 
 
   Later, after I’d unpacked Mistress’s gear and left the other three lots of bags in an adjacent guestroom, I presented myself to Madame Fifi who I found out back supervising two very handsome young males unloading what I assumed was the marquee from the back of a truck. Fifi was barking orders, snapping fingers and generally behaving like Lady Muck! “Right you two, I want that over there, and the chairs unloaded over here, the tables you can put under that tree….” She was obviously in her element right now with a clipboard in hand and marking off God only knew what. “Thank heavens Karen, you certainly took your time. Well you’re just in time to get cracking, so you can make a start on the marquee, that’s it over there,” she said pointing at the large white lump laying on the ground. 
 
   I groaned inwardly. This was going to be a long day…
 
   And indeed it was. It took quite a bit of effort to get that marquee erected and although my tent erecting skills weren’t bad it still took quite a bit of effort to manage the task. But what made the exercise a whole lot less fun, was the fact that I was subjected to a continual barrage from Miss Fifi as she barked out orders, while fully asserting her temporary authority over me throughout the entire operation. 
 
   “Hold this! Stand there! Fetch the rope! Tie the rope! NOT like that – like THIS! Pull tight, hammer in the pegs.”  There was no please or thank you, just bossy commands and I soon tired of her. But to add salt to the wound all through the setting up of the marquee she went on and on about how wonderful her Mistress was and how much of an honour it was to be her number one sissy. How she had selected Fifi from dozens of other candidates.  Apparently she chose Fifi because she was such a perfect sissy. Fifi bragged that she was an expert in anticipating her Mistress’s needs and knew what needed to be done without her Mistress even asking. I was soon getting mighty tired of hearing her brag and had reached the end of my tether already after just a couple of hours!
 
   Some time during the exercise the ladies strolled by after their visit to see the colt and popped their heads in to see how we were progressing and wouldn’t you know it, Fifi turned straight back into the demure, subservient sissy we met earlier in the day while her Mistress was around! But as soon as the ladies were out of earshot again Madame Fifi was straight back into the combination of bragging and barking orders. I ended up doing most of the physical work of erecting the marquee myself while Fifi stood by directing operations. 
 
    “Right, you can hammer in the pegs on the other 16 ropes, make sure it’s all secure, then you can start cleaning the chairs and tables. I will be back in an hour and if it’s not done and done perfectly, I will report you to my Mistress as well as your own. Last time we had a visiting sissy her Mistress let my Mistress allow me to give her 12 strokes of the oak paddle, so you better get that little sissy butt to work now!”
 
   She was really getting to me now but I swallowed my anger and replied,
 
   “Yes Miss Fifi.”
 
   I could just imagine how much pleasure Fifi would get from thrashing my butt and was hoping like hell that scenario would never eventuate. Never had I met a more conceited sissy! I was glad when she returned to the house and left me alone to make a start on washing down the furniture. 
 
   About an hour or so later Fifi returned to inspect my work. She looked over every single chair, making a big show out of it. Picking chairs up, looking underneath and examining each with a fine tooth comb. 
 
   “What’s this Karen?
 
   She pointed to the back leg of a chair. It looked clean to me.
 
   “What’s what?”
 
   “This mark right here on the leg of this chair!”
 
   “I don’t see any mark.”
 
   Fifi rubbed her finger over the alleged mark and presented her finger to me, which also looked clean.
 
   “I am going to have to report this to my Mistress.”
 
   “What? That’s ridiculous. There wasn’t a mark and you know it.”
 
   “How dare you question me, you’re in big trouble now sissy. You have just made this a whole lot worse. Follow me at once!”
 
   With that she marched back up to house with me in tow, I was fuming but too scared to disobey.  As we stepped onto the veranda, Fifi pointed to a spot close to the wall.
 
   “Wait there girl with your nose to the wall and don’t you move.”
 
   I was fuming but did as I was told and it was not long before she returned with both Mistress and Ms Alexandra. It was the voice of my Mistress I heard first.
 
   “Karen, I put Fifi in charge of you and I expected you to do whatever she asked to help prepare for the party. I expected you to do so. You did not. You will have to be punished!”
 
   “Yes Mistress.” I meekly replied.
 
   Ms Alexandria piped in,
 
   “Fifi’s very handy with the oak paddle Jennifer; I’m sure she’ll be glad to do the honours.”
 
   “What a good idea Alex. Seeing it was Fifi that Karen disobeyed, I think it highly fitting that Fifi punishes her!”
 
   I looked at Fifi and saw a broad, smug smile develop across her face.
 
   “That is of course if Fifi is kind enough to deliver the punishment, let us hear your apology Karen and ask Fifi if she would be kind enough to give you 12 strokes of the oak paddle.”
 
   This was too much! The bitch set me up and now I had to ask her if she would be ‘kind enough’ to give me a belting, I felt like screaming and it took all my self control to bottle up how I was feeling, but one look at Mistress’s face told me I must swallow my pride and accept the consequences.
 
   “Please forgive me Miss Fifi for disobeying you and questioning you. Would you be kind enough to deliver 12 strokes of the oak paddle as my punishment?”
 
   “Since you asked so nicely Karen, how can I refuse?”
 
   Her voice was dripping with sarcasm and I knew she was delighting at the prospect of walloping me.
 
   There was an oak paddle hanging from a hook on the wall beside the front door. When I had arrived I thought it was a decoration but was about to learn it was more than just a decoration.
 
   “Drop you panties and bend over sissy, hands on the chair.”
 
   Fifi was over the moon, not only did she get to give me a thrashing but also she had an audience with Mistress and Ms Alexandria watching. Fifi grabbed the paddle and started lining up the first stroke.
 
   “Stick that tush of yours out sissy.”
 
   My feelings towards Fifi were running red-hot as she said that. Her voice was dripping with mockery. She gave me a few taps with the paddle on my butt cheeks and added,
 
   “Further out sissy, bend more this instant before Mistress awards penalty strokes!”
 
   Oh the bitch! She had to say that. Ms Alexandria had a good laugh and Mistress responded.
 
   “Great idea Fifi, give her 6 extra.”
 
   “18 strokes it is!”
 
   I could see Mistress in my peripheral vision as I bent over and tried to get Fifi out of my mind, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Then I heard an almighty THWACK!
 
   She got me right in the centre of the buttocks; it felt like a punch and slap at the same time and a microsecond later my world was awash with pain. I didn’t want another stroke let alone 17 more!
 
   “Not bad Fifi.”
 
   Not bad was high praise coming from Mistress, my pain was real. Fifi proceeded to mix up the next 17 strokes. All were solid strokes but a few were exceptional scorchers. Each stroke had me gasping both from pain and humiliation; I fought back the urge to cry out as I did not want to give Fifi the pleasure of hearing my sissy shrieks, and therefore knowing how much the punishment was actually hurting. I also thought that if Mistress heard me shrieking more than if She was delivering the punishment it might be construed as being disrespectful to Her. I managed to stay relatively quiet up until the 8th stroke. Then the 9th caught the side of my left cheek and I couldn’t help giving out a loud shriek; I wanted to clutch my side, to give it some relief but fought the urge with a mighty effort for I knew it was not allowed. This stroke hurt the most and continued to cause considerable pain for the next hour or so. The strokes that followed also hurt massively but that one on the side was the killer. Throughout the thrashing Fifi kept barking at me to keep my legs straight, stop my sissy snivelling and to stick my bum further out. She only let up as she delivered each stroke. After the 18th stroke Mistress said,
 
   “Job well done Fifi.”
 
   “Thank you Mrs Birch.”
 
   The smug self-satisfied grin on her face was enough to make me feel violently ill!
 
   “You know what to say to Fifi Karen, I shouldn’t have to remind you.”
 
   Not more strokes I thought and I quickly said,
 
   “Thank you Miss Fifi for delivering that effective punishment, I promise never to disobey you again.”
 
   “It’s not just your disobedience that was for Karen.”
 
   Damned Fifi! She was trying to get me into even further trouble, my mind was still scrambled after the thrashing, and I tried desperately to remember what else I was accused of. I hesitated as I tried to recall. Mistress then said,
 
   “You better remember Karen and tell Fifi or there will be more. You’ve got to the count of 5. 1…2…3…4”
 
   Just then I remembered.
 
   “Being disobedient and questioning you Miss Fifi.”
 
   “Lucky for you Karen.”
 
   The relief I felt was enormous.
 
   As soon as it was over the ladies began chatting about something totally unrelated, and went straight back inside as if the matter meant nothing at all, leaving me alone again with Fifi who then charged me with the task of setting up the bar. “Come with me,” she ordered and turned and headed back to the marquee. Under strict instructions and with blazing bottom I set up the table inside the marquee, prepared tubs full of ice ready for the drinks to go in, arranged glasses and cutlery, and then had to make several trips back and forth from the house to bring down the various boxes of drinks for the party. We toiled away throughout the afternoon and I must admit, despite Madame Fifi’s pomposity, I did begin to enjoy myself. I was in sissy heaven providing that oak paddle remained out of sight. Once the mammoth task of setting up was completed Fifi took me to the old servants quarters at the back of the rear courtyard to shower and dress for the evening. But I wasn’t too impressed when she showed me the shower. It was an outdoor variety attached to a rainwater tank so I knew that whatever temperature the water was inside that tank, it was going to be the same temperature coming out worse luck. To boot, I would be showering naked, in full view of anyone who entered the courtyard, or cared to look out of any window from the house that overlooked the back courtyard! It could have been worse I supposed, it could have been winter… 
 
   I retrieved my belongings and after a brief but brisk shower was allowed to use the servant’s quarters to prepare myself for the party. Mistress wanted me dressed in my black and white French Maid’s outfit for the party which was a nice change. Just as I was finishing dressing Fifi barged in and demanded a uniform inspection – if you please! 
 
   “We can’t have you going out there looking like a yard boy now can we?” she snapped haughtily. Thankfully I passed muster much to her obvious annoyance so no more oak paddle for the time being. 
 
   “Now Karen, the guests will be arriving any minute so I want you to stand at the entrance of the marquee with a tray of drinks. You’ll offer each newly arrived Mistress a drink and you must address her as Ma’am. You will point her submissive to where the bar is and from that point each submissive must look after their own Mistress. After all the guests have arrived and each has a drink, you will then be in charge of canapés which you will serve the Mistresses before they sit for my Mistress’s welcome speech. You are not to give any submissive or maid a drink, they only get a drink if their Mistress allows. The canapés will be brought out from the kitchen for you when they are ready to serve, so all you have to do is pick up the tray from the bar and serve.
 
   “Yes Miss Fifi.”
 
   “You will know more of what you are in for later when Mistress gives her speech. Now the guests should be arriving any minute, so you can go over to the bar and grab a tray of drinks that I have prepared, then get into position.” 
 
   “Yes Miss Fifi.”
 
   I could hear cars arriving and female voices as the first guests arrived and I waited patiently at my post. Before long a masked Amazon of a woman provocatively dressed in a tightly laced corset, black PVC shorts and thigh high boots headed toward me. She held a leash, which was attached to the collar of her slave who followed at a respectful distance behind her. Apart from the leather collar, he was dressed only in tight black skimpy shorts with matching wristbands. It was obvious that he spent many hours working out and together they made an impressive sight. Fifi, behaving more like an event co-coordinator, intercepted the Amazonian Mistress and after exchanging a few words with her I heard the Mistress say,
 
   “Right, you may put him to good use until I’m ready for him.” 
 
   Fifi curtsied to her before taking her slave’s leash and led him away toward the spit roast. I offered his Amazonian Mistress a drink as she entered the marquee and was relieved to see Mistress arrive with Ms Alexandria, but not so relieved to see the three vixens with them. I dutifully handed drinks to the ladies before they swept past me grand style into the marquee. 
 
   “You will have to look after that Mistress as well as your own now that her slave is busy,” announced Fifi as she came back into the marquee. As if I didn’t have enough Mistresses to look after already! Why couldn’t she look after her…
 
   The other guests were arriving in droves now and their submissives were either put to work under Fifi’s instructions or waiting on their Mistresses. Fifi was in her element. Despatching one lot of slaves to help attend the suckling pig and take care of hot food coming from the kitchen, another lot to attend the bar and another lot she rounded up and immediately put to work in the kitchen. The rest of the slaves and maids were instructed to attend the growing number of partygoers inside the marquee. It was exciting and all around me the air buzzed with merriment as the party went into full swing. The last rays of the sun cast a warm glow over the courtyard and the trees adorned with fairy lights, swayed gently in the soft breeze causing the lights to bob and twinkle. I loved being a part of it. When the arrivals had slowed to a trickle I guessed it was time for me to hand out canapés so made my way into the marquee. Inside it was like a scene from the Arabian Nights. The room was a sea of dazzling masks obscuring the faces of the mingling Mistresses; themselves attended by slaves and servants. The scene was surreal to say the least. Among the animated crowd I saw one male slave on all fours providing a living chair for his elegant Mistress as she sat on his back chatting happily to a small group, apparently oblivious to his discomfort. Elsewhere a petite sissy maid was brushing her Mistress’s hair as she sat deep in conversation with another who was having her foot massaged. Other submissives were fetching drinks or just waiting patiently behind their Mistress, one kneeling in front of his Mistress with his nose to the ground and bum in the air, while she rested one foot on his back. The atmosphere was buzzing as the Mistress’s mingled. I was making my way through the crowd with the plate of canapés when I heard, 
 
   “Three champagnes Karen, now!” 
 
   It was Miss Sandra, and she was looking mighty haughty even with her face hidden under a layer of feathers! I scurried off to get drinks for the three vixens before they decided I needed a touch of the oak paddle too! 
 
   Miss Sandra snapping fingers at me reminded me that I had 5 Mistresses to attend to and I was now on edge for the next half an hour, having to run around making sure they all had a steady flow of drinks. That was as well as attending to my duty to walk around with a tray of canapés. At last it was time for the guests to be seated. Mistress and the Misses Katerina, Sandra, Jacqueline and the Amazon all sat at the same table, which was a blessing. 
 
   As the guests were seating themselves Ms Alexandra took the podium and tapped the mic.
 
   “Greetings everyone… Can I have some quiet please for a moment.”
 
   It took a few moments for the din to subside.
 
   “I’d like to welcome you all to my annual Mistress’s Masquerade party and may I say how wonderful you all look in your masks ladies; you all look sensational as usual!”
 
   There was a round of applause and moderate cheering from the partygoers.
 
   “The entrée’s are ready to be served, so in a minute I want all the submissives to line up at the table at the back of the marquee in orderly fashion, collect an entree and a glass of wine for your Mistress, and then serve it to her. There is a choice of Steamed Scampi or Roast Muscovy Duck. Submissives, it is your duty to find out which your Mistress prefers and fetch it for her. So once you know you may line up and collect your entrees.  After your Mistress has finished eating you will then be required to collect empty plates and cutlery and return them to the back table. After the entrée and before our barbeque we shall have the first lot of entertainment for the evening. So everyone, enjoy!”
 
   The room sprang to life as sissies and slaves took orders and scurried off to the back table to collect entrées and wine. Frustratingly, and I’m not naming names, a few at my table were undecided and by the time I got to the line I was pretty well last. By the time I finally had everyone eating, most of the other Mistresses were finishing and having their plates cleared away. 
 
   Ms Alexandria took to the podium again soon after the entrees were finished and called everyone’s attention. “Ok everyone, I hope you are all ready for some fun? Now, this time I want sissies and slaves to form two lines in front of me. Sissies this side, and slaves this side.” As she spoke I felt a forceful pain in my lower back propelling me forward toward the line up. I turned to see Mistress pushing me forward to take my place in the line up much to my horror. The look on her face told me that there was no choice.  “You are now facing your partner for the Dance Off,” called Ms Alexandria. “…there will be points for first, second and third place awarded to the Mistresses whose subs find themselves in the final three top spots.”
 
   The slave standing opposite me was an older guy about 50. He was lean and strong and all his body hair had been removed. He was only wearing a pair of tight fitting shorts.  I felt extremely reticent about having to dance with a man; it was a humiliation I had not experienced before.
 
   “Spread out couples and embrace your partner.”
 
   We moved to the other side of the dance area and took up the traditional waltz hold, holding one hand together and the other on each other’s back. My partner soon slid his hand to my buttock and I felt suitably nervous. He looked at me and smiled. It was a weird feeling and quite new to me. The looks on the other submissives faces were mixed. Some of the sissies looked excited while others looked frightened. Most of the male slaves looked a bit repulsed by the idea except for my partner who was all smiles. Ms Alexandria continued.
 
   “I would like to invite Mistress Rose up to be our judge.”
 
   There was big cheer for Mistress Rose who was making her way to the podium to join Ms Alexandria. She was dressed in a red Chong Sam with a golden dragon embroidered on the back. Her jet black hair was tied back into a long pony tail and she carried a riding crop in her hand. Her mask hid her face but even that did not hide the fact that she was a picture of Imperial authority.
 
   “The first round will be a waltz and 6 of the 12 couples will be eliminated. Mistress Rose will give a tap on the leg with her riding crop to any couple she indicates eliminated.”
 
   An audible groan could be heard from the dancers and I suspect like me, most had probably only done the waltz a couple of times during their life at best, and for me one of those times included being a guest at a wedding after more than a few drinks had been consumed. More to the point I had never taken the female role before. Too bad, it was too late. The music began and we took our first tentative steps. Fortunately my partner was a lot more experienced and soon began navigating me around the ‘dance floor’ quite successfully. Surprisingly I began to enjoy myself and imagined I was a damsel that had been swept off her feet. I saw Mistress Rose approach the couple next to us and land a vicious swipe of the riding crop on the calf muscle of the male slave and he actually fell to the ground, pulling his sissy partner down with him. She sprawled forward giving everyone a good look at her frilly panties. There was a cheer from the audience and a round of laughter. This shook me out of my reverie and I refocussed on the dance. This was serious. My partner seemed to be enjoying it too and had now begun giving my bottom a little squeeze now and then which completely horrified me. I was feeling violated but was too scared to say anything. He spiralled me round dipping me high and lo, artfully dodging Mistress Rose and her nasty crop. Throughout the dance five more couples felt the wrath of Mistress’s Rose riding crop and were promptly eliminated. Sometimes she struck the male slave and sometimes the sissy so I knew it could be either of us to get the stroke. I breathed a sigh of relief when the music stopped and realised we had progressed to the next round.
 
   “OK couples the next dance is the tango. Four couples will be eliminated. Remember couples the tango is the dance of love, so we want to see plenty of passion!”
 
   There was another round of hoots and laughter from the watching Mistresses and the music began again. My partner took a hold of me in the classic tango position and immediately swept me backwards across the open dance area before I knew what was happening. He was really getting into it. The way he looked into my eyes as we danced, with his face so close to mine made me feel thoroughly squeamish. We whirled and twirled our way through the song and stayed well out of reach of Mistress Rose’s crop but as the last note of the song finished my partner forced himself upon me, thrust me dramatically over his bent knee and held me still in a passionate embrace for his grand finale. This was new ground for me and I felt truly repulsed, shocked as well as horrified. When he released me I regained my composure, and there was cheering and wolf whistles from the crowd. I saw Miss Sandra and Jacqueline laughing hysterically and pointing at me. I felt extremely embarrassed. We had survived the culling process again and had made it to the final round.
 
   To my surprise there were just two couples left and we were one of them.
 
   “OK the last round is rock and roll dancing. Let’s see you shake rattle and roll!” called Ms Alexandria. “Music please!”
 
   The song began and it was indeed ‘Shake Rattle and Roll’ and my partner soon had me swinging in and out and doing loops under his arm. We were really scooting along. The other couple looked good as well. Mistress Rose was circling watching, waiting to pounce… In the last chorus of the song, tragedy struck. My partner went in for a vigorous twirl and I lost my balance, which sent me plummeting into a Mistress sitting close to the dance floor. I ended up in the over the knee spanking position across her lap. The laughter from the audience was deafening. I received a couple of slaps on the butt and was told to get up. The other couple was declared the winner and points were awarded to the Mistress’s for first, second and third. I was pleased to be able to earn points for Mistress, even if only for 2nd place. 
 
   “Well that was fun, are we having fun yet?” laughed Ms Alexandria who was quite the hostess. “I have been told that our wonderful roast is ready for carving so again, sissies and slaves its time to take your place at the back of the marquee, take a plate for your Mistress and proceed to the spit roast outside. You’ll serve your Mistress her meal then proceed to the bar to collect the wine for her meal. OK?”
 
   As soon as she finished talking I had to endure some teasing from the ladies at the table.
 
   “I think that slave likes you Karen, you better be careful!” said Dr Katerina
 
   “Oh, now that is sweet Karen, a boyfriend!” taunted Miss Sandra in a schoolgirl voice.
 
   “I think you enjoyed that passionate embrace Karen!” said Mistress.
 
   “I didn’t Mistress, honest it was awful.”
 
   “You didn’t put up much resistance Karen.”
 
   I flushed bright red with embarrassment and dared not disagree with Mistress.
 
   “Did you get his number Karen?” Miss Jacqueline asked in a mocking tone.
 
   “No Miss Jacqueline.”
 
   This was so humiliating but the ladies thought it was a real hoot. The teasing and laughter went on long after I fetched their main courses and served them. 
 
   Toward the end of the meal Ms Alexandria took to the podium to speak to the partygoers again.
 
   “Ah Mistresses, now its time for some real fun and games, and what better way to work off an excellent meal than a pony ride!”
 
   A bit of a cheer went up from the crowd and I felt confused. Surely they wouldn’t be riding at night? It was pitch black beyond the floodlit courtyard and most likely dangerous I felt. 
 
   “Right Mistresses, those who are entering ponies in the next race please have them line up outside in the mounting yard ready for saddling and mounting. Listen up ponies, you will be required to carry your Mistresses the full length of the obstacle course without setting her down until the course is completed. The winner will be the first Mistress over the line whose pony has carried her all the way without losing her. 
 
   That caused a great stir and I soon got the idea of what was going on when various Mistresses began despatching their slave ‘ponies’ to the ‘mounting yard’ outdoors. Mercifully Mistress did not volunteer me as a ‘pony!’ Outside slaves were already being fitted with all manner of leather straps and stirrups and various bits of harness. Mistresses were milling about and issuing orders, some were preparing to mount while others were already in position atop their ponies but struggling to hold steady after a few too many wines. 
 
   “Ok everyone listen up,” called Ms Alexandria. “ The course is clearly marked out but I warn you it won’t be easy. The first part of the course is marked out by pink ribbons, which you’ll need to follow out of the courtyard, and then down around the stables until you reach the first lot of hurdles. The hurdles are a series of poles resting on top of straw bales, which you’ll need to step over. You will be disqualified if you knock any poles off the bales or lose your rider. Then once past the hurdles you’ll see a slalom of witch’s hats to negotiate. Anyone whose had too much to drink might find this section interesting! But don’t worry about that section being in the dark, the witch’s hats glow in the dark so you won’t lose your way!” 
 
   The happy crowd sent up a cheer at Ms Alexandria’s last remark and there was much banter to follow. “Once through the slalom there will be three more ‘jumps’ to negotiate before you reach the mud pit. Yes that’s right folks, you heard right – the MUD pit! So ponies, be EXTRA CAREFUL THROUGH THE MUD PIT won’t you! Wouldn’t want to see you lose your Mistress here now!” This comment brought a huge round of laughter and I was certainly glad to be a spectator! 
 
   “OK, ponies and riders to the line please,” called Ms Alexandria which sparked a convergence towards the starting line causing a grand old melee. After a further 10 minutes or so of riderless ponies jostling and cajoling, riders mounting or repositioning, several spills, crops flying, Mistresses cursing, finally the race was ready for kick off. 
 
   “GO!” yelled Ms Alexandria and they were off! The spectators let out a cheer as the ponies and riders headed off at the trot towards the entrance of the courtyard. The sight was hilarious to say the least. All I could see was a sea of black clad feminine bottoms jiggling up and down on the bare backs of the slave ponies as the pack converged upon the courtyard entrance en masse, causing chaos in those early moments. Unfortunately some ponies lost their mounts and were immediately disqualified. But for the rest who remained safely upright they continued on into the night egged on by the cheering crowd. Well the ladies riding the slaves looked like they were having the time of their life but worked their slaves hard. They were hooting and hollering as they clung on for dear life. Boots were digging hard into flanks and crops were flying as they flogged their pony mounts around the crazy obstacle course in the dark.  I guessed that more than a few ponies would have well striped rumps by the end of it, as some of the Mistresses were being especially enthusiastic with their crops. I cheered along with everyone, and enjoyed the race immensely! Along the way more were disqualified at the jumps, some losing their Mistresses at the slalom and those who were left were about to hit the mud patch. But no sooner than they reached it, no sooner did they begin to fall! It was hysterical! Ponies were slipping and sliding, Mistresses cursing and flogging for all they were worth, understandably fearful of being dumped in the swill. Nevertheless, unhappy Mistresses were being dumped all over the place and I sent a little prayer of gratitude skyward for my extreme luck in not being a participant of that race! Imagine dumping Mrs Birch in the mud! It didn’t bare thinking about…
 
   Unfortunately the race was declared a complete washout, as no pony was able to hold his Mistress successfully to the end. That made for many striped bums after the race… The Mistresses decided that all ponies had to be subjected to a public flogging for their poor efforts before the next course!
 
   Each had to line up at the podium, bend over when it was his turn and receive a stroke from each rider of whatever implement the rider happened to have handy. It was hilarious and I was more than grateful that I was not among those ponies!
 
   After the public flogging was completed, and the empty dessert plates cleared away the party really went into full swing. There were many disciplinary highlights throughout the night including a little caning competition much to the dismay of the subs whose bums were used for the competition. I was kept busy running around after my 4 Mistresses now that the Amazon’s slave was returned to her. 
 
   Ms Alexandra took the microphone again and quieted the crowd for one final announcement.
 
   “Ok everyone, it’s time for the final event of the night which I know you are really going to love. It’s a good old-fashioned game of quoits! So for any Mistresses who wish to enter please send forward your participant to line up here in front of me. As you can see I have these traditional rope quoits here so it’s going to be loads of fun.” 
 
   “Now it’s a game of quoits but with a slight difference ladies. The ‘peg’ which you will attempt to encircle with this lovely quoit is your sub’s willy.”
 
   There was a roar of laughter from the Mistresses and groans of shock and horror from the subs. This was a humiliation nightmare for all us subs. Having to expose our ‘little clitties’ and willies for the whole party to see. The smaller of us amongst the subs were especially terrified. But there was also the very real fear of a quoit landing on the testicles. This could get nasty. 
 
   “Subs, you may have 15 seconds to manipulate your willy to a state of erection after which you’ll put hands on head and thrust your loins forward while your Mistress takes aim. Now, naturally there are rules so listen up subs. Any sub who lifts their feet off the ground or hands off head throughout the game will be caned by Mistress Rose and then disqualified. The penalty is six strokes, so be warned!”
 
   Mistress Rose gave a rapid air swing and the swooshing sound made me feel weak in the sphincter. This was getting worse by the second, pain atop pain again!
 
   “The only exception is to jerk your willy to maintain an erection. BUT you will first have to obtain permission from me to do so – UNDERSTOOD? This will be done in the following fashion. You will call out PERMISSION TO WANK PLEASE MS ALEXANDRIA? When I grant you permission you may do so for 15 seconds until your willy is hard again, then you must place hands immediately back on your head and thrust out your loins ready to catch a quoit.”
 
   “Mistresses- The aim of the game is to land the quoits on your sub’s willy. The winner will be whoever lands the most quoits by the end of the game. We’ll be keeping time and tally. In the event of a tied race we’ll have a play off. Ready everyone? Let the Quoits begin! Subs - DISROBE!”
 
   The line of sissies and slaves immediately began to disrobe until we stood side-by-side, naked as jaybirds lined up before our Mistresses.  
 
   “HANDS ON WILLIES!” called Ms Alexandria and in unison a dozen hands went straight onto willies. 
 
   “Mistresses face your subs and prepare to throw!” 
 
   “Subs - as soon as your willies are hard, its hands on head and feet planted firmly on the ground, NOW RUB FOR YOUR LIVES!!”
 
   All of a sudden a dozen hands were furiously jerking away as Mistresses stood in a line several feet away in front of them taking aim. One by one hands flew to heads and hips were thrust forward and the first quoit was airborne. Immediately the crowd began cheering and laughing as more quoits were flung and landed heavily. Mistresses could be heard cursing and cussing and ordering subs to “GET THAT WILLY HARD!” One slave’s quoit hit him in the tummy causing him to gasp as he thrust his hips trying unsuccessfully to catch the quoit. A second found its mark but the look on the slave’s face when the ice-cold quoit landed was one of complete shock. He gritted his teeth and took the pain bravely. Another’s hit him square in the testicles and he dropped to the ground. He was instantly rewarded with 6 strokes of the cane from Mistress Rose and disqualified. 
 
   I felt so embarrassed by the complete humiliation of the event that I was completely overcome with performance anxiety and my ‘little clitty’ had shrivelled up to a nub. To make matters worse it was Miss Jacqueline facing me, not Mistress. “KAREN GET THAT CLITTY ERECT OR I’LL BEAT THE DAYLIGHTS OUT OF YOU!” The crowd went into hysterics about that and I desperately tried to oblige. When finally I was half way there Miss Jacqueline flung the first quoit at me. It missed me altogether but the second landed in just the right spot and I caught it. But the cold was a shock to the system. I gasped and let out a little sissy shriek. I knew they had been soaking in ice water and should have expected it but it was super heavy as well as wet and cold and I could feel ‘little clitty start to soften. I deliberately thought arousing thoughts, of kneeling before Mistress giving her a foot rub and ‘little clitty’ sprang back to life. I think the fact that I have had so many ice panties punishments had helped me to tolerate the cold. But the sheer weight of the rope quoits was another challenge. Soaked in water the rope had become quite heavy, and I had to bend backwards just to prevent it falling. 
 
   The game was in full flight and there were lots of thuds to be heard as wet quoits collided with flesh followed by groans from the subs and cheers from the crowd. It was sheer mayhem. Quoits were flying left right and centre and more than once I felt the heavy thud of some other Mistress’s bad aim. A lot of the subs tried too hard to catch their quoits and moved their feet resulting in a subsequent sixer from Mistress Rose. The worst throw by far was a direct hit to my testicles from an unknown source. I saw it coming out of the corner of my eye but could do nothing about it as I was trying to catch one coming from Miss Jacqueline. When the stray quoit hit it was absolute agony and I soon found out it was impossible to keep your hands on your head and your feet still at moments like that just to avoid a sixer. My knees buckled on impact and I went down like a lead balloon. I put my hand down to prevent myself from falling and was immediately disqualified. Mistress Rose was over in a flash and landed 6 cuts on my bare bum.  
 
   I limped out of line in disgrace and collected my clothes and headed off to get myself dressed.  
 
   At this stage 4 subs remained. At first I didn’t recognise her without clothes, so it took a minute or two to realise that there on the end of the line was Fifi – looking very reticent I might add. 
 
   Facing her was the Amazon, looking very menacing indeed. 
 
   “Hands on cockette Fifi - now!” demanded the Amazon looking very frustrated indeed.
 
   Fifi was starting to go pink in the cheeks, her brow was furrowed and she looked extremely upset. I couldn’t help but allow my eyes to drop towards her crotch and there between her legs was the smallest ‘cockette’ you ever did see! There was a break out of laughter all round. There was no way a quoit would be able to stay on it. 
 
   “Get that cockette hard this instant Fifi or you will regret this very much!”
 
   “It is fully hard already Mistress,” replied Fifi, barely whispering.
 
   Even more laughter now! The other sissies and slaves were enjoying this too. Fifi had been bossing us around all night like she was the Queen of Sheba. Now she was turning bright crimson and tears started to run down her cheeks from the intense humiliation she was must have been feeling. She was getting her comeuppance beautifully. I thought I was small but this was freakishly small. 
 
   “Looks like your going to need a miracle Mistress,” called someone from the audience, which sent the whole crowd into paroxysms of laughter. 
 
   Fifi jerked vigorously at her ‘cockette’ but it grew no bigger than barely two inches fully erect. Unfazed the Amazon simply launched her quoit at Fifi’s wee willie winkie. Fifi tried desperately to catch the quoit but it was useless. It simply hit the spot and slid helplessly to the ground. That elicited a mighty cheer from the crowd. We all thought this was priceless. He really was too small to be able to catch the rope quoit even with the perfect shot! The Amazon Mistress simply gave up and frisbeed the last three quoits at Fifi, knowing she couldn’t score, so she decided to have some fun. One thudded into his stomach; one just above his willy and the third was a bullseye right in the knackers! Fifi was bawling now and after the last quoit collapsed on the ground. Mistress Rose was over in a flash and ready to apply 6 well deserved strokes to Fifi’s pert little behind. 
 
   “Get up at once Fifi!” demanded Ms Alexandria from the podium, clearly embarrassed. 
 
   Fifi stood up gingerly.
 
   “By the reaction of the subs here Fifi, it makes me think someone might have been a bit of a bossy boots today.”
 
   There was a huge round of laughter from the partygoers and a nervous murmur of agreement from the subs.
 
   “No Mistress, I was just doing my job, honestly.”
 
   “Hmmm I’m not too sure about that. Right, lets have you bent over then. Hands on knees ready for 6 of Mistress Rose’s cane.”
 
   Fifi looked mortified as she bent over. I caught her eye as she lent forward and the look on her face was priceless. The first stroke landed and she leapt skyward, shrieking blue murder causing a round of laughter from the crowd. The second cut landed and she leapt straight out of position and clutched her bum cheeks. Tears were streaming down her face as her Mistress ordered her straight back into position. She was making a spectacle of herself and the crowd absolutely loved every minute. Before the third stroke landed she shot me a haunted look and for a fleeting moment I almost felt sorry for her. But then I remembered how woefully she’d lorded it over me from the moment I arrived, and I put that thought right out of my head. Fifi fully deserved this 100%. 
 
    
 
   She shrieked and howled her way through the next 3 strokes and jumped up to clutch her bum after each one landed. Mistress Rose had a terrible time trying to get her back into position for the next stroke. It was a disgraceful display! As soon as it was over, she snatched her clothes and ran from the tent in a flood of tears, leaving the room convulsing with laughter and cheering her as she made her retreat.  
 
    
 
   What a fitting way to end Fifi’s little game I thought… 
 
    
 
   The party resumed and I was kept busy serving the four ladies and providing many foot rubs after visits to the dance floor. It was somewhere around dawn when the party finally fizzled out and we were allowed to make our way through to the stables. By the time I reached my bedroll, I collapsed with sheer exhaustion. It had been one crazy night and one that I’d never forget. I drifted off to sleep wondering if I’d have the pleasure of Fifi’s company the next day…
 
    
 
   Sissy Karen’saga is continued in Volume 8, A Movie Matinee
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Ancient Methods - Modern Aids
 
 
   Part 3
 
   
By Steve Forsythe
 
   Whilst this is an accurate historical account and review of modern methods that are used, Mrs Birch does not endorse that you practice any of these methods. Effects vary between individuals and can be quite severe.
 
   
Continued from Part 2
 
    
 
   
  
 

Nettling
 
   I think the following extract from a Victorian Ladies Diary most adequately captures the concept of nettling.
 
   "This is one of my favourite treatments, since it is open to a great deal of formality and ritual. This prolongs the anticipation and fear of the punishment ahead and enhances the effects. In the USA and most of Europe wild nettles are abundant and freely available.Their versatility is legendary as an instrument of punishment and as an effective deterrent to the deplorable habit of self-abuse by young Gentlemen. Their persuasive manner may first be employed as a simple 'switching' with a stout nettle on hands or naked genitals. Should this have no lasting effect then there are many more severe treatments that can be employed. 
 
   Let me describe to you the application of what I would describe as the ultimate sanction for the young Gentleman who would appear to be totally incorrigible. After Breakfast the male should be given a large garden basket and invited to join you for a leisurely stroll in nearby fields or woods where wild stinging nettles are known to grow. He will quickly realise that his disgusting act has been discovered and that he is to be 'nettled', thus his torment begins as he cuts and gathers the plants for his own demise. Supervise him to make sure he selects fresh, strongly growing nettles. Let him use gloves at this stage. 
 
   The Small Nettle or Burning Nettle (Urtica urens) is a native of Europe that has spread widely as a weed elsewhere in the world (including N America), especially on warm, sandy soils. It is a much smaller plant but packs a far greater punch, probably because it has a denser covering of the stinging hairs. It may also be cultivated for year round use! Certainly it is worth going to the trouble of finding this species, as did the good Governesses of the Victorian era who were most concerned about the moral well-being of their charges.
 
    
 
   Since the nettles are being collected for their stinging properties, make sure you check he only collects those that have a sufficiency of stinging hairs. These are the long, bristle-like hairs, which should stand out clearly from the shorter, softer, non-stinging hairs. Plants with well-developed purple pigment in the stems (a response to higher light levels) tend to have more stinging hairs than those plants which remain green. 
 
   Nettles are best selected in spring when their stinging properties are most fiery. Make sure he does not bruise or damage the leaves as this will reduce their effectiveness. Keep them in a vase of water so they remain fresh. 
 
   The remainder of the day he should spend either performing menial chores or writing lines. 
 
   Then, at the end of the day, instruct him to strip the nettle leaves from their stalks using his bare hands and pack the leaves into two sailcloth 'Mittens' and two other small calico bags, all equipped with drawstrings around their tops.
 
 
   After Dinner, invite him to join you in the punishment room and deliver a thorough thrashing on both his hands and his bare buttocks using a Lochgelly tawse, before ordering him to stand in the corner of the room, hands on head. Visit him occasionally to deliver reminders of his obnoxious habits using one of your longest and whippiest canes. Leave him for at least thirty minutes before ordering him to fetch the bags of nettles and the remaining leaves and bring them to his bedroom.
 
   Have him strip the bed completely and place an old flannel sheet upon the bedstead. Supervise him closely and apply the cane as necessary. By this time he will be trembling uncontrollably as you now start to lay the surplus nettles on the centre of the flannel sheet. Gently and calmly motion him to lie face up, upon the bed. It will be with great trepidation that he lies atop the carefully laid out nettles. Make sure they were placed with the underside of the leaf pointing upwards. Now fasten his wrists and ankles to the bed frame. He will already be wriggling and gasping as the nettles rekindle the fire in his buttocks. 
 
    
 
   Now tie him securely to the bed frame. (For serious offenders I might suggest a sound spanking of the penis at this stage before we commence the nettling. Either a ruler or a small, but very stiff leather strap, are most suitable. The strap should be about one inch wide and up to a quarter of an inch thick. Layer the entire shaft with a copious number of strokes from tip to base, and on all sides, with a strong focus on the sensitive knob. I would not stop until at least a hundred strokes have been administered.) 
 
   With thick gloved hands, leather gardening gloves are ideal, to protect you from the nettles, place your finger and thumb firmly on his pubis and with firm strokes to the penis shaft from the other bring him to full erection. He may gasp in excitement and struggle to push his pelvis forward and up to meet your tantalising fingers but there is to be no release - only pain will follow and he must know it. His legs will tremble as he wriggles on his seat of torment. 
 
   Using two of the thicker stalks as a simple splint for his penis, bind them in place with butcher's string thus ensuring that the nettles will have the whole shaft to work upon. The mitts are placed on his hands and he will start to flail them about as the stinging begins. 
 
   Next the penis bag is put in place and secured firmly to the base of his twitching member by the draw string. The squeals and pleas for clemency will begin but must go totally unheeded.... he WILL learn!  
 
   The final bag encloses his tight, pretty hair-free testicles. Smile at him and kiss him goodnight on the forehead, making sure you totally ignore his pleading, tear-filled eyes. Leave the room as his cries start to echo around the room and move to the far end of the house so as not to be disturbed by his agonised shrieks. 
 
   For repeat offenders one can insert a furled leaf into the urethra, making sure it is furled with the hairs on the leaf's underside outwards. Or you might even form a gauze tube stuffed with leaves to be inserted into his anus! This is exceptionally severe!" 
 
 
   The Results: 
 
   This treatment lasts by far the longest period of time! Prickling and sharp stinging begin almost immediately, and will continue at a fairly even intensity for almost four hours. 
 
   
Yes he MUST learn.... no more unnatural acts!
 
   Nowadays, in addition to these old and trusted remedies we have a wide range of pre-prepared balms and salves. The most severe of these is probably the Ralgex Stick.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Ralgex Stick
 
   This used to be available in the United Kingdom only but sadly I believe it has been removed from the market in tube form and now only available as an ointment. In the United States you may have to settle for lesser alternatives such as Ben-Gay, Icy-Hot or Deep Heat Liquid. I used to keep a Ralgex stick for My husband, David. It looked rather like a deodorant stick, which made it ideal as a travelling companion as it easily slipped into My hand bag. Better still, a few little smears around the exposed glans was all it took to develop paroxysms of pain in any offending male. It was the perfect antidote to naughty males who liked to fondle their naughty Williams. It was a pleasure to provide such pain to a disobedient male with a Ralgex stick and amusement (to Me) with such minor physical activity. 
 
   Of course I could gain even greater effects by pressing harder as I swirled the foul smelling stick up and down a penis, around and around the knob, up and down, up and down and all around the shaft. It would take a few minutes for the pain to build up during which time I could watch with amusement, as the face of the recipient male initially relaxed as he felt there may be no pain. Then it gradually began to contort as the pain slowly waxed forth until after eight minutes or so he would begin writhing and screaming, much to My delight, in agony. 
 
   Restraint was to be advised. A good modern aid for this is plastic wrap. Round and around I'd build up layer after layer around his torso with his arms secured against his chest. Then I'd leave him to writhe on the floor, totally unable to free himself from his bonds as the Ralgex burned angrily through his willy for an hour or so. 
 
   For a more complete punishment session, after shaving around the pubic region to open the pores of the skin, which also makes any further punishment more effective, I'd apply a stringent smacking all over William, from root to head, especially the head, until red raw. 
 
   Now, before applying the Ralgex, I might melt the end of the stick over a candle or cigarette lighter. This trick was advised to Me by Lady Jane, an old acquaintance of Mine. This made the salve a lot thicker and stickier when applied and you'd get a much thicker application, which lasted much, much longer. If applied right the burning sensation could last over 24 hours. When this had been suitably applied to My satisfaction, I found it a good idea to also wrap William up in a bandage or plastic wrap to keep the heat in. I might also slip a pair of rubber pants on after the Ralgex. After 24 hours of this I bet no male would want to touch his William for a long, long time.  
 
   A second punishment that I find of interest is to put the male into nappies and diapers for a long period. My old friend Mistress Jane advises Me to ensure that for the previous 24 hours or longer the nappy has been soaked in starch so it is as stiff as a board. This can be very effective against a well-spanked and sore backside as well as William. 
 
   Or just as nasty, She advises to ensure the whole of the starched nappy is covered in stinging nettles to cover his backside and William before pinning up and applying rubber pants. This She again assures causes extreme, long term pain and discomfort for very little effort on the Lady's part.
 
   TabascoTM Sauce 
 
   Available around the world this is a quick and easy alternative to the traditional pepper and chilli potions. Simply secure the culprit and apply a liberal dose of the Tabasco Sauce onto a piece of cotton wool. This may be applied roughly and liberally to the naughty organ. Several coats may be applied. It takes just a couple of minutes before the male is screaming for release. Indeed a gag may be required to quieten him down. Greater intensity of pain can be obtained by squeezing his little William at the end to open up the urethra. Then drop a few drops (use an eyedropper) of the sauce into the opening. One has to be very careful with this procedure though and I do not recommend it. This will burn and irritate intensely for many hours. 
 
   
  
 

Iodine 
 
   A lovely tonic to rub into a well scratched or spanked William. A further tip from Lady Jane. 
 
   
  
 

Lemon Juice
 
   I read of this some time ago. The lemon juice is squirted down his urethra. Or you may apply it to gauze and then thread the gauze down the urethral opening. Squeeze William to empty out the juice where it will burn and smart intolerably. Again one would have to be very careful with this procedure. 
 
   
  
 

Chastity 
 
   Extended chastity is usually considered an essential measure in disciplining males and in character building. This is one area where we now have a far wider range of implements than ever existed in the past. 
 
   
  
 

A wonderful device for both curbing masturbation and lustful thoughts was a little bracelet patented in 1906. 
 
   The US Patent 826,377 lodged on 17 July 1906 in Atlanta Georgia by Raphael A. Sonn advised: 
 
   "The object of the invention is in a simple yet thoroughly effective and positive manner, without interference with the functions of nature or under normal conditions causing discomfort or pain, to prevent and cure the habit of self-abuse in males. Once positioned, it will be impossible to remove the appliance without great physical pain and possible mutilation. If removed it cannot be replaced without the key, so that detection will be inevitable." 
 
   A modern version of this wonderful device has  now been created by the Power [image: ]Exchange. This device is known as a Kali's Teeth Bracelet (KTB). This device is locked in place where it is virtually impossible to remove without the key. If the male starts to erect then the razor sharp teeth bite home and he soon screws his face up in agony until he can rid his mind of the lustful thoughts and his erection subsides! 
 
   A good site for reviewing the wide range of chastity belts available can be found at lockmeup.com. Here you can be directed to a range of sites selling chastity devices. Better still you can check out the reviews provided by other readers on the effectiveness, quality and buying experiences they have observed. 
 
   A particularly useful belt, if your male has to fly regularly is the CB2000. This is made of highly durable polycarbonate and has no metal parts. It is therefore not detected by airport security systems.
 
   Milking 

A male kept in chastity will require milking periodically in order to avoid wet dreams and any possible health effects created by a build-up of sperm. There is no requirement for the male to enjoy the pleasure of an orgasm. 
 
   
As one lady observed "The purpose of his William he must learn is for urination only. If it, or he, misbehave then it will also be the focus of a great deal of pain. He can service a Lady more than adequately without using his William. After all his focus in life is to be one of service to Ladies, not of self gratification!" 
 
   
It is quite possible to milk a male of his semen while totally denying him an orgasm or any sexual pleasure. Indeed the process may be recommended as it further adds to his frustration. The distraught look on any male's face when he has discharged without pleasure, knowing he is back into chastity for a protracted period afterwards is a joy to behold. Perhaps only equalled by the look on his face when he realises that he now has to consume the ejaculate, so as to not waste the protein! 
 
   
There are two techniques to be considered. 
 
   
The first technique is best used only by Ladies with medical training. It is referred to as prostate massage. It actually involves the prostate gland, the seminal vesicles, and the ampulla, which is the reservoir that actually holds the male sperm just prior to ejaculation. 
 
   
The prostate gland is a rounded lump about the size of a large marble. It is accessed via the rectum, where it can be felt as a rounded lump toward the front of the body and just about an index finger's length inside the rectum. The best way to find it from the rectum is to insert the middle finger, and slide it from just inside the rectum (on the front side) up and in until you feel it move over a lump. 
 
   
Just in back of (up from) the prostate is a smaller and roughly triangular wedge shaped nodule that is the bottom portion of the somewhat larger seminal vesicles, which is where most of the fluid of the ejaculate is produced and accumulated. Underneath the seminal vesicles are the ampulla. 
 
   
The seminal vesicles, ampulla and prostate can be emptied by massaging them. The middle finger or the middle finger and index finger together are used. The Lady must wear sterile surgical gloves and ensure they have been well lubricated. Firm, slow massage over the glands will empty the prostate without creating an orgasm. Ladies you may be delighted to see that in some instances the organ does not necessarily erect for ejaculation to occur! The look on the male's face is priceless when that occurs. He does not even get to enjoy the pleasure of an erection!

To limit any possibility of an orgasm and to ensure that there is not even the pleasurable sensation of fluid passing through the ejaculatory ducts and urethra, a plastic bag full of crushed ice may be packed around the penis and testicles. It is left for ten minutes before commencing the massage. Only when the milking is completed are the bags removed.
 
   
I would imagine the male requires securing for this process, as it is very hard for him to stay still when his genitals are being frozen! Naturally the male will not be at all pleased to be denied even the small amount of pleasure of the fluid passing through his numbed ejaculatory ducts! But I guess it is not his pleasure we are concerned with. 
 
   
A condom or spirit glass can be used to collect the ejaculate. At this point it is advised that the prostate massage is ended and the ejaculate fed to the male. 
 
   
While the prostate massage itself may be pleasurable, most men are unable to orgasm by the process. 
 
   
An easier method is to milk the penis whilst minimising stimulation. For this process I suggest taking the male to an area where there is no erotic stimulation. A smelly old diesel shed would do the trick. Don a pair of ugly rubber gloves and stand behind him. Instruct him to let you know the precise moment when he feels like he is going to ejaculate. Then reach around and roughly rub the penis. Just at the point of ejaculation, (and one has to watch closely) cease the stimulation. 
 
   
The ejaculate will then slowly dribble from his organ. Most males describe the feeling as rather like urinating. It is exceptionally frustrating for him to be brought so close to the edge, to watch the ejaculate ooze forth but experience no pleasurable sensations. 
 
   
The look of confusion on his face when he realises it is over without any pleasurable sensation is heart warming, to Me! Of course his predicament is heightened as if you catch the sperm and make him drink it down. Have a bucket of cold water with you and immediately make him wash down afterwards. 
 
   
The whole procedure is carried out in a very perfunctory and work-like fashion. It is a quick procedure and there is no build up to the occasion. A typical scenario may go something like this... 
 
     
 
   Quite simply he may be working on his chores when you'd announce "Up to the diesel shed." Then hurry him over to the shed. Order "Trousers down". Then quickly grasp his erect organ, jerk him off and catch the dribbles. You may then brusquely advise, "Right, pull your shorts up! Now clean yourself, drink up your mess and get back to work," The chore is finished! The whole episode, including the walk up to the dirty old diesel shed has taken less than five minutes! The look of frustration on his face will give you immense pleasure! 
 
   
This procedure is also very useful if performed shortly before a scheduled thrashing. 
 
   
In this instance the initial procedure is as above. However, about ten minutes after the 'event' the miscreant is escorted to the punishment room, stripped and secured for his thrashing. Believe Me, after a milking, his frustration is quite palpable. As a consequence the impact of the chosen implement is heightened considerably. His nerves are raw and tender and he suffers a far greater degree of pain. Since punishments are not meant to be a pleasurable affair I highly recommend that, if a severe thrashing is due and you are approaching a scheduled milking, you reserve the punishment until just after the milking. I promise you the results are well worthwhile. 
 
   
With regular milking, a male may be deprived of orgasmic release for long periods. A milking every six to twelve weeks is perhaps quite sufficient. 
 
   
A particularly effective way of increasing an orgasm-deprived male's sense of sexual frustration between milkings is to caress him to just short of orgasm, and then punish his William. This will serve to remind him of just who is in charge and the fact that his naughty William put him in this predicament! 
 
   Finish 
 
   


 
   
  
 



The Vegetable Patch
 
   Chapter 3
 
   By Steve Smith 
 
   
  
 

 The Corner Store
 
   Mrs Riley was very strict and she had given Steve more slipperings for contravening her rules than he cared to remember in the short time he had known her.  There was the ever-present threat of her thick leather strap, which she kept hanging on a hook in the woodshed.  It’s image never left his thoughts and ensured he remained civil and well mannered at all times when he visited her.  
 
    
 
   Even before encountering Mrs Riley Steve was curious about spanking.  Since his first trip across her lap he had started to think about being spanked more frequently.  The whole thing intrigued him and he wanted to experience receiving it from other ladies – young or old it didn’t matter to him.  It wasn’t the pain, it hurt a lot and he didn’t mind admitting he cried as a result.  What he liked about the experience was how he received attention and the closeness of the exchange it produced.  He really felt like someone cared about him.  
 
    
 
   Steve now regularly felt the need to be spanked.  If he saw a lady sitting on the bus he would try to imagine how it would be going over her lap?  How she would deal with him, would it be on the bare or over his shorts?  Mrs Riley and her niece gave it on the bare but how would another lady punish him?  He realised just how obsessed he had become with his thoughts when he found himself engineering ways to get a spanking.  What he did fail to realise was just how much it would take over his life later on.
 
    
 
   One such attempt at engineering a spanking occurred late one summer’s afternoon. Steve had to pick up a loaf of bread from Mrs White’s corner shop.
 
    
 
   Mrs White ran the shop by herself.  She was a matronly woman in her late fifties but physically quite imposing.  She was quite tall and solidly built.  She had worked a farm in the district most of her life so was quite used to heavy physical work.  She had recently taken over the shop to fund her retirement.  
 
    
 
   Mrs White displayed a dislike for children and youths of any age who came into her shop unescorted as she called it.  It was generally known if old Mrs White caught you stealing you would be in for it good!  The last time Steve had come into the shop she had told him how she had her eye on him.  It had unnerved him somewhat.  Nonetheless it didn’t stop him from thinking about how she would spank him if she caught him stealing from her.
 
    
 
   Some of the boys had been daring each other to steal from Mrs White and Steve thought maybe if he took up the dare he could let himself be caught, find out what it would be like to be punished by such a big woman and improve the way his mates viewed him.  He had been teased for weeks because of his attendance at Mrs Riley’s Sunday school classes with children half his age and he didn’t like it one bit.  Before it was he who did the teasing and that was how he wanted it!
 
    
 
   Steve’s problem was, if he was punished by Mrs White he would get another thrashing from Mrs Riley as they were friends and she would feel embarrassed that her ‘charge’ had to be disciplined by another lady. 
 
    
 
   As Steve approached the front door of the shop he resolved to steal the loaf of bread, allow Mrs White to catch him in the act and see what would happen.  He could always say he had lost the money for the bread and he didn’t want to return home empty handed.  Maybe she would accept his explanation, spank him and allow him to go home without telling Mrs Riley or his Mother.  It was a big maybe but worth the try he felt.
 
    
 
   Steve was just about to pull the wooden fly screen door open when he saw the sign indicating the shop was closed.  He tried the front door and found it locked.  He thought it was strange because old Mrs White was always open until 6pm every night and it was only 4pm.
 
    
 
   Curiosity got the better of Steve and he opened the side gate quietly and walked down the passage between the shop and the dividing fence keeping close to the wall.  About halfway down he saw a partially opened window.  The glass curtain was whipping in the breeze.  He thought it would prevent him from being seen from inside so he carefully peeped inside.  He saw the hulking form of Mrs White.  She was standing with her back to the window.  She was wearing her usual navy dress and full apron and her grey hair was swept hurriedly into a bun on top of her head.  She was bending over slightly and looking down.  He crouched lower and moved closer so he could see further into the room.  He heard her say forcefully, “Well I warned you what would happen should I catch you stealing from me and now boy you will find out that I am a woman of my word!”
 
    
 
   Steve looked on mesmerised as Mrs White swung her arm above her head.  In her hand uncurled a vicious looking strap split at the end.  It looked like a reptile’s tongue as it flicked in the air. It was the same as the one Mrs Riley had in the woodshed.  She brought it down sharply to her front and he heard a boy’s yelp in response.  She said, “I warned you boy, wriggle all you like, I have you now and you’ll not get away from me until I have dealt with you!”  
 
    
 
   Throwing caution to the wind Steve moved even closer to the window’s sill he could see Mrs Riley’s reflection in the mirror on the opposite wall.  He also saw the object of her attention it was a youth around the same age as him.  He was lying face down over the arm of the lounge.  His legs dangled on one side and his face was buried into the cushion on the other.  He was naked from the waist down.  His discarded shorts and under pants gathered around his ankles.  She held him firmly on the lounge’s arm with her free hand pressing down pinning him in place.  
 
    
 
   Steve heard the boy say through his tears, “I’m sorry pleaseee let me go the other boys put me up to it lady.  I wasn’t going to steal honest, pleaseee no more!”  She said, “I don’t care for your excuses.  I’ve only given you one and there is more to come.  You will serve as a warning to every naughty boy what happens if they steal from me.”  
 
    
 
   Mrs White brought back her arm again and the strap followed the same path as before quickly flicking across the boy’s bottom for the second time.  Steve recognised the boy’s voice, it was Tommy.  He was small for his age and a lot of the boys picked on him because of it.  Tommy screamed out in pain as the thick leather impacted against his skin.
 
    
 
   Mrs White said, “I promised I would give you a thrashing and that is exactly what you’re getting.  When I’m finished with you I’m going to lock you in my store room and ring your Mother to come over to collect you!”
 
    
 
   Whack!  The strap landed again this time across the back of Tommy’s thighs just under his bottom.  He was crying uncontrollably now, his arms were flaying about and his legs were kicking violently or as best they could whilst trapped by his shorts.  He said through his tears, “I’m sorry please, please I’ll never do it again!  Pleaseee let me go!”
 
    
 
   Mrs White struck the boy again and said, “So you finally admit it boy you stole from me didn’t you?  I’ll tan your bottom so you can’t sit down for lying!”  Tommy’s crying re-doubled in volume and his efforts to escape this big woman increased even though it was in vain.  Steve was certain from the way she laid into Tommy he wasn’t the first boy who she had dealt with in this manner and perhaps not the last.  Steve swallowed hard and thought this could have been me!  
 
    
 
   After administrating a total of a dozen strokes Mrs White straightened up and said, “Get dressed boy and when you’re done you’re coming with me!”  She grabbed his earlobe and squeezed tightly pulling him off the lounge and allowing him to fall onto the carpet at her feet.  
 
    
 
   Mrs White stood over him with her hands on her hips. “I can’t wait all day!” She bent over and lifted the boy to his feet.  She took a firm hold of his t- shirt at his shoulders and walked him briskly towards the shop without letting him pull his pants up.  His pants acted like a hobble causing him to stumble within a few steps.  Without stopping she bent slightly and lifted him up and secured him under her arm as if he was a sack of potatoes.  He had not ceased to cry.  Steve could plainly see the savage red welts left by the belt across Tommy’s bottom and upper legs.
 
    
 
   Steve quickly ran back down the side.  He couldn’t get over the thought - that could have been me!  Luckily he had the money and thought I’ll wait until Mrs White opens up, buy the bread and get home.  He felt sorry for Tommy but….better him than me!    
 
    
 
   Several minutes elapsed before the sign on the door was turned around and the door opened.  Mrs White filled the doorway as she smiled down at Steve while placing her meaty hands on her generous hips.  Her face was flushed and she was breathing heavily.  She said, “Stevie, what can I do for you today?”  He replied nervously, “Just a loaf of bread please Mrs White.”  She said, “I’m sorry you had to wait, I caught one of your friends stealing from me and I had to deal with him.  In fact he’s locked in my storeroom now whimpering after getting the strap.  It will be a while before he thinks of stealing or lying again you mark my words!  I don’t suppose you know anything about it?”  As she spoke she menacingly tapped the strap against her thigh.  He said empathically, “No, not me!”
 
    
 
   Mrs White reached out with her free hand and quickly took Steve by the wrist and pulled him into the shop.  She shut the door behind her, repositioned the sign while taking great care to ensure the door was locked.  
 
    
 
   Steve started to panic this was not the way he had planned it Mrs White had a firm hold of his wrist as she said menacingly, “I saw your reflection in the mirror, if you weren’t involved why were you looking in through the window Stevie, hmmm?” She virtually dragged him into her lounge room the scene of the last strapping.  He was already starting to shake in anticipation of what he felt sure would ensue.  She turned and sat down on the lounge.  It groaned under her weight as she rocked from side to side getting herself comfortable.  She still retained a hold of his wrist as she glared at him over the metal frames of her glasses. 
 
    
 
   Mrs White said, “Did you enjoy seeing how I deal with naughty boys Stevie?”  He looked down at the floor.  She said, “Stevie, Mrs Riley is a very good friend of mine.  She’s told me how she has been dealing with you.  I support her actions.  There should be more publicly spirited women like her.  Young boys like you require the application of a firm maternal hand to keep them in line otherwise they run wild like the boy in there.  Your friend got a good thrashing because I caught him stealing a comic and he lied about it.  Anyone who steals from me or lies gets the same!  Now tell me the truth, why were you peeping through my window?”  
 
    
 
   Steve stammered, “I was curious about why your shop was closed that was all.”  Mrs White squeezed his wrist harder and said, “Hmmm, is that all you were curious about my lad?”  He looked at her broad lap and then at the thick strap she still had in her hand.  His throat was dry.  He didn’t say anything just shook his head no.  
 
    
 
   Mrs White smirked and said, “Stevie, some boys your age get curious about a lot of things and they get into trouble because of it.  I think you were keeping a look out for that other boy while he stole from me.  I intent to give you a thrashing!”  He started to cry and the tears cascaded down his face.  He was scared but wasn’t this what he had wanted all along?  
 
    
 
   Mrs White continued, “I’ve seen you before.  And I have warned you I had my eye on you.”  Leaving the strap in her lap she placed her large hand under his chin and he felt how work hardened her hand was as she raised his face so he had to look her in the eye.  He must have blushed because the next thing she said, “I thought as much, you are basically a good boy Mrs Riley has told me as much.  But good boys sometimes stray under the influence of others.  As you have refused to admit your involvement with the other boy I’m prepared to believe you.  At the very least you deserve a tanning for peeping in through my window!  I’ll teach you to invade my privacy my lad!”  
 
    
 
   Steve shook his head again from side to side so quickly this time some of his tears flicked off onto Mrs White’s lap.  She pulled him closer to her knees and with a swift well-practised motion both his shorts and underpants were pulled to his knees and he went over her lap.
 
    
 
   Steve lay frozen on this big woman’s lap he could not believe what Mrs White had just said or done.  It was the words he had wanted to hear and he was in the place he wanted to be - was he imagining it, was it true?  With a quick jerk she positioned him so he lay wholly across her left thigh.  The next thing he felt was the weight of her right knee as it squeezed against the back of his calves trapping him in position.  She reached out and grabbed his right wrist and bent it up behind his back where she had previously placed his left.  Her hand was broad enough to capture both of his wrists at once. He was really scared now so much so he almost wet himself.
 
    
 
   Mrs White said, “Now I’m going to give you the tanning you deserve Stevie and its no use trying to get away”.  Perhaps to emphasis the point she moved her thigh up and down bouncing him several times.  She said, “It will be two dozen smacks with my hand and then half a dozen with my strap for you my lad”.  
 
    
 
   The spanking was completed as she had described.  It was delivered in a brisk methodical way – unhurried just as Mrs White had dealt with Tommy.  Steve found the strap was the worst thing he had ever experienced even worst than the slipper when Mrs Riley gave it to him at Sunday school!  During the spanking he couldn’t help but try and wriggle to avoid the impacts of both her hand and the strap.  Try as he might there was no way he could get away from her vice like grip he knew it but still struggled anyway.  After the second smack of her hand impacted on both of the cheeks of his bottom at once he had been reduced to howling like a baby.  
 
    
 
   Remarkably when it ended Steve felt good he felt like a weight had been lifted.  Mrs White let him lay exhausted across her knee until he stopped crying.  He felt the warmth of her body and the pleasant reassuring sensation of being helpless it created in him feelings he had not previously experienced.  She gently rubbed his reddened bottom.  His penis slowly became erect as he lay across her thigh.  He was embarrassed by this sensation and nervous of what might come from his involuntary response.  If she felt him she did not make any comment.    
 
    
 
   After several minutes Mrs White lifted him off her lap and smiling said, “There, you now know what happens to peeping Toms!  I was gentle with you.  The marks will go after a few days.  We can’t have your Mother getting curious about what you have been up to now can we?  Now get dress.”
 
    
 
   Steve left the shop after paying for the bread.  He also retained a greater respect of what Mrs White was capable of doing and the strange emotions she evoked in him.
 
    
 
   Tommy was very quiet the following day and Jimmy who was in his class said he couldn’t sit still at his desk all day.  The boys reckoned he had worms!  Steve knew better but didn’t let on what had happened.  
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Scottish Chalkdust Memory from Scotia…
 
    
 
   This chalkdust memory was kindly passed on to me some time ago by Scotia, the author of the Brady series, to include in the old Class6b Chronicles. I recently came across it when searching for something else and realised it had not been published. 
 
    
 
   I thought readers might enjoy reading a snippet from Scotia’s own childhood.
 
    
 
   
  
 

‘A Barber’s Tale’
 
    
 
   I had not long up from Primary to secondary School when one afternoon after school I was told to go and have my haircut. 
 
    
 
   In the barber’s shop there was a number of schoolboys, not all from the same school and a fight broke out involving three boys from different schools. 
 
    
 
   The barber (I do remember his name) put us all out of his shop and the three participants were barred from coming back to his shop. 
 
    
 
   I, of course, returned home without having my hair cut. Explanations were demanded (I won’t say requested) and the upshot was I was taken back to the barber’s shop to have my story confirmed. My Aunts seemed to get the impression that I had been barred from going back to the shop and so I was punished on the Sunday for being involved in something I had nothing to do with at all. Strict discipline can be most unfair on many occasions. 
 
    
 
   It was decided I should accompany one of my Aunts to a lady hairdresser to whom she went to frequently for a shampoo and set. This lady worked from home and she agreed to cut my hair when required. 
 
    
 
   I went with my Aunt, who, of course, was taken first. I sat in the lady’s parlour and got on with my homework or did some other set task. Usually I sat for over an hour before I was taken and my Aunt proceeded home. 
 
    
 
   Miss McFadyen could see me right home from her front window so there was no need for my Aunt to stay. I could be supervised as was required. 
 
    
 
   Obviously that first time Miss McFadyen had heard the whole story and as she started to cut my hair she said, “I hear from your Aunt that you have been in trouble with Mr ‘X’ due to a fight in his shop recently.”
 
    
 
   I had to admit that I had been in trouble and she knew I had been belted for my involvement. I told her I had not been actually fighting but had been ejected from the shop with the other boys. I had not been barred from going back.
 
    
 
   ‘That is not what your Aunt had to say on the matter. Tell me why you would be punished if you were not involved. And if you are not barred why are you here?” 
 
    
 
   I repeated what I had told her but she did not believe me and said that she would inform my Aunt I was telling lies. She did, and I was punished again. My Aunt, who had gone to the barber to get the fight story had got the wrong end of the stick. (A rather inept expression for me to use, as someone who felt the stick from time to time.) She firmly believed that I was involved and had been barred. (Honestly, that was not the case)
 
    
 
   Now that she knew my situation Miss McFadyen made a point of asking if I had been punished since I saw her last and if so, what for etc etc. 
 
    
 
   As she had also asked my Aunt much the same questions she was checking on what I had to say on the subject. 
 
    
 
   Now apart from Miss McFadyen knowing now what my situation actually was, the lady who was next to have her hair done was also very much in the picture. It never seemed to be the same lady either. So my ‘fame’ spread a bit. 
 
    
 
   I hated having my punishments discussed with my Aunt and then being questioned by Miss McFadyen afterwards on how many strokes and how often and had I had any other brushes with authority. 
 
    
 
   Miss McFadyen kept my hair reasonably short but one would think that a man would have sympathy and even empathy with a lad under female domination. Not so with my Uncle, who came home on leave every so often from his post abroad. My Uncle required my hair to be much shorter and to that end I went with him to Mr ‘X’ who knew exactly what my Uncle required for me. Hairline went up and the whole head of hair was much shorter. My Uncle was as much under the thumb as I was, well maybe not quite as much, but he still had his own ideas on boys and discipline for them (me). 
 
    
 
   I have not told you about after the Minister but I am still somewhat ashamed to go into the story. I was still punished after I came home from the RAF. Until I was married, in fact, and I was 27 then. 
 
    
 
   Anyway, the fact I had my hair cut by a woman was a source of amusement with other boys and girls and did not make the fact any the more acceptable to me. And when I had an extra short haircut that was also a cause for much ribbing. 
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 



Over Mum’s Knees
 
   By Jimmy Boy
 
    
 
   I knew I was in trouble when I turned to my first English Literature exam questions. I simply hadn't done the reading. I told mum I had, but I'd deceived her to get out of ‘homework’ time and I had planned to pump the class swot before school about the books we were supposed to have read. But just my luck. Pritchard was sick today. And now I was sick. Sick in my tummy, thinking about the consequences of what I had and had not done.
 
    
 
   If I don't have a good pass mark in every subject in my school report I can count on a long, hard hairbrush spanking from Mum at the very least. Oooh am I in for it now. Mum's going to tan my hide. I can't concentrate on any of the questions because I'm so lost in feeling sorry for myself and my soft lilly-white bottom cheeks.
 
    
 
   ‘What advice did McCawber give David Copperfield about money?’
 
   Aw, spend it, how would I know!
 
    
 
   ‘Why did Copperfield bite his stepfather?’
 
   A bit hungry wasn't he...
 
    
 
   What did his stepfather say was going to "bite" him?
 
   I haven't a clue and so it goes for the whole exam hour.
 
    
 
   I walk out to the playground in a total funk. "How'd you go?” and "easy wasn't it?" were just some of the kids conversation as I walked past them with tears in my eyes. I just wanted a place to hide from the world so I went into the toilets and wept.
 
   What am I going to do?
 
    
 
   This I know will happen. Mrs Munroe will mark the papers over the weekend, which means I'll get the cane for sure on Monday for failing the exam. It'll be a sixer for sure in the Headmistress's office. It’ll be the senior boys cane and cripes it's gunna hurt. She'll stripe me good I'll be bound. She can really lay on a dose of ‘cuts’, which is why I am sure she has the job, because all the parents want their boys to get plenty of ‘stick’ at school, and she doesn't shirk the task. Our school is a central school, meaning it goes from ‘bubs’ to Form 2. Every morning there will be a group of boys starting their school day lined up in the corridor outside her office waiting for the cane. They are paying the price for some infraction of the school rules the day before.
 
    
 
   It's the upper primary boys (grades 5 and 6) in first so we hear lots of crying when they emerge rubbing their bottoms for all they are worth after a dose from the junior cane. The senior cane is used on secondary boys like me. It has no crook handle and is a straight 2'10"wickedly bendy and swishy rattan that leaves weals on the bottie for well over a week.
 
    
 
   In her office there is a caning stool and when you go in you have to immediately bend over it. It stretches you up on your toes and even the loosest of pants are stretched to fit like a second skin. With my short pants they are fit to burst. She canes in no hurry and bends and swishes between each stroke or ‘cut’ as we boys call them. She lets us get ‘the full benefit’ of the stroke she has administered before applying the next cut. Because your bottom is positioned just so, high in the air, she has no difficulty in placing all the cuts in a 2" narrow band where bottom meets thighs. The soft, plump, fatty lower bum cheeks. The ‘right where you sit’ place. Crikey she makes that cane sting and smart! 
 
    
 
   As the term ends next Friday my form mistress will hand out the school report books for our parents to sign and then I am sunk. Mum has to sign it and I have to bring it back after our two week term holiday. I should tell Mum tonight that I am in trouble. I will have to 'fess up eventually, but she'll probably give me a spanking straight away and then when she gets a look at the report book next Friday I’ll get another spanking. Of course when it comes down to it when I get home I act like nothing bad has happened at all.” How did your exam go today Jimmy?"
 
    
 
   "Oh, ok Mum."
 
    
 
   "That's good dear…"
 
    
 
   THWACK…”AHHRRRROWWWWHHHRRHH! ”
 
    
 
   THWACK…”NNAAAHHHRRROOOOOOOOHHH,” I yell, and as the last of the six resounded around the office, and I desperately grabbed great handfuls of my gluteus maximus to hopelessly try to stem as much as possible the cane's sting and smart, my Headmistress grabbed my arm and marched me howling out of her office, past all of the primary classes, who watched our progress through their windows hearing me bawling my eyes out; and up the stairs and into my form 1B Monday morning classroom.
 
   I stood on the platform next to the Headmistress with both my hands back rubbing my bottom, tears coursing down my agonized face, and she addressed the class of boys and girls.
 
    
 
   "I want you all take a good look at this boy to see what you boys can expect if you think you can get away with failing your exams”. She then put me in the corner, and told the form teacher to make sure I stayed there until playtime. I was the class laughing stock from that day on, and there wasn't a schooldays that one of the kids didn't tease me about being a ‘blub’ and a sook.
 
   Mum could tell when I got home that I'd been in trouble, but aside from enquiring about how many strokes did I get, she offered no sympathy or any other interest. She would have if she had known then what she was about to find out when she opened my school report book it would have been a whole different story.
 
    
 
   As I lay face down on my bed with my hands down my pj's fingering the weals that decorated my bum cheeks, I sobbed again at the fate that had befallen me. My thoughts revolved around the caning I'd got. The shame I felt showing all the girls and boys that I was a ‘blub’ that couldn't take the ‘cuts’ like a man...The school report, the failed exam...what and when I'm going to tell Mum...and of course, THE HAIRBRUSH…I’ll get it Friday night or Saturday for sure...aww oh flippin’ heck I might get it twice...aw boo hoo sob sob...
 
    
 
   Each of the next four days was misery. Every time I sat my plum coloured stripes reminded me how hard the desk's seat was. Butterflies danced in my tummy as every nervous minute I couldn't help thinking about the spanking I had coming. Maybe it won't be so bad. I felt ok about Maths, Geography, French and Science, and English wasn't too bad. Just English Literature....
 
    
 
   It was worse than even I had thought at my most pessimistic. 
 
    
 
   Maths 57% - comment...Inattentive and lazy Geography 63% - Could do better... French 59% - Unsatisfactory… Science 54% - No aptitude… English 55% - Not enough effort and English Literature 2% - Has not done the work, most unsatisfactory from a lazy boy... Average 49% a fail
 
   
  
 

Headmistress's comments

Jimmy will be kept down if these marks are repeated next term. As it stands his behaviour is not of the required standard and he must do better to stay enrolled at this school.
 
   I started shaking like a leaf and was lost in a funk all that Friday. The last thing I wanted was to go home. Little did I know the Headmistress had rung my mum and they discussed my report and what was to be done about it.
 
    
 
   When I got home and walked into the living room there was a school desk in the corner. On the lid of it was THE HAIRBRUSH and mum was sitting in her wingback chair with a face like thunder. Mum never raised her voice but I could tell she was as mad as hell. Over the next 4 hours until she ordered me to bed, she forensically questioned me about my behaviour. Then she told me what was to happen because of it. While other kids were on term holidays I was going to be spending everyday (excepting Sunday church day) inside doing schoolwork in the desk in the corner of the living room. I started to weep, and then she said "of course Jimmy I will be spanking you," and when I started with trembling hands to undo my shorts, she stopped me saying," Oh no Jimmy not today, I am too angry with you, tomorrow afternoon I will spank you. Then next Saturday I will be spanking you again.... so save your tears and get to bed...
 
    
 
   So there I was in my school clothes except for the shorty shorts that didn't cover my bum cheeks, head over the books, lower bare bottie on the cold wood, while the tick tock of the grandfather clock ticked away the minutes. Getting ever closer to what I knew would be the spanking of my life...
 
   After a lunch of milk and sandwiches was but a memory ... it was time... spanky time... 
 
    
 
   The hairbrush came down and the sound smack of the hard smooth wood echoed through the living room followed by my howling plea as I bounced on mum's warm lap. The smacks of the wooden hairbrush on flesh punctuates my pleading, howling and bawling. My hands pound the living room carpet as the tears blur my vision. Bottie cheek to bottie cheek, and thigh to thigh receive the searing stinging smacks of the brush as my black lace up leather shoes fly in the air.
 
    
 
   My legs flail in every direction as each oval brush spank burns my bottom and thighs up scorching my bare flesh. Twisting, bouncing and squirming on mum's lap. Through my tear blurred eyes I see the back of her strong nylon stockinged thighs as my head bobs about like a cork in the ocean. I’m lost in a world of sting, and it feels like behind me is being roasted. The world of sting is the cumulative effect of the repeated and overlapping hairbrush spanks as first one cheek then the other, one thigh then the other, the hairbrush smacks my ever glowing bright and shiny red flesh. I am transformed into a crying screeching little boy as I howl how sorry I am to my mum. I was sorry when I knew I was in trouble. I was sorry when I went over mum's knees. But it is now when I am sorry, really and truly sorry that my lesson learning begins. Over mum's lap I pay the consequences of my naughtiness in cupfuls of tears. I've been turned into mummy's sorry little boy who'll never ever be naughty again.
 
    
 
   It can't be helped, it has to be done, mum has to keep spanking my bum.
 
    
 
   I'm hoarse from howling and screeching. My red hot shiny bottom is on fire and sore enough to sting and smart for days after. Only then does mum stop but I am burning up so much behind I don't realise. Mum holds me across her lap as my desperate hands are trying to grab hold of those cheeks. But there's away to go yet before that happens..
 
    
 
   Burn baby, baby burn spanked bottie 
 
   inferno....ARRRRRHHMMMUMMEEEOOOOOSOOOOREEEARRRhhRRSSOOOWWhh...tears flowing into my mouth as I taste the hot salty tears... nose running ....then mum stands me up and my frantic spanky dance begins....both hands back, bawling my eyes out and dancing from toe to toe around and around the living room. My bottom feeling like it's being stung by 1000 bees...I've got about 2 minutes to get as much rubbing in as I can before my bottom is in the hard wooden seat of the desk sitting on my freshly spanked red hot bottie .To continue the day; full of bottom stinging agony...tears, blubs and chest heaving sobs as my bottom squirms like an eel on the chair and mum makes herself a cup of tea, telling me "to get on with your schoolwork.”
 
    
 
   Poetry:
 
   "5 minutes over Mum's knee and you will be free to plead, howl and bawl, but it won't do a thing to lessen the sting, of that wooden hairbrush at all
 
   She will make sure, your hands pound the floor, as it keeps spanking away, so you can be sure, your bottie's real sore for many along day"
 
    
 
   By
 
    
 
   The bum sting dancing poet
 
    
 
   Jimmyboy Form 1B
 
    
 
   The bright red bottie spanked END
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



A Chalkdust Memory from Scotia…
 
   
An Embarrassing Anecdote
 
    
 
   I was leafing through my extensive correspondence from Scotia the other day and came across this letter, which he wrote to me a few years ago. The letter is extremely interesting, the contents poignant. As you will see, he shared with me one more snippet of his earlier real life experiences, which were the inspiration behind his stories that we have all enjoyed reading so much over the past months. 
 
    
 
   Ma’am
 
    
 
   You see I am not entirely finished and may even do some more stories now that the Winter is beginning to set in. 
 
    
 
   As you already know so much about my early life and bits about later life I felt I should fill in some of the blanks, which still exist. 
 
    
 
   The enclosed is something I have skirted around but always felt too embarrassed to go into it. However, you do know such a lot that to read what remains will do me no harm now. 
 
    
 
   Now I come to the bit I have referred to a few times but as it is embarrassing had not previously gone into at all. 
 
    
 
   When I returned from the services at 20 naturally I went back home to my Aunts, I did not know what the situation would be regarding discipline or what conditions would prevail.
 
    
 
   I had not been punished since the last time the Minister belted me during my first leave from the RAF. Twenty minutes late in being home when the curfew was 10pm sharp. Having been away and the RAF not requiring a 10pm curfew I thought I had grown up to the degree I could take a little latitude with the old rules. Not to be and I was informed that a note would be given to the Minister on Sunday and I would be having a visit to the Vestry. Which turned out to be a true prophesy. 
 
    
 
   The Minister said to me, “You told your Aunts, Stewart, that you thought you were grown up now. We’ll find out just how grown up you are in a moment or two, take off your jacket, roll up your sleeves and hold out those hands.” I got a dozen strokes, six for being late and six for upsetting my Aunts and presuming I could do as I pleased. Not having felt the tawse for 9 weeks it really seemed to hurt more than before. I had great difficulty in avoiding the extras for either drawing away or doubling up. Both of which actions meant extra strokes. I knew that but had copped them on numerous occasions. 
 
    
 
   The punishment rankled as the previous Sunday, the first of my fortnight’s leave, I had a nice chat with the Minister and had been taken aback by him to see my former Sunday School Mistresses. It all seemed nice and friendly then. To have that shattered the next week came as a bitter shock. 
 
    
 
   So once home it was not long before I was told that whilst I was under their roof I would obey their rules and be punished if I stepped out of line. Basically there were no changes and it was as if I had not been away for two years. 
 
    
 
   My youngest Aunt who did not live with us, but had married one of my Aunt’s brothers had agreed to use the tawse, when it was deemed necessary. Aunt Jean’s husband was then working out of town and so she lived with her daughter and son not far away from where we lived. Both children, the boy still a baby, my female cousin just three, she could send to a neighbour whenever she had to deal with me. The neighbour knew why but I do not think my young cousins ever did know. 
 
    
 
   The Minister had gone on to another church far away and so was out of commission for dealing out punishment. 
 
    
 
   Aunt Jean armed herself with a three-tail Extra Heavy Lochgelly tawse and the same system was adopted as with the Minister previously. I went with a note detailing my transgressions. I reckon she was about ten or so my senior but she could lay on the belt good style. 
 
    
 
   She never gave less than six strokes, usually eight, but sometimes a dozen as she kept a Punishment Book and could count the number of times an offence had re-occurred. Not an official Punishment Register like the Minister’s which covered six and a half years and contained even classroom punishments by other teachers. Aunt Jean’s was a hard covered book sufficient for the purpose. 
 
    
 
   She told me, if it was a claim of which to be proud of, that she had received the belt from the same teacher as had belted me when at school. She went to a different school but the teacher had moved to the one I attended. At least she did know what the tawse felt like but if she remembered just how painful it was that did not in any way influence her when she belted me. She probably had only one stroke at school being a girl then. 
 
    
 
   However, that is not all. I had another Aunt Jean somewhat older and she was one of the Aunts I lived with at home. Her husband, Uncle Willie, had a managerial job overseas and though Aunt Jean joined him for a year at a time, she was at home at other times. My Uncle Willie came home for 6 months leave every so often and so he was in the house as well. 
 
    
 
   My three Aunts were strict but Aunt Jean was the strictest and tightened things up considerably every time she came back from being abroad. 
 
    
 
   One morning just before I left for the office I was sitting cleaning shoes when I said something, which Aunt jean construed as impudence to her. She came over with the intention of slapping my face. I drew back from her hand at the same time drawing up my knees. My knees just brushed the front of her skirt, the merest touch where it covered her stomach. 
 
    
 
   Well, she shouted to her husband that I had kneed her in the stomach. He called back from another room if I did that again he would start on me himself. I had by then, just had my face slapped by my Aunt after she recovered supposedly from being kneed. From memory the conversation went something like this:
 
    
 
   “You won’t be waiting until he does it again Willie, I want him properly punished as soon as possible!” shouted an angry Aunt Jean. “You can belt him can’t you?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, I suppose so, he can go and borrow Jean’s tawse this evening, I’ll do it then,” replied my Uncle. 
 
    
 
   “Never mind this evening, what is the name of the school clerkess across the road?” demanded my Aunt still fizzing. Across the road was my former Secondary School.
 
    
 
   “Miss Frazer,” I told her. 
 
    
 
   “And where would your Uncle find Miss Frazer?” queried my Aunt.  
 
    
 
   “Just go up the front steps, through the door, first room on the right next to the Headmaster’s room,” I told her. 
 
    
 
   “Very well Willie, you can just go and visit Miss Frazer this very morning and ask to borrow her tawse for lunchtime. After lunch, you my lad will get something to remind not to attempt that kind of action again.”   
 
   So at lunchtime I got a dozen of my Uncle’s best and had to go back to my office after having had them. I do not think my Uncle had used a tawse before but his lack of experience did not prevent me having a good dose of the belt. Six strokes he had intimated to me in the morning but his wife was made of sterner stuff and she insisted a dozen was more appropriate for an assault on her person. She got her way. My Uncle, like me, sis as he was told. The ladies in our house were somewhat domineering to say the least. 
 
    
 
   On a few more occasions my Uncle belted me and I was sent over to borrow the tawse from Miss Fraser. And return it afterwards. Not a nice errand. In a strict household I did as I was told, so even with freshly warmed palms I took her tawse back and thanked her for loaning it. To see her sardonic smile as she took it from me made me want to spit. Or worse. 
 
    
 
   Miss Fraser, with whom I had been in trouble a few times at school, due to failing to take the Class Register to her at the proper time on a Friday afternoon. So as she could make up the figures for the whole school on an Education Department Return. These Returns were collected by van at a certain time and she had to be finished before it arrived. I felt her tawse on three occasions as a result of being late going to her room. Late or not she always had time to belt me. 
 
    
 
   Miss Fraser was more than delighted to lend her leather to my Uncle. She was so pleased I was still being disciplined properly. She told me what a nice pleasant gentleman my Uncle was and would I tell him she wished him more power to his elbow. By then the word ‘nice’ in connection with my Uncle and Miss Fraser’s tawse was not one I would have chosen. 
 
    
 
   In the normal course a School Clerkess was not permitted to use a tawse. But during the war an exception was made, as there was a shortage of teachers and every adult on the discipline scene counted. I do not know if Miss Fraser was still allowed to use it at the time ‘we’ were borrowing it. You understand I did not wish to borrow it – no way!
 
    
 
   Now I could not leave home because for one thing I did not have the money to rent a flat and even if I had I doubt if I would have got the permission to have a flat of my own. Bad enough at 27 trying to get married. 
 
    
 
   So I visited my Aunt Jean quite often to have my fingers warmed up for one reason or another. And at my other Aunt Jean’s behest warmed by her husband with Miss Fraser’s tawse. My Uncle’s leaves were not looked forward to as his wife was very strict and I was sure to be in trouble a few times. She was not strict with her own son who could get away with anything. She worshipped him like a little God and to my knowledge never lifter a finger to him, far less have him belted. She was older when he came along and I think that influenced her thinking regarding him. 
 
    
 
   These periods of my life influenced my decision later to have Mr R discipline me on a regular basis. Trying to relive what I should have regarded as best forgotten. But these sort of things prey on the mind and are never far away. Ok, I did not like it at the time, who would? To relive it was very painful, even sticking to what were senior school punishments and accepted as being such. I knew with Mr R that some lads at school could have recently got probably almost the same or might get the same the next day if conduct warranted it. I knew from my school teacher next door neighbour that Mr R was feared by even the oldest lads at the school and that he had a reputation of being a hard and very frequent belter. I could not fault his reputation nor his ability. 
 
    
 
   I found it embarrassing when I was a youth to be belted in the Vestry by the Minister and then go through, often in tears, to Sunday School. Belted by Sunday School Mistresses in class or out of it. The Minister’s wife Irene or their housekeeper, Miss Yule, when in Detention. Or having Mary the Manse maid supervising me during Detention. Knowing that she had been only one year ahead of me at school, knew my friends and would lord it over me as best she could. Thankfully she could not use the tawse though she did try to get it from the Vestry the first time she took my Detention period. Fortunately for me it was locked up. She gave me lines instead for not paying sufficient attention to my tasks. Lines meant a minimum of 300 and she gave me 500! And her friends and mine knew about it too. 
 
    
 
   I handed the imposition to her at the back door of the Manse at the time she had stipulated. Mary looked briefly at them to see they were all completed then tore the sheets and threw them straight in the dustbin. Hours of work and she could not even look at them properly. Frankly, I would rather have had the tawse from her. Even if she was only a year older. 
 
    
 
   But being punished as a child in later life was even more embarrassing, having to hold out my hands to my Aunt Jean or my Uncle Willie to have them belt me. Aunt Jean on occasion walloped my bottom with the tawse but without removing my trousers. She made sure these were tight across the intended target before she commenced. Miss Fraser was perhaps one of the three who knew for certain outside of our house that I was still being punished with the tawse. My younger Aunt Jean’s neighbour and another lady who was a frequent visitor at my Aunt Jean’s and was present a few times when my Aunt belted me. As I only once had the tawse at lunchtime there was no need for anyone in the office to know. Evening strappings or weekend ones the worst effects had worn off to a degree by the next office day. Though I found always that my hands used to heat up in bed if my hands were under the covers. 
 
    
 
   I shall write you on another occasion about the three years after I left day school and continued on at Sunday School. My private tuition from the Minister was over at 15. But by NO MEANS was I finished with the Minister!
 
    
 
   Addendum
 
    
 
   On reflection I think my Aunt may well have thought I drew my knees up with the intention of kneeing her in the stomach as she bent forward to slap my face. She may have thought she had a lucky escape as she would feel the slight touch of my knees. I did not intend to harm her but my reaction was instinctive as I drew back from a bent position to protect myself from her obvious intention to slap me. Shoe in one hand, brush in the other, to draw back and raise my knees was the only instinctive protection available to me. Even in my wildest dreams I would not have contemplated assaulting her in any way. I knew better than that, believe me. 
 
    
 
    
 
   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 8
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