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Prologue

P...please, m...matron. I..."

Do be quiet you silly little girl. We've been over this several times haven't we? When I deem that you deserve punishment, then you will be punished. Isn't that clear enough? Even for a mental patient like you?

Sandra blushed furiously to the roots of her mousey, brown hair. She hated it when the overbearing woman spoke to her like this. As if she was of absolutely no consequence and her opinions were totally irrelevant. She was being treated almost like a child, despite the fact that she'd left those school days far behind her. And she certainly wasn't a mental patient!

And she certainly wasn't a girl anymore, she was a bona fide adult. She had a job and her own car and her own money and everything. It was just that...that matron was an extremely dominant person. Sandra had always been scared of her. Scared of her when they first met six years ago, and still scared of her now.

She was a very physically intimidating sort of a woman, tall and well built with a considerable bosom. Her hair was almost completely grey now, but it was cut very stylishly. When she wasn't wearing her white, clinical dress she was always dressed well in some sort of expensive combination of skirt and blouse or knee length dress.

She also had a pair of the most piercing, grey eyes. They were probably the most scary thing about her. The seemed to look right through you and into your soul, Sandra had decided. She found it virtually impossible to lie to the woman and always had done. Just the look of cool, confident disdain on matron's face was usually enough to make her stomach clench.

"Well, you little fool? What are you waiting for, Christmas?"

The woman asked with a slight smile playing on her perfect lips. Sandra felt her stomach begin to dissolve. As matron waggled her finger threateningly, Sandra could feel the tears already beginning to form.

"Don't make me ask you twice, Sandy. You know how much I hate that."

Sandra bit her lip nervously, she certainly did know how matron felt about anything that she liked to refer to as 'dissent' maybe, or 'dumb insolence'. That was another favourite term, either of which would invariably lead as far as Sandra was concerned, to a well tanned backside. She cast her mind back to that first fateful meeting with the imperious woman all those months ago.

Chapter 1

She'd been 18 at the time, anxious and stressed about her upcoming school exams, like so many girls of her age. Her mother and father had become increasingly worried about their only daughter. Sandra wasn't eating or sleeping properly and seemed to be on a permanently downwards spiral. They'd searched around for help until someone mentioned a marvellous new psychologist in the area.

Her fees were really quite extortionate, but that was hardly a problem to the Lincoln's, and anyway, it was their daughter's health that was at stake. The woman psychiatrist, Dr Mayhew turned out to be worth every penny. She spent a long time with Sandra, both with her parents and one to one. Her solution was to take Sandra away from the stressful everyday that was causing her so much pain and grief.

Dr Mayhew knew 'just the place', a private clinic deep in the countryside. The fees were admittedly a little on the steep side. But as she patiently explained to the Lincoln's, one had to pay to get the best. Richard Lincoln didn't baulk at the cost, he simply handed over one of his gold cards glad that he could contribute to his daughter's recovery. Richard and Helen were happy to see their darling daughter in safe hands and appreciatively took up Dr Mayhew's offer to drive Sandra to her retreat, as she described it.

Sandra was naturally a little apprehensive. She wasn't the most self-confident of people. And this was her first time that she wouldn't be sleeping in her own bed. But it was only a couple of days, a week at the maximum, as Dr Mayhew had told her in front of her parents. Sandra should look upon it as a little break, and enjoy the experience they told her.

It was warm in the little sporty car as it hummed along. The last thing Sandra remembered before she drifted off was how super it would be to be able to drive and to have a nice little car of her own. She awoke with a jolt. The car had suddenly pulled up and jerked her forward in her seat. For a minute Sandra was bewildered, where was she? The car was parked on a large, gravel drive.

She glanced to her left where some steps ran up to an impressive, colonnaded building. Dr Mayhew opened her door and took her by the hand. Dr Maynard was quite super as well, Sandra had decided. She was tall and slim with black, shiny high that was piled in an elegant fashion on her head. And she but she had that certain aura about her. She carried herself with a sense of confident power, there was no doubt that she was in control of the situation. She was the epitome of a strong, independent woman.

She was very pretty as well, far too pretty in Sandra's opinion to be an ordinary doctor. She dressed beautifully in an expensive looking twinset, cream blouse and a string of pearls. Her make-up as perfect. She was certainly out of the ordinary. She was quite young for one, surely no more than ten years older than Sandra's 18. But she was already a doctor!

Sandra couldn't help but smile as she thought of herself, dressed just as fashionably and driving a lovely car and of being a doctor as well. She was quite clever enough, everybody said so. As daddy was always saying, she had the brains, she just had to apply herself, that was all. But the stresses and strains of studying and preparing for her upcoming final exams had really taken it out of her. So, really this break, enforced though it may be, was only going to be good for her in the long term.

"This is her is it?" Asked a rather deep but well-modulated female voice.

Sandra was shaken from her pleasant reverie by the woman's tone.

"Hello, matron. It's lovely to see you as well," smiled Dr Maynard.

The older woman, her dark hair flecked with grey had the humility to look slightly discomforted.

"Good morning, Dr Maynard. I do hope everything is okay with you?" She enquired in a rather exaggerated manner.

"It is thank you very much, matron. May I introduce Miss Sandra Lincoln. She'll be joining our programme for the foreseeable future. Sandra, this is Matron Lawrence."

Sandra turned her head quickly to look at Dr Maynard's lovely, smiling face. The foreseeable future? That sounded a lot longer than five days? Perhaps she'd misheard? Sandra couldn't help but look down at her shoes as the imperious older woman turned to look at her.

"Good morning, child."

Sandra managed to avoid the temptation to look around for someone who could conceivably be classed as a child, before realising that the woman in the white nursing uniform meant her!

"Erm...h...hello," she mumbled, her face flushing as she did so. She recoiled slightly as the large nurse crouched so that their heads were almost level.

"I said, good morning, child," she said in a slow deliberate way as if Sandra was 8 rather than 18.

"G...good morning," replied Sandra, intimidated by the woman's manner as well as her obvious bulk.

"The correct answer, child, is 'good morning, matron'. You can see that I am a matron, it says so quite clearly here on my badge." She tapped her buxom left breast.

Sandra flinched a little at the condescending tone, but nevertheless responded as she was obviously expected to do.

"Good morning, matron."

Sandra heard a delightful little tinkle of laughter from behind her and realised that Dr Maynard was amused by the situation.

"Easy, Eleanor. The child will think you're some sort of dragon."

A child? Did the doctor think that she was a child as well, at her age?

Eleanor Lawrence smiled down mirthlessly at the girl in front of her. My but she was an insipid little thing, small and insignificant somehow. Not exactly plain , but not exactly a fashion model either. Just an ordinary little girl who needed to be taught some manners in her opinion. Through her long association with Dr Maynard, Eleanor had discovered that the vast majority of her spoiled, brattish 'patients' were more in need of a firm hand than a kind one.

"Oh I think Sandy and I will get on like a house on fire. Come with me, girl and we'll get you kitted out."

Chapter 2

The plaque on the wall, shiny and well maintained bore the discreet legend 'Fairoaks Private Mental Asylum'. Sandra looked at it quizzically, a mental asylum?

“Hurry up, child. We don’t have all day!”

Matron’s brusque voice and a sharp tug on her hand interrupted her thoughts. She scurried down the long, brightly lit corridor in the imperious woman’s wake.

“Can I ask a question?”

The woman paused and turned to look at her.

“It’s ‘may I ask a question’, not ‘can I ask a question’. And the full sentence is ‘excuse me matron, please may I ask you a question’.  Whatever are they teaching children in our schools nowadays?”

Sandra blushed a little at the rebuke.

“Well, what are you waiting for? Let’s try that shall we?”

That tone of voice wasn’t asking for her opinion, Sandra realised.

“Excuse me, matron. Please may I ask you a q...question?”

Sandra inwardly cursed, she had so nearly not stuttered!

“You may, child.”

“Is this a mental institution?”

“Yes, of course, a private, discrete clinic for the mentally troubled. But that’s why you’re here isn’t it? Because you’re suffering from ‘difficulties’?”

Matron smiled unpleasantly as she made air quotation marks around the last word. Sandra looked up at her in astonishment. What did she mean, difficulties? She was stressed out from school and pressure, that was all. That’s what Dr Maynard had said anyway, and she should know.

Slaaap!

The blow to her left cheek took Sandra completely by surprise. She was too shocked even to cry out. Matron took her by an ear and shook it aggressively.

“When I take the time to speak to an inmate, missy, I expect an immediate, respectful reply! Understood?”

Sandra squealed and tried to remove matron’s hand before realising how strong the woman actually was. She received another good twist and squeeze.

“Understood!?”

“Yes, yes, understood, I’m sorry.”

Although what she was sorry for, Sandra didn’t really know. All she wanted was for this frightening woman to let go of her.

“Now, follow me. If you give me any more problems I can promise you there will be repercussions.”

Sandra rubbed at her throbbing cheek but nevertheless complied with the instruction. She was under no illusion now as to what those ‘repercussions’ might involve.

The building was much bigger on the inside than it looked from the outside. It seemed like a warren of long corridors with doors going off in all directions. Soon Sandra was quite lost; she doubted if she could find her way unaided back to the main entrance. Eventually they arrived at a locked door. Matron produced a set of keys from one of her pockets and opened it for them.

Along a couple more corridors, they arrived in a large room with a desk behind which a plump, sour-faced woman was sat.

“Another new girl for you, nurse.”

The woman raised her eyebrows but didn’t reply. With a practised eye she measured up Sandra before placing some clothes onto the top of her long, wooden counter. Sandra felt the eyes of the two older women on her.

“Hurry up, child. What are you waiting for, Christmas?”

Sandra realised with a sudden dread that they were expecting her to get into the new clothes that had been provided for her. She looked around wildly for somewhere private to change.

“Do you want me to slap your legs for you, girl?”

Sandra certainly didn’t want that. Nervously her hands crept to the collar of her lemon yellow blouse and slowly unbuttoned it. She looked up at matron, but there was no sympathy there. She slipped the blouse off her shoulders and stood holding it awkwardly.

“Fold it neatly and put it on the desk, you silly little girl!”

Meekly, Sandra obeyed. She wasn’t exactly a confrontational person and this woman and this place and the people in it intimidated her enormously.

“Now the rest, and hurry up!”

Sandra’s hand found the zip of her pleated blue skirt and hurriedly unfastened it before letting it pool around her ankles before adding it to her blouse. She stood with her spindly arms crossed over her chest, dressed in just a white bra and a matching pair of knickers trimmed in pink. Matron’s lip curled in amusement.

“ And your underwear you fool! And why are you wearing a bra anyway? It’s not as if you need one?”

Behind the counter, the plump young woman joined in the amused laughter. Sandra was mortified. One of the things that stressed her the most was the size of her small, barely existent breasts. Especially when compared to the more obvious development of her friends. Slowly, very slowly, Sandra unhooked her little bra and dropped it to the floor.

“Knickers!” Demanded matron, forcefully.

Eventually Sandra stood small and naked in front if two pairs of very interested eyes. She couldn’t help but notice how matron licked her lips.

“Stop flaunting yourself, miss! Get yourself dressed immediately!”

Trying to hide herself, Sandra scurried like a startled rabbit over to the counter. There she founded a pair of tiny, grubby knickers that had probably once been white. She opened her mouth to say something but quickly thought better of it. Next was a tiny, navy blue wraparound skirt that might have been suitable for a much younger girl to play netball in. It was so short that it barely covered her panties.

Next she pulled on a creased, well-worn, white vest. And then the last two items, a pair of tiny, white ankle socks decorated incongruously with little blue bows, and a pair of flat, black ballet pumps. Sandra looked around the stark, white room. Thank goodness there wasn’t a mirror anywhere, she could only guess what she looked like. Although, going by the smiles on the faces of the two women, she could hazard a good guess.

***

And that had been Sandra’s introduction to Fairoaks. A whirlwind of shouting and orders and discipline. Large, uniformed women bustling self-importantly up and down pristine white corridors. An organised, efficient environment, and one which absolutely terrified Sandra.  She remembered how bewildered she’d felt and that surely there had been some sort of horrible mistake and that somehow she’d been sent to the wrong place.

But her first one to one with Dr Maynard had soon set her straight. She could still remember it very well. The luxurious office, how perfect and immaculate Dr Maynard looked in her elegant suit, her mannish collar and tie, and her beautifully styled hair. Sandra hadn’t been offered a chair and stood awkwardly in front of the doctor’s large desk. She was wearing just a vest and a tiny skirt, but this time her knickers were way too big for her slight frame and she had to keep pulling them up to stop them sliding to her knees.

Her clothes, she had quickly realised, weren’t even hers. They were communal and distributed randomly. Some days everything fitted her and she looked as normal as someone wearing PE kit indoors could look. Other days her vest was too big or too small. It was all just a pair of the Fairoaks regime. The contrast between the smart, white-coated nurses and the scruffy patients was clear for all to see.

Not that the women in the institute were ever referred to as patients. To all the staff they were ‘inmates’. Sandra for example, was formally referred to as ‘inmate Lincoln’ and she even had a number to memorise, 4327. Sandra could feel her legs trembling slightly as she plucked up the courage to ask a question.

“Excuse me, Dr Maynard. Is this a mental institution?”

She watch the woman uncurl slightly and stretch a little.

“What makes you think that it is, dear? She asked in a deceptively friendly tone.

“It..it says Fairoaks mental asylum on the door.”

“Does it?" asked the woman with a slightly mocking tone. “That must mean that it is an asylum as opposed to an institution, don’t you  think?”

“Yes, Dr Maynard.” Sandra felt herself blush horribly. She felt like an immature fool.

“This I think is part of your problem, young lady. You have an inattentive attitude. You’re a dreamer, you don’t seem to take information in, wouldn’t you agree?”

In all honesty, Sandra wasn’t sure if she agreed or not. Nobody had ever mentioned it before. But with Dr Maynard’s bright blue eyes boring into hers she didn’t feel comfortable debating the issue with her.

“Yes, I suppose so.”

“You suppose so?”

The doctor returned to the pad on her desk and made a brief note, the little noise that her pen made scratching on the paper audible in the quiet room.

“Also indecisive and a little muddle-headed, I see?”

Sandra stood silently, her cheeks glowing. Dr Maynard replaced her gold pen on the pad and looked back up at the girl in front of her.

“So, young lady, what are we to do with you?” You’ve quite upset your dear parents, you know? Your silly behaviour has them worried. Worried enough to pay me quite a lot of money to deal with you, in fact.”

Sandra bit her lip slightly, she didn’t know that she’d upset mum and dad. They hadn’t said anything about being upset. And what did the doctor mean about dealing with her?

“My task is to make you a happy little girl again, someone your parents can be proud of.”

Sandra felt shaken by that revelation, her parents weren’t proud of her? She’d always assumed that they were! She could feel the tears starting in the corners of her eyes.

“Do you understand?”

“Y...yes, doctor.”

“Are you going to listen to what I have to say?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“And are you going to pay attention to my recommendations?”

“Yes, doctor,” as if she wouldn’t pay attention to what a doctor was saying to her!

“And are you going to do as you’re told?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“There’s a good girl.”

Sandra couldn’t help but quiver a little. She did so like the approval of the glamorous older woman.


Chapter 3

"Hello, Mr Lincoln? Dr Maynard here, yes, yes, I'm very well thank you, how are you? Good, excellent. Oh, she's very well too, she sends her regards. Yes, that's what I'm calling about. The good news is that she's settled down really, really well. She's already made a number of friends, she's very happy. Yes, I agree that is good news, very good news. I'd say that the retreat suits her personality very much, it's so quiet and secluded here. Would you excuse me just for one second?"

Grace Maynard paused a second and put her hand over the mouthpiece of her phone.

"Stand still, girl. Can't you see that I'm on the telephone?" She hissed, angrily.

"Sorry about that, Mr Lincoln. Anyway, as I was saying, Sandra is a lot happier in herself, that's plain to see. Yes, yes, thank you, I can't take all the plaudits. I have an excellent team of truly dedicated staff members. They make my job so much easier if I'm honest. So credit where credit's due. Yes, I'll be sure to pass on your thanks, they'll be so pleased."

Dr Maynard held the phone at arm's length and carefully examined her immaculate, blood-red nails. She waited until the buzz of conversation on the other end of the phone stopped before placing it to her ear.

"Yes, yes of course. There is a small piece of not such good news, I'm afraid. As you're away I'm sure, I've spent a considerable amount of one to one time with Sandra to try and get to the bottom of her issues."

Here the good doctor glanced across to the figure squeezing herself into the corner on her left and allowed herself an uncharacteristic wry smile. The bottom of the girl's issues, looked awfully red, even from where she was sat.

"And unfortunately, or fortunately perhaps I seem to have uncovered a veritable tangle of challenges that appear to have been the root cause of her many problems. No, no. Please don't thank me. I'm only doing my job, as they say. Sandra's is a very interesting case, very interesting. She's something of a minor celebrity among my colleagues. I'd be surprised if the details of it didn't appear in one of the journals to be honest."

Dr Maynard examined the pair of bright red buttocks in the corner of her office with professional detachment. That was by no means the first pair of corrugated buttocks that she'd seen in that particular corner, but they were very cute. Small but perfectly shaped, like a couple of prize-winning Braeburn apples. She licked her lips at the sight and allowed her spare  hand to wander inside the skirt of her striped suit.

"Yes, seriously. That interesting, yes. So, as she's responding so well to her treatment I thought it only polite to call you and suggest that she stays with us for another couple of weeks at least. And before you decide, please don't worry yourself about the cost of your daughter's stay with us. I'm very willing to lower the cost in the cause of repairing Sandra's damaged psyche. No, of course not, of course, I understand. I'd be happy for you to consider it a labour of love. A professional challenge if you like, and one that I'm very pleased to accept."

Grace smiled as she listened to the outpouring of appreciation and thanks for her kind offer. People were so gullible sometimes weren't they? Especially ill-educated peons like the Lincoln's. She slipped one finger inside her silk panties and rubbed lazily at herself. Mmmm, little Sandy was undoubtedly one of her favourites. She had that beguiling mix of naivety and innocent sexuality that was in her estimation at least, most attractive. She put her hand over the speaker.

"I have some work to finish up here, Sandy. It will take me no more than thirty minutes. When I'm done I want you back over my knee for the second half of your much deserved punishment. I hope you didn't think that was all the spanking you were going to get this afternoon? You've been a naughty little girl, and naughty little girls always get their just rewards, don't they?"

"Y...yes, Dr Maynard. Sorry, Dr Maynard," sniffed Sandra, miserably.

She didn't really want to answer at all, she would rather have stood with her nose pressed obediently into the corner, but left on her own. But that wasn't an option. Whenever Dr Maynard or any adult for that matter, asked her a question she was required to answer quickly and politely. And right now her burning bottom cheeks couldn't stand yet another spanking.

"Yes, Mr Lincoln, I completely agree with you, that's very perceptive."

Sandra knew of course that she was destined to remain trapped at the asylum for the foreseeable future. And Dr Maynard clearly wanted her to know that. That was why she'd been allowed to hear the doctor's conversation with her parents. So that Sandra knew how easy it was for Dr Maynard to extend Sandra's stay for what seemed to be as long as she wanted. She sniffed again and wiped her nose with the back of her hand.

Chapter 4

Sandra's first few days at the institute were spent in isolation. The rationale behind that decision was apparently because as a new girl her presence alone would cause the  existing inmates some kind of trauma. The reality was that she felt terrified and abandoned. She wasn't even sure what time of day it was. Her little room, a cell would have been a more appropriate description was painted all white and there was no window.

It wasn't uncomfortable exactly. There was a small, single bed and a carpet on the floor and a little table and chair in one corner. The temperature was regulated from somewhere outside the room and Sandra always felt slightly too warm. She could see why she only needed a vest and a brief skirt. she was allowed to use the bathroom three times. Once when she got up, once just before her afternoon nap, and finally just before she went to bed.

The staff were entirely inflexible about this arrangement. Each inmate was escorted to a bathroom and required to defecate or urinate as the situation demanded. The problem was that the staff member stood in the open doorway and watched her charge from the moment she sat down until the moment she asked politely if she might please have the requisite number of pieces of toilet paper.

Even now, after several days incarcerated in the dreadful place, Sandra still found that particular exercise entirely humiliating. Especially as certain staff members took a very obvious pleasure in watching the women carry out their personal toiletries. One in fact, Miss Peterson, insisted on inspecting the personal hygiene of each of the young women and once went as far as pointing out to Sandra just where she'd gone and then wiping her bottom for her!

Sandra felt faint with humiliation, but of course that wasn't her only experience of shame while she was an inmate. In fact, if she didn't know better, she sometimes thought that the entire system may have been designed to humiliate, rather than help the twenty or so women that she regularly saw about the place. The one saving grace was her personal one to one time with Dr Maynard. She was like a rare, exotic flower within the grim walls of the institution. Sandra looked forward almost eagerly to her private sessions in the doctor's office.

Dr Maynard was so clever and so wise. Not to mention attractive and perfectly groomed. Sandra realised that  was developing something of a crush on her doctor and really, really hoped that the elegant woman hadn't noticed. After all, Dr Maynard was at least ten years older than her and was sure to have an army of devoted followers willing to do her bidding. When she was feeling a bit low, Sandra's mind automatically drifted to images of her doctor with a handsome, hunky boyfriend and maybe a couple of perfect children, or at least a beautiful golden retriever in tow.

Compared to Dr Maynard's husband or her boyfriend or her girlfriends, Sandra was quite sure that she wouldn't measure up. She'd never really had a proper relationship with anyone. Sure, she'd kissed a couple of boys and let one boy in particular squeeze her adolescent breasts. But Dr Maynard was a very attractive, professional woman. When they were together in her well-appointed office, Sandra always felt vaguely out of place as if the perfect older woman was enormously out of her league or something.

It was hard to put into words. She looked forward very much to her regular appointments. But when she was in with the doctor, she always felt inadequate and inferior. The feeling sort of permeated into their discussions. Sandra always felt slightly tongue-tied and shy in the doctor's presence. Like, in her heart, she suspected that she didn't really deserve to take up Dr Maynard's valuable time with her mundane problems. The woman surely had somewhere more important to be than here with her?

But here she was, dressed in her regular, juvenile manner. Looking and certainly feeling like someone much younger and less important than she actually was. Having to stand was something that she found intimidating. There was another chair, tucked neatly against the wall but Sandra hadn't been invited to use it. Instead she stood, hands behind her back as she'd been taught and waited to answer any question that the doctor may have for her.

At the moment, the doctor was finishing a rather nice looking cream cake and sipping at a cup of tea from a china cup. Sandra licked her lips involuntarily. She hadn't had a drink of tea or coffee since she'd been in the asylum, nor anything like a cream cake for that matter. She had plenty of water and plain food, but nothing that would 'unduly stimulate' her. Dr Maynard had pointed out that as far as possible, Sandra was to be denied anything that 'over-excited' her. Although what the definition of over-excited was never actually made clear.

Not that Sandra was unduly worried. She was sure Dr Maynard had her best interests at heart, why wouldn't she? And she was certainly feeling calmer. For the first few days she'd been largely left to her own devices which had been great at first. Most of the day to herself, lost in her own thoughts. She didn't have a phone of course, that had been confiscated along with her clothes and all of her personal possessions. But that only gave Sandra more time to reflect.

Most of her human contact was with matron. Matron woke her in the morning, often took her to the bathroom, made sure she washed herself properly, dressed her for the day and then fed her. Yes, matron used a small plastic spoon to ladle food into Sandra's mouth. For your own safety, dear, she was told. Although what might be dangerous about using a spoon, or preferably a knife and fork was never made clear.

Not that Sandra wanted to particularly argue the point. Matron's size and caustic persona made her a very difficult woman to contradict or argue with. Indeed Sandra had found it so much easier and less stressful just to let the dominant woman do what she wanted to do without trying to interfere with her decisions. In return, matron didn't seem quite so harsh with her.

That went on for a few days before without any warning, Sandra  was roused, scrubbed, fed and then taken by the hand down one of the gleaming white corridors to what seemed like a classroom with a dozen heads bowed down working on something.

Miss Rowntree, this is Lincoln. She's a new girl. Dr Maynard thinks that she may be a suitable candidate for your class,"

Sandra smiled uncertainly at the tall, austere looking older woman.

"Don't grin at me like a fool, child. That's your seat, front and centre. Sit there quietly, don't even think about stepping out of line. Sit up straight you little fool, don't slouch like an imbecile!"

Sandra's smile disappeared immediately. She scurried too her assigned desk, her face blushing a peculiar pink as she did so. Glancing around she made herself sit up straight as ordered, her feet flat on the ground  and her hands on her desk, palms down. Despite her harsh introduction to Miss Rowntree's classroom, she almost smiled again. It was so nice to be among people again, a privilege that she'd taken for granted.

Although that feeling didn't last long. The lesson consisted almost entirely of the Miss Rowntree lecturing her pupils in her grating, almost indecipherable Scottish accent. Every so often, between the instructions regarding their future behaviour, a girl or rather a woman was chosen from the dozen or so sat rigidly at attention and brought out to the front of the class to have her hands or her backside warmed by the thick leather strap that Miss Rowntree referred to as a tawse,

Even Sandra, the new girl, didn't escape a painful strapping of the soft palms of both hands allegedly for 'inattention', but in reality she suspected that it was just because of the evident pleasure it bought miserable Miss Rowntree. The gist of the day's lesson seemed to be that the assembled 'pupils' needed to pull themselves together, to stop being so selfish and self-centred and to make sure that they behaved themselves as loyal, obedient citizens should.

Sandra found herself promising herself with every fibre of her being that she would try very, very hard to do just that. She thought longingly of her own lovely house and her mummy and daddy and her friends and even her school. How could she have been so ungrateful and rude? She squirmed a little in her uncomfortable chair as she thought of how her selfishness and teenage angst had upset some of the people she loved.

"Lincoln! Do you have ants in your pant, girl? Never fear, I have a tried and tested remedy for just that very thing. Bring yourself out here , girl!"

Clumsily, Sandra obeyed the brusque command. In fact the idea of not reacting to it quickly and politely never even entered her mind. Instead she stumbled out to the front and allowed the older, dark haired woman to bend her over the desk, flip up her short skirt and apply four absolutely stinging strokes to the seat of her paper-thin white knickers with her nasty leather strap, Sandra howled and squirmed frantically, but it was no use. She had to take the full four strokes before being allowed to go and stand in the corner in disgrace holding the hem of her skirt up with both hands.

Chapter 5

Sandra screamed as the bundle of birch twigs bit into her bare bottom. She writhed and twisted but the solid bench she was fastened to contained her desperate struggles with ease. That’s what it was designed for after all. Solid, heavy wood bolted to the floor and thick, canvas straps around her wrists, ankles and waist with a bolster under her hips to raise her bare bottom to the appropriate height.

Swiiishh

“Owwwwwowow!”

Another scream erupted from her throat.

“You were warned, girl. You can’t say you weren’t warned!”

Swiiishh

Another stroke bit into her backside with all the considerable force that matron’s powerful arm could produce.

“Aaarhgg...please...please...”

Sandra could barely speak coherently. The pain was terrible! She hated the birch, absolutely hated it. It scourged her bottom cheeks, scalded them. Fortunately, it wasn’t applied to her swollen buttocks that often, but when it was...

Swiiishh

“Dr Maynard will NOT put up with your inattention!”

Swiiishh

“It’s rude.”

Swiiishh

“insolent.”

Swiiishh

“And disrespectful.”

Swiiishh

“Owwww...please stop. I’m sorreeee!”

Sandra could hardly remember why exactly that she’d been stripped of her skirt and tiny knickers and upended over the whipping bench. Not that it mattered, there were any number of reasons why she could be beaten. She’d lost count of the number of days that she’d been in this terrible place, this asylum. Just that word made her shiver inwardly with shame. But she knew for certain that she’d been punished at least once a day every day. She’d tried ever so hard to abide by the many rules as well. She was at heart a naturally compliant, law-abiding sort of a person.

But here she was again, strapped over the bench, tearful and begging. Dimly she realised that matron had paused and that she was busily unbuckling the canvas restraints. But there was no respite, the large older woman had simply taken a hank of her hair and was propelling her out of the punishment room with a well aimed slap to her lacerated bottom. Sandra squealed and increased her pace to try and reduce the pain in her scalp as she was marched down a corridor.

Although she could only see the industrial-grey carpet, Sandra was well aware of the numerous people they were passing. The first time this had happened she'd been absolutely mortified, convinced that everyone was staring and laughing at her shame. By the tenth time she was well over all that and she knew from personal experience that none of the other inmates cared what was happening to her. They were just thankful that it wasn't them suffering.

Almost before she realised it, the two of them were back outside Dr Maynard's office. A knock at the door and they were admitted.

"Inmate 4327, Lincoln has something to say doctor."

"Has she indeed, matron?"

Sandra 's hair was released so that she could stand again. She resisted the age to rub her scalp and simply stood as straight and erect as she could, her eyes fixed on a spot above the doctor's head.

"Well, girl?" Asked the doctor with a slight smile.

"I apologise for being discourteous and rude earlier, doctor. I promise to be a good girl and concentrate and...and pay attention in future," she finished in a slightly garbled manner and hoped, prayed indeed that Dr Maynard wouldn't mind her hesitancy.

"I'm sorry doctor. Would you like me to take the child back to the punishment room?" asked a plainly displeased matron.

Sandra felt her stomach contract as if she'd drunk a large glass of ice-cold water. She knew she couldn't speak but instead tried pleading with her eyes. For a few seconds the doctor, immaculate as usual in a crisp white shirt and olive green tie stared at her. Before softening her face into one of her rare half smiles.

"I don't think so, matron. Although thank you for your advice and I won't hesitate to call you again if I have further need of your services this afternoon."

Sandra felt a spurt of joy. Dr Maynard had taken pity on her. Right at that moment Sandra would have done anything for her. She heard the door close behind her as matron took her cue and left the two of them alone.

"You know I don't want to have you beaten, don't you Sandy?"

"Yes, doctor. I'm sorry doctor," Sandra sniffed disconsolately.

"I don't like the idea of you being bent over a caning bench and having your little bottom birched."

"I...I know, doctor," agreed Sandra.

"But do you see how you leave me with no alternative?"

"Yes, doctor. I'm so sorry doctor."

"Did it hurt, sandy? The birching I mean, did it sting?"

It hadn't stung. It had hurt diabolically. Her bottom felt as if she had sat down on a griddle.

"Yes, doctor. it stung a lot," she sniffed. The tears weren't far away again.

"So why did I ask matron to birch you, Sandy? Do you think it was for my pleasure?"

Doctor Maynard crossed her legs, her black nylons gave a sibilant hiss a she did so.

"Oh no, doctor."

"Then why, young lady?"

"F...for my own good, doctor."

"Let's try that again. And this time louder and without the silly, schoolgirl stuttering please."

"For my own good, doctor!"

"What was for your own good, Sandy?"

"Having my bottom birched was for my own good, doctor."

Doctor Grace Maynard gave the girl what she knew was a dazzling, white-toothed mile. The one she practised in front of the mirror. The one she usually reserved for the wealthy parents of her clients. The same one that she knew worked very well on impressionable young ladies like her new pet, Sandy.

"You're such a good girl, Sandy. You're coming along so well. Your mum and dad are going to be so proud of you!"

Sandra smiled even as the tears started to run down her cheeks.

"Now come over here and lay yourself over my knee. I went to check that matron hasn't been too enthusiastic with her birch. i don't want to see your bare bottom chastised any more than it needs to be. You know that don't you, Sandy dear?"

Sandra felt her tummy lurch slightly again and felt a delicious little flutter deep in her privates. Dr Maynard was so super!

"Yes, doctor. Thank you, doctor."

"Come over here then you little minx."

Sandra almost skipped to where the doctor was sitting. She'd rolled back her chair and then patted her thighs. Obediently, happily even, Sandra stretched herself over the woman's jet black pencil skirt, face down with her hands and feet almost touching the patterned carpet beneath her. Usually this position terrified her, but this time she had a feeling that Dr Maynard was going to go easy on her.

She was right, just as she'd secretly hoped it was a bottom-creaming rather than a spanking. Dr Maynard had taken a scoop of cold cream and was slathering it liberally over her scalded backside. Sandra wriggled sensually. Mmmm. it felt so good. She wasn't sure if she should be doing this, it felt wrong somehow, and yet so right. She'd had very little interaction with members of the opposite sex, and even less with other woman. In fact, none at all.

Chapter 6

She’d been given a chair in Dr Maynard’s office! Her behaviour had apparently improved to such an extent that she was allowed to sit in the doctor’s presence. Sandra nevertheless perched awkwardly on the edge of it. As if she expected at any moment to be told to vacate it. She made sure that she concentrated and paid close attention to what the doctor was saying.

“I’m quite pleased with you, Sandy. You’ve been a good girl recently, no tantrums or silliness. No pretending that you know best . No sulking or moping around. Yes, you’re certainly improving, young lady.”

Sandra smiled obediently. She knew that Dr Maynard liked her to respond quickly and positively at all times.

“Although I don’t feel that we’re quite there at the moment. Do you?”

“No, doctor.”

This time Sandra shook her head compliantly feeling her new pony tail swing around her shoulders. Dr Maynard had decided that a simple pony tail was more suitable for a girl in her position.

“There are still a couple of rough edges that we need to deal with before I feel that you’re ready to go home.”

“Yes, doctor.”

Home seemed quite a distant prospect at the moment. Sandra tried to calculate how long she’d been in Fairoaks. She knew it was much longer than had first been discussed. But how much longer exactly she couldn’t say. Dimly she wondered if her parents were worried about her. But then she reasoned that they must have agreed to her staying with the doctor. Her bottom twitched involuntarily as she remembered the last time she had been in this office.

She'd been placed carefully over matron's generous thighs and then been spanked for what seemed like half the morning, but in retrospect was probably only for about five minutes or so. Although the word 'only' was very subjective. A five minute spanking didn't sound like too much, but when an expert like Matron Lawrence was carrying it out then it was absolutely agonising.

As usual, Sandra tried not to cry too much. For a start she was so trying to impress Dr Maynard. She certainly didn't want the woman to think that she was some sort of cry-baby. She was also hoping that matron wouldn't be too dismissive as well, she wanted to show the aggressive older woman that she had a certain amount of backbone. Sandra wasn't even sure why, she just felt it was the right thing to do.

Alas all her determination quickly evaporated as usual. Once matron got into her rhythm all ideas of retaining modesty or dignity simply disappeared. She started to howl and beg after only thirty seconds which prompted matron to pull her thin skirt up and haul down her knickers leaving her tender bottom to the woman's mercy. As she sprawled across the woman's knee she was acutely away that her involuntary kicking and squirming was displaying all her burgeoning womanhood, but there wasn't a thing she could do about it.

Luckily however, Dr Maynard was alone this particular morning apart from  what smelled like a nice cup of coffee placed on her imposing desk.

"But having said that, matron and I are almost in harmony regarding your stay with us. We think you've tried very hard to be a better little girl."

Sandra felt herself smile delightedly, She was oddly pleased to have made the two dominant woman in her life happy. Even the fact that Dr Lawrence had just referred to her as a 'better little girl' hadn't annoyed her as it may once have.

"We think that as long as you maintain your improvement, we may allow you home within the week."

Sandra felt the tears of joy leaking down her cheeks.

"Oh...thank you, doctor...thank you very much."

"We may have one or two questions for you until then, we want to make absolutely sure that you've made a full recovery from your tantrums and whatever it was that you think was upsetting you."

"Yes, matron."

"Because that' what was ailing you, wasn't it? Selfishness, tantrums, the usual teenage naughtiness?"

"Yes, Dr Maynard. It was just naughtiness. And I'm ever so sorry doctor. I promise it won't happen again."

Grace Maynard steepled her fingers and rested her chin on them.

"Because if matron or I thought for one minute that you hadn't thoroughly learned your lesson..."

The immaculately dressed woman left the sentence unfinished, but her cold, blue eyes bore into Sandra's, leaving the girl in no doubt what the ramifications might be.

"Y...yes, doctor. No, d...doctor...sorry, doctor," stuttered the flustered teenager.

"You wouldn't want to find yourself here again would you? If your behaviour warranted it, would you young lady?"

Sandra felt her blood run cold just at the mere thought of that terrible possibility.

"I promise I'll be good, doctor Maynard. I promise."

Chapter 7

Once she'd left Fairoaks and been returned to the loving bosom of her family, Sandra had tried emphatically to put the whole experience behind her. She'd made a particular effort to be warm and pleasant to her parents who were enormously impressed with the improvement in her behaviour. She often heard them discuss how happy they were that their darling daughter had been 'cured'.

Sandra wasn't sure if she'd been cured in any sense, or indeed that there was anything wrong with her in the first place apart from a little bit of teenage rebellion and angst. But as far as her mum and dad were concerned, Dr Maynard was something of a miracle worker. And if they were happy and didn't ask too many questions regarding her time at Fairoaks, then Sandra was certainly happy not to attempt to fill the gaps in their knowledge.

Imagine having to explain to them in any sort of detail the regular punishments and shameful impositions that she she'd received from matron for example? It just didn't bear thinking about. What if her few school friends got to hear of it? Her life wouldn't be worth living. 'The girl who spent a month of the summer holidays in a metal asylum was a stigma that she'd never be able to shake off. She'd have to go through her whole life with everyone knowing!

No, far better was just to forget about it and move on. As it was, she was allowed to redo her entire final year at school and then re-sit the exams which she passed with flying colours. The pride her parents showed was almost worth having to attend school in uniform for another whole year while all her friends had moved on to university. But on the other hand, her exam success allowed her to choose the university of her choice almost and then progress onto a decent job.

A couple of years of hard work and a very decent pay rise had left Sandra feeling pretty good about herself. She'd moved out of her parents place but didn't live too far from them and everything seemed to be going swimmingly. She even had a sort of boyfriend, Gregg. And they'd had sex a few times so that was no longer a mystery to her. Although neither had it been the earth-moving event that she'd been half expecting.

And that's when matron had re-entered her life. Just when everything seemed to have sorted itself out, the miserable old harridan reappeared. Sandra hadn't given her much thought to be honest. She tried hard to forget her and her bullying ways. Although, oddly, she hadn't forgotten about Dr Maynard and could remember almost every detail of their multiple interactions.

And that was another thing that she'd kept to herself. When her dad had asked her about Dr Maynard, she'd felt her face flush but had managed to keep her voice calm while she explained that she had been 'great'. Her father had nodded and looked at her enquiringly as if expecting some further information. But that had stayed with her, those were her own private memories. Her dad just wouldn't understand.

Now that she was older and wiser she knew what the doctor had done to her in that office of hers, psychologically bullied and humiliated her, was deeply, seriously wrong. Even so, there wasn't anything that would make her divulge to anyone what had happened within its four walls. Even now she had little shivers of excitement when she recalled some of them. And even in the privacy of her own bedroom she often blushed at the idea of what she must have looked like when she was having her bare bottomed creamed by the sensual older woman.

That's when her own hand would wander between her legs and explore herself at the images that flashed through her brain. Dr Maynard's arrogant, aloof beauty. Her intelligence, her perfectly immaculate appearance. Her confidence and well-modulated middle-class voice. The way she habitually dressed in her mannish white shirt and tightly knotted tie under her gleaming white medical gown. Just the thought her shiny, knee length, black leather boots were enough to make Sandra work aware feverishly at her engorged clit.

***

But rather than meet up with Dr Maynard again, as she sometimes fantasised about doing but never dared to do something about, Sandra had managed to bump into horrible Matron Lawrence. And she most certainly didn't have a secret crush on her! She was almost the opposite of Dr Maynard, so much bigger physically for instance, and more intimidating. Plus she was handsome as opposed to beautiful, and vindictive as opposed to nice.

And their meeting had happened in the most banal sort of way.

A potential client had called the Partnership she worked for and requested a surveyor be sent to her house so that it could be valued. The address was in one of the best areas of the town, so Sandra was pleased to be assigned to it. No doubt there'd be a nice little bonus for her when the house was valued and then sold. It was in a nice leafy suburb and was large and obviously well kept.

Sandra knocked on the imposing front door and waited. it was Friday afternoon and this was her last call. Already her mind had started to drifted towards the weekend. Idly she wondered if Gregg was going to be free. The door opened and Sandra looked up from her clipboard, her working smile already stitched to her face.

"Good afternoon, Miss Plimpton. My name's Ms Lincoln and..."

The plastic smile died on Sandra's face. Miss Eleanor Plimpton was in fact Matron Eleanor Lawrence! She opened and then shut her mouth twice. That familiar feeling of terror slowly started to invade her body.

"I...I'm sorry...erm...wrong number..."

She started to turn, but the older woman took her wrist in a very firm hold.

"In you come, girlie."

And dragged her almost bodily over the threshold of the house and into the hall. The door closed behind her with an ominous crash. And then matron was looking her up and down, a slight smile playing on her red lips.

"Well, well, look what the cat's dragged in. If it isn't little Sandy come to visit."

"Look," said Sandra, fumbling in her bag for her mobile phone. "I'm here in a professional capacity, you can't manhandle me like that. I'm going to call the police."

With almost contemptuous ease, Matron Lawrence simply reached across and plucked Sandra's phone from her hand. Sandra stamped her foot angrily on the carpet.

"Give me that back this instant!" She demanded in a slightly higher register than she wanted. She could already feel the tears of anger and frustration starting

The large woman smiled back at her smugly.

P...please, m...matron. I..."

Do be quiet you silly little girl. We've been over this several times haven't we? When I deem that you deserve punishment, then you will be punished. Isn't that clear enough? Even for a mental patient like you?

Sandra blushed furiously to the roots of her mousey, brown hair. She hated it when the overbearing woman spoke to her like this. As if she was of absolutely no consequence and her opinions were totally irrelevant. She was being treated almost like a child, despite the fact that she'd left those school days far behind her. And she certainly wasn't a mental patient!

And she certainly wasn't a girl anymore, she was a bona fide adult. She had a job and her own car and her own money and everything. It was just that...that matron was an extremely dominant person. Sandra had always been scared of her. Scared of her when they first met six years ago, and still scared of her now.

She was a very physically intimidating sort of a woman, tall and well built with a considerable bosom. Her hair was almost completely grey now, but it was cut very stylishly. When she wasn't wearing her white, clinical dress she was always dressed well in some sort of expensive combination of skirt and blouse or knee length dress.

She also had a pair of the most piercing, grey eyes. They were probably the most scary thing about her. The seemed to look right through you and into your soul, Sandra had decided. She found it virtually impossible to lie to the woman and always had done. Just the look of cool, confident disdain on matron's face was usually enough to make her stomach clench.

"Well, you little fool? What are you waiting for, Christmas?"

The woman asked with a slight smile playing on her perfect lips. Sandra felt her stomach begin to dissolve. As matron waggled her finger threateningly, Sandra could feel the tears already beginning to form.

"Don't make me ask you twice, Sandy. You know how much I hate that."

"No...no, I won't...you c...can't!

"Behave yourself, little miss. Would you like me to smack the backs of your legs for you?"

For a second, Sandra was pleased that she was wearing a trouser suit and therefore protected. But then she quickly corrected herself. What on earth was she thinking!? She was a professional woman here to transact a piece of business with a client. She wasn't a naive 18 year old schoolgirl any more. The woman in front of her, holding her mobile infuriatingly just out of reach, no longer had any sort of control over. In fact it was  Sandra who should be in control of her, not the other way round.

"That's assault, Miss erm...Plimpton. That's not a route I'd advise you to go down. I will inform the police immediately. My company wouldn't hesitate to sue you either."

But rather than cause the woman any issue, the information seemed to amuse her even further. She laughed out loud showing a set of large, even white teeth.

"Haha, oh dear. This is so funny. Look at you quivering and shaking under that expensive suit. Despite your airs and graces, you're still the same pathetic specimen that I had to deal with at Fairoaks, aren't you?"

Sandra had that horrible feeling in her gut again. But this time the primary emotion was one of anger rather than fear

"Give me back my phone! Right now!"

"Or what will you do, sweetie? Cry, stamp your little feet again?"

Sandra was absolutely furious. She thought she's put all her trauma behind her, but she hadn't. All her feelings of suppressed anger came flooding to the surface . Angrily she took a step forward. Matron held up her hands and then took a step backwards.

"Look at you in your little suit. Haha, who do you think you are anyway? A  big grown up girl now? What I should do is do is take you over my knee and tan your bottom for you. Like I used to enjoy doing in the old days. You do remember that, child, don't you?"

Sandra couldn't stand it any longer, she lunged forward.

"Give me back my fucking phone, you bitch!" She screamed as she flailed her thin arms wildly at the older woman.

By sheer good luck (or bad luck?) one of her small, clenched fists caught matron high on her temple and made her stagger backwards. The woman stumbled awkwardly, caught her heel in the Persian carpet and fell with a loud crash against a wooden table, breaking it and falling heavily. A large ceramic vase crashed to the floor by matron's head, splintering into a hundred pieces on the polished parquet flooring.

There was a sudden silence. Sandra raised her hand to her mouth in shock. What had she done? Oh God, was the woman breathing? She glanced around anxiously waiting to see if there was anyone else in the house. Anyone who might have heard the almighty row she'd just had. But there was no pattering of feet or raised, enquiring voices. Thankfully the two of them were all alone. She had to get away from the scene, she just had to.

Hastily she grabbed her bag from the floor where she'd dropped it, turned and opened the front door and then fled down the garden path to the relative safety of her own car. She sat there for a second, still in a state of shock. What had she done? Should she go back and check on the older woman? God, no! She couldn't face going back into the house. She just had to get away. It was only when she was near her own house that she realised that she'd left her mobile phone with matron.

Chapter 8

It wasn't a great weekend for Sandra. The events in the house had traumatised her. Running back over the incident in her head, the last thing she recalled was the woman lying on her back on the floor, her grey head surrounded by shards of broken china. She could be dead for all Sandra knew! If that was the case, it wouldn't take long for the police to work out that Sandra would have been the last person to see her alive. Her meeting with matron was well-documented and there'd be phone records and everything.

And she was so lost without her phone! She wanted to know what was going on. She fired up an old laptop but then couldn't remember the password. She was reduced to putting the local news on the TV and hoping and praying that she wouldn't hear anything untoward. Oh God! Oh God! What was she going to do? She had to get her phone back somehow. Certainly before work on Monday morning. But she physically daren't go back to matron's house. But then, what if she was injured and needed help?

Saturday passed in a haze of fear and uncertainty. She hardly slept and then Sunday was just as bad. Twice she started to go out to her car and visit matron's house, and twice Sandra turned back at the last minute. What would she do if the woman was stiff and cold and laying in the same place that she'd left her? That particular image wouldn't leave Sandra's head. She made herself two cups of coffee and didn't drink either. She sat and gnawed at a finger trying to formulate a plan.

At, at that moment, the doorbell rang. Sandra almost leapt out of her skin. Oh God! Was it the police already? She brushed ineffectually at her clothes as she sidled towards her front door. Should she answer it or just try and ignore it. The bell rang again and it seemed to be more urgent this time. Sandra scurried to the window and risked a peak from behind a curtain. There, as large as life, was her nemesis, Matron Lawrence.

Sandra didn't know whether to laugh or cry. The horrible old woman wasn't dead, but she was rapping on Sandra's door with a face like thunder. She was wearing a two piece, tweed skirt suit and a pair of brown leather calf length boots.

"Open this door, Sandy. I know you're in there!"

Sandra hurried back to open the door. The last thing she wanted was her neighbours to take an interest. When she did so, the imperious woman swept straight past her and into Sandra's little living room. To Sandra's horror, the matron had a large bandage wrapped around her head, and was that a little bit of blood showing through? She felt her legs go weak with the shock and slumped awkwardly into an armchair.

"You haven't killed me as you can see," matron growled at the young girl quivering below her. "Although I think that was your intention, wasn't it young lady?"

"N...no, no...I promise...it was an accident..." stuttered Sandra, appalled that anyone would think that she consciously intended to harm them.

"You accidentally knocked me over by hitting me in the face with enough force to break a table and one of my favourite pieces of China? And then accidentally ran away without phoning for an ambulance?"

Sandra began to cry, the shock of the experience and matron's anger were enough to push her over the edge. She put her head in her hands and wept

"Please...I'm sorry, I'm sorry."

"Sorry isn't good enough, child. I've already informed the police and been treated in hospital for my injuries."

Sandra looked up, shocked by the revelation.

"Yes, on Friday evening, an assailant, probably a thief broke into my home when I answered the door to her, and when I wouldn't give them any money, punched me in the face causing me to fall and cut my head and to receive severe bruising around my ribs and face."

Sandra looked up open mouthed at this blatant lie.

"But..."

"But what, dear? Isn't that how you remembered things? You were there after all, weren't you?"

"Yes, but I didn't hit you. I mean...I didn't mean to hit you."

"Then why am I cut and bruised and terrified to be alone in my own home?"

"But I..."

"Didn't you used to be an inmate in a mental asylum at one time, girl?"

Sandra blushed horribly. That episode in her life was strictly off limits.

"That's the sort of thing a psychologically damaged person would do isn't it, Sandy? Attack a poor defenceless old woman in her home? "

"Y...you know that isn't true, stammered Sandra, tearfully."

"D...do I?" Asked the woman, with a mocking smile.

"It was an accident, you know it was?"

"Is that what you're going to tell the police, dear. Even though you and I have a history together? Back when you were a mental patient and I was the matron of the establishment your dear parents consigned you to? Do you remember those days? Is that why you attacked me when you recognised me? You saw your chance for revenge and you took it?"

"No, no, No!" Sandra almost shrieked. "It wasn't like that at all and you know it!"

Sandra knew that was beginning to sound hysterical now, even to her own ears.

"The security video in my hall says otherwise, Sandy," said the woman, with a complacent smirk. "The video camera my daughter made me install in my hall shows an obviously  disturbed young woman barging into my house, shouting at me, accusing me of all sorts of silly nonsense and then hitting me in the face in an unprovoked attack."

Sandra felt as if she'd been kicked in the stomach. It was all on video!? Oh God! It must look terrible!?

"And that same girl running away from the scene of her crime and leaving her victim in a pool of blood."

"Please...please...I"

"And do you know what else, Sandy? My cowardly assailant even left her mobile phone behind her, such was her desperation to flee the scene. And not only that, her driving license and her credit card in the wallet with her phone."

Sandra was too stunned to even cry.

"Obviously I haven't told the police all this. I merely reported my assault to them. I didn't add any detail."

Sandra looked up hopefully.

"Although, clearly, I could. And maybe I should? I do have the evidence that was left at the crime scene. After all, dangerous lunatics should be kept under lock and key, don't you  think. I mean, once an inmate, always an inmate in my book."

Sandra was too exhausted with the mental turmoil to think straight. She hadn't eaten or slept properly for two days. Suddenly the room seemed to spin, she could hear her heart beating loudly in her head and then she passed out. The last thing she saw was matron smirking down at her dismissively.

Chapter 9

Sandra slowly opened her eyes and let them focus on the white blur in front of her. It took her a while but slowly she recognised matron's face beaming down at her. Had she fainted or what? And why was she in bed? She didn't remember going to bed. But then it slowly dawned on her, she wasn't in her own bed, she was in another bed. Quickly she glanced around, the gleaming, white walls, the glazed window, matron back in her white uniform. Oh no! She was back in the mental institute. She was back in Fairoaks asylum!

"Welcome home, dear. No, don't stress yourself, don't try and get up. You've had  a little relapse, that's all."

Sandra struggled a little. Why couldn't she move her arms? Why couldn't she just sit up? Then the awful truth dawned. She couldn't move properly because she was wearing a tight, restrictive, straightjacket! Oh God, no! What had happened? Why was she strapped helplessly like this?

"Please, matron. Can you unfasten me please. I don't like this."

Matron Lawrence looked down at her pityingly.

"You know I'd like nothing better, young lady. But I can't. You've been classified as a dangerous inmate and therefore by the rules of the institution you have to remain in that straightjacket unless you can prove to my satisfaction that you're not a danger to yourself or my nursing staff. But, have no worries, once you've overcome that hurdle I'll be very happy to release you from your straightjacket."

Despite her words, Sandra could have sworn that the edges of matron's mouth curved upwards just a little. Almost as if she was enjoying the sight of her helpless shame and embarrassment.

"Please, matron. Can you loosen the straps a little at least, they're cutting into me?" Begged Sandra.

The woman shook her head and smiled ruefully.

"I'm afraid not, child. The best thing that you can do is to lay there and do as your told. Let's have no more of your silliness!"

Sandra obeyed, but could taste her own salt tears as they slipped out of the corners of her eyes and down into her mouth.

***

Sandra sat on a low wooden stool about 12” above the expensive carpet in Dr Maynard’s tastefully decorated office. Once more she was waiting for the lady to finish whatever phone call she was on, although judging by her tinkling laughter wasn’t exactly a work related affair. Sandra hardly dare think what she looked like. She had been wrapped into her straightjacket early that morning and then fed with a plastic spoon by matron.

Some of it felt as if it was still smeared on her cheeks and some of the gloop had even managed to get into her hair. Not that she had a lot of her hair left. Once matron noticed that her previously long, stylish hair was getting in the way, she simply put a bowl over Sandra’s head and used a pair if sharp scissors to hack away at her hair until it was one uniform length that revealed her ears.

Sandra was sweating and red-faced as well. Her little room was hot and airless and she was uncomfortable inside her canvas prison. All she had underneath was a pair of thin second-hand knickers and some black PE shoes on her feet. She already felt small and defeated and then even more so as matron had led her down the gleaming white corridor as if she was some sort of dangerous pet.

But that’s undoubtedly how they wanted her to feel. She’d earned a little of their methods now. Making her sit on a child’s stool and making her wait while Dr Maynard finished her trivial personal call was also a part of their strategy. Sandra knew all that and yet she couldn’t help feeling ashamed and degraded somehow.

For about the five hundredth time she cursed her own impulsive behaviour that had brought her to this point. She’d been shown the video of the incident in matron’s house and it didn’t make pleasant viewing. She could hardly remember any detail but the video showed her advancing on the woman, and although she’d stepped backwards and raised her hands in self defence, it also showed Sandra pursuing her , attacking her, and knocking her to the ground. There was no sound to the video so matron’s cruel words and her goading couldn’t be heard.

But so what? The evidence was as plain as day. She, Sandra Lincoln had burst into someone else’s home, assaulted them and fled the scene. The woman’s injuries were serious enough for her to have to go to hospital and a police report had been filed. However, rather than involve the authorities, matron would offer Sandra another chance, just so long as she signed herself in as a patient at Fairoaks again.

At first she refused. Who would voluntarily sign themselves into a mental institution? But the more she thought about it, the more she realised it was her only way out of her problem. So reluctantly, she had signed the paperwork. Her employees were good enough to sign her off work for a month with ‘stress’. And Dr Maynard told her that she’d speak to her parents for her and explain the situation. So they wouldn’t be surprised by her sudden disappearance.

The phone clicked as Dr Maynard replaced the handset on her desk. She shuffled a few papers and then placed her pad and her gold pen in front of her. She made a few notes and then looked up brightly at the young woman sat disconsolately in front of her.

“How are you this morning, Sandy?”

“I’m very well thank you for asking, doctor. How are you?”

Sandra knew how much Dr Maynard liked this sort of polite formality. She said that it helped Sandra to remember her proper place in their relationship.

“I’m very well, it’s a beautiful day outside you know? Blue skies, the birds singing and all that sort of thing.”

Sandra bit her lip and blinked a little

“Anyway, let’s get back to you and your problems, dear.”

“Yes, doctor.”

“Good girl. We’ve already established that you attacked an old, feeble woman in her own house and badly injured her, haven’t we?”

Sandra swallowed before replying. That wasn’t exactly true, but what was the point of denying it now? Matron Lawrence may well have been old, but she certainly wasn't feeble. But who was going to believe that after watching that piece of film? She could already feel her bottom twitching involuntarily beneath her on the hard, wooden stool.

“Yes, doctor.”

And you were punished for that on...let me see...three days ago?”

“Yes, doctor.”

How could she forget, thought Sandra to herself. Being made to touch her toes while matron watched was hardly something she wouldn’t remember. The agonising pain of Dr Maynard’s thin, whippy cane was still burnt into her memory. It made her scream and cry, and it was also the first time Dr Maynard had physically punished her herself, as opposed to getting matron to do it for her.

Somehow it seemed to mark a turning point in the relationship between her and Dr Maynard. Sandra had always harboured the belief that Dr Maynard had never punished her because...well, because she felt something for her and she didn’t want to hurt her. But that seemed to be no longer the case. Even that thought made Sandra feel ashamed, she’d let down the doctor and what was worse, both of them knew it.

Dr Maynard had spent a lot of her personal time and energy helping Sandra to overcome her teenage problems. And yet, despite that, here she was again back in the institution, a registered inmate. But this time at her own volition. And not even allowed ‘normal’ clothes this time. Instead of her vest and her humiliatingly short skirt, the only thing protecting her nakedness was a thick, canvas straightjacket.

Dr Maynard had explained carefully and patently to her that as she’d assaulted someone, she was now a high, rather than a low risk patient and for both her and her staff’s safety, Dr Maynard had decided that she needed to be restrained. Sandra had wept and pleaded to be released, absolutely begged to be put back in her tiny, revealing skirt and grubby vest again. But Dr Maynard was adamant; she’d be released if, and only if, her behaviour merited it.

“And it hurt, didn’t it? It made you cry, as I recall?”

“Y...yes, doctor,” replied Sandra, rapidly blinking to try and stem the onset of yet more tears.

“But you did deserve it, didn’t you? I mean, without my and matron’s forbearance you’d be in a prison cell awaiting assault charges.”

“Yes, doctor,” Sandra wasn’t sure if that was true or not, but she was certainly unwilling to find out.

“So in effect, I’m doing you a favour?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“And what do you say whenever anyone is kind enough to do you a favour, young lady?”

“I should always say, ‘thank you’, doctor.”

“That’s a good girl. See, it’s not too difficult is it?”

“No, doctor.”

“I’d say that within a few moths we’ll have you back again as a fully functioning, civilised member of normal society.”

Dr Maynard smiled again showing her beautiful, even white teeth.

“Yes, doctor...Thank you, doctor,” added Sandra hurriedly. Fully aware that she should remember to thank anyone kind enough to do her a favour. And at the same time trying to avoid the implication that she wasn’t normal.

Chapter 10

Matron Lawrence drew her arm slowly back and then brought it forward as quickly as she could. A well-practised flick of her wrist brought the wooden paddle she held in her large hand into loud contact with the pair of naked, white buttocks that were wobbling invitingly over her lap. The loud crack that resulted was really very loud, not that Matron Lawrence cared much about keeping the noise down.

What she was doing was hardly a secret. She was employed to ensure the smooth running of Fairoaks mental asylum. A task that she accomplished with her usual ruthless efficiency. Her other responsibility, and the one that she enjoyed the most, was the maintain of discipline within the asylum. It was a responsibility that she took very seriously as scores of inmates at the private institution that she ran could confirm.

The woman wriggling ineffectually over her knee for instance. Her name was Jill Heaton, or inmate Heaton as she was now referred to as. She was, or had been, the CEO and owner of a small company. After a dire set of financial results she had been deposed by her (male) senior management team, and not only deposed but consigned to Fairoaks to recuperative from her ‘evident mental breakdown', as the (male) company physician had described it.

The company was so concerned regarding Ms Heaton’s welfare that it had paid her expensive medical bills for 12 months in advance. It was, as the director’s explained to any interested party, the very least they could do for such a valued colleague who had given everything she had, even her mental health, to drive the business to where it was now.

Matron raised her paddle again and brought it crashing down on the former CEO’s bare bottom. She didn’t look quite so clever now did she, shrieking and weeping with her knickers hanging off one plump ankle? Her medical record said that she forty two years old, single, with no dependents. She was described as 5’ 8”, brown-eyed, brunette. A brunette who was dyeing her hair noticed Matron Lawrence, bitchily.

She brought the paddle up and then firmly down again, eliciting another shriek from the frantically struggling woman. Matron quite liked a struggler, she was a very strong woman and quite enjoyed little wrestling matches like this one. A match that she invariably won, but always aroused her as they threshed across her muscular thighs, unaware or not caring they were displaying everything they had to her.

She let her hand wander between the woman’s thick thighs and trailed a finger down her sex. The woman was too far gone to notice, or even care. Matron did so enjoy these sorts of situations. She had an absolutely free hand with the inmates and took full advantage of it. This flabby business woman had been thoroughly paddled for the last five minutes. Matron had started on her sit-spots, the centre point of her raised buttocks, and made sure they were well and truly polished.

Then she’d started to move down one thigh, paying particular attention to the crease in the woman’s plump buttock overhang and then carrying on down to just above her knees. Matron enjoyed punishing the backs of the thighs. Even a small slapping produced red beautiful red marks. That’s how she often started, down one thigh and then back up the other, slowly getting harder as she repeated the journey.

Inmate Heaton’s hands were cuffed behind her and held in the small of her back so that she couldn’t interfere with the punishment in any way. ‘For her own safety’, matron had said. Although matron could very easily have handled her with or without cuffs, Jill was a fairly recent admission and had to be taught her position now that she was an inmate rather than a normal, regular person. This was the ‘breaking in’ phase, and one that Eleanor Lawrence enjoyed very much.

Slaaap! Slaaap! Slaaap! Slaaap!

Four rapid, heavy strokes back on the high point of her twin, glowing bottom cheeks signalled the end of her punishment, for now anyway. Not that Jill Heaton noticed, she was too busy howling and promising anything if only matron would please, please stop beating her. Matron smiled as the former high-flyer continued to wriggle and beg even though her thrashing had come to an end.

Everyone had their favourite, there was no doubt about that. Matron liked women that tended towards plumpness. She liked a pair of firm meaty buttocks to chastise. Yes, the smaller bottomed girls were cute in their own way, she wasn't opposed to that. But give her a pair of fleshy buttocks and chubby, white thighs to punish and she was in her element. It was also a pleasure to deal with an entitled woman like Ms Heaton.

Matron had a very firm idea of who did and didn't need putting in their place. Anyone consigned to her clinic that, in her opinion, had even an ounce of arrogance about them would be guaranteed to feel her wrath. And anyone who was unlucky enough to find herself in matron's clinic was automatically considered to be some sort of morale degenerate. Or else why would they be in a mental asylum?

In other words, her inmates were the lowest of the low and deserved to be treated as such. In fact they positively needed to be kept in line and dealt with very firmly. Matron Lawrence had absolutely no doubt about that. She often prided herself that, In the long run, she was helping  make a positive contribution to  their long-term recovery. She was after all a qualified medical practitioner, a professional like all the other committed staff at Fairoaks.

She slipped one large hand between Ms Heaton's scorched thighs and parted them, ignoring the sobbing woman's feeble protests as she did so. She straightened a long digit and slipped it into the woman's anal passage, eliciting a little squeal from the humiliated woman squirming over her knee. She pushed a little harder enjoying the feeling as she penetrated the woman's elastic sphincter, and then rotated her finger a little... just because she could.

She slowly withdrew making a slight popping noise, before sliding down the tearful woman's sex and stroking he labia. Inmate Heaton squealed a little more at the unwanted invasion and tried to wriggle away but it was a tactic that matron was well aware of and had anticipated accordingly. The inquisitive finger found the woman's clitoris and began to stroke and gently flick it until it began to stiffen.

Matron smile absent-mindedly at the mature woman's obvious distress. She was considering her options. She could humiliate the woman by bringing her to a shameful, unwanted climax as she lay across her knee like a fish that had just been landed. Or she could deposit Ms Jill Heaton, former CEO, former owner, former big-shot down on her bare knees and make her lick her out until she climaxed? Ah, decisions, decisions.

Chapter 11

Janice Lincoln recoiled from the image on the screen. She could hardly believe it. But there on the computer screen in front of her very eyes, her perfect daughter seemed to have just punched an old woman to the floor! Behind her she could hear her husband clear his throat in that nervous way that he had. There was no mistaking it. As the assailant turned, the second camera by the front door caught her face very sharply and clearly. Helpfully, Dr Maynard hit the pause button and there, as clear as day, was her darling daughter.

"I didn't really want to show you this, Mr and Mrs Lincoln. I don't make a habit of allowing people to see the problems I have to work with, but as you're such lovely people I didn't want you to learn of this somewhere else. "

Andrew and Janice Lincoln both expressed their heartfelt thanks.

"I've managed to placate that harmless old woman to an extent, which is why Sandra signed herself back into the clinic and under my wing so to speak. As opposed to spending some time in a prison cell for assault."

This time it was only Andrew Lincoln who managed to mumble his thanks, his wife for once being too shocked to even speak.

"The lady was quite badly shaken and had to be taken to hospital. She filed a complaint of course, Something about a wild young woman bursting into her house uninvited and threatening her. However the police are none the wiser regarding the assailant's identity, and I thoroughly intend to keep it that way if I can."

"D...does the lady know it was Sandra?" asked Mrs Lincoln with a slight sob.

"I'm afraid she does, yes. Part of the agreement was that I would look after and treat Sandra. I do hope that's acceptable, she'll be safe in my hands. I can promise you that nobody at all knows of our agreement."

"Thank you so much, doctor. You've been very good to us," said Mr Lincoln.

Grace Maynard inclined her head gracefully. Yes, she had, hadn't she?

"However, I'm afraid I have more news. Sandra has responded very well to treatment and I was extremely hopeful that you'd be able to take her home shortly. However, yesterday she physically attacked another inmate, and now I'm afraid we're back to square one."

Dr Maynard tried not to smile as she watched the common little woman's face crumple into tears. The lower classes were such weaklings, she couldn't help but think.

"What does that mean, doctor. For Sandra I mean? Will it go any further? is she going to be okay?"

The note of confused panic in the soft little man's voice was almost sexually arousing. With apparent reluctance, Dr Maynard pushed the photographs over. They showed a woman of about forty years, her face bruised and battered one eye half closed. Janice Lincoln’s hand went to her mouth.

“My daughter did this!?”

I’m afraid so, Mrs Lincoln. Just when we thought things were improving. She seems to have a problem with older women.”

Janice sobbed and tried not to look at the state of the poor woman’s face. She didn’t want to believe any of this, but she’d seen the original video and now she was holding the actual evidence in her hands. What had happened to Sandra to make her behave like this?

“I know this must come as a shock to you, Janice. May I call you Janice, by the way?”

The blonde woman nodded numbly, as if unable to take in what was happening around her.

“So, as I’m sure you can see. I think it would be most unwise to allow your daughter back into the, ah...mainstream so to speak. At least for the present time. Don’t you agree, Janice?”

Janice nodded again.

“I’ve already prepared the extension to Sandra’s stay with us. All that remains is for the two of you to sign. I know how much all of this must be distressing for you.”

.Then produced a form from her desk and a pen and pushed them over to where the Lincoln’s were sat. She got up and walked to the large mirror on her left side as if giving the parents time to think. In reality, if she stood near enough to the screen she could dimly make out the figures behind it.

Grace managed to keep her hands from herself as she manoeuvred towards her desk and pressed a hidden button. To her left, the very merest change in the light from the full length mirror in her room betrayed the fact that the room next door had occupants, two in fact.

Chapter 12

“Looks like mum and dad have had enough of you around the house, inmate Lincoln. Looks to me like they’re going to commit you to matron’s tender care for some considerable time?” Said Nurse Melanie taking a firm grip on Sandra’s left buttock cheek.

Sandra watched in horrified fascination as her mum picked up Dr Maynard’s gold pen and paused it above the document.

“Mum! No! Mum, don’t sign that...please, mum!”

Her voice sounded unnaturally loud in the small room that she and the black nurse occupied. By her side, Melanie Maxwell sniggered and stroked Sandra’s backside through her brief, blue panties. She had heard much louder shrieking and crying while she accompanied inmates in this room, but as it was utterly soundproof.

On the other side of the screen she could see her boss, Dr Maynard smiling a little. No doubt she knew what Sandra was doing at that moment and the idea obviously amused her. Nurse Melanie loved her boss, all the nurses did really. She was cool. So clever, so pretty, so well-dressed and immaculately groomed. It was a pleasure to work for her. The pay was great, and the...perks were even better.

Beside her, Sandra suddenly leapt at the two-way mirror and began pounding on it, her face inches from Dr Maynard’s own. Nurse Melanie smiled again at the desperation of her inmate, but she was actually quite annoyed at her impertinence. She took a firm hold of Sandra’s hair and angrily tugged her away from the screen and back to the centre of the Spartan room.

Dr Maynard calmly finished adjusting her olive green tie in the reflection of the mirror. The noise her inmate had created had been barely noticeable even to her. She turned and made her way back to her desk just in time to see to see the feeble husband sign his name to the order committing pretty, Sandra Lincoln to a term in a secure mental asylum. The two of them hadn’t even bothered to read the terms. Grace Maynard had engineered it like that of course. She didn’t have a starred first in behavioural psychology for nothing.

She knew that causing anxiety and disruption was the ideal way to put them on the back foot. The pictures of the Heaton woman were quite explicit. She could see the shock on the mother’s face as she looked at them. But, of course, neither she nor her husband could have known that although those bruises were only too real, they had been inflicted by an enthusiastic Matron Lawrence as opposed to their innocent, darling daughter.

The sectioning order had all the details hidden in its dense text. It had been written expressly for that purpose. The page that the Lincoln’s had signed contained their printed names, their relationship to Sandra, and space for their signatures. Had they taken the time to read it or take it to a reputable solicitor, they would have discovered that it committed Sandra to a period of at least 12 months at Fairoaks at a surprisingly large cost incidentally. And even then her release would only be granted if the chief psychiatrist was convinced that Sandra was no longer a danger to the public.

Back in her chair, chief psychiatrist Grace Maynard squeezed her thighs together pleasurably as she considered the various ways in which the girl was going to have to ‘convince’ her that she was wasn’t a dangerously disturbed mental patient. She could barely keep the smile off her perfectly made-up lips. She reminded herself to arrange the delivery of the half dozen new canes that she'd recently perused.

But also she was interested in some of the latest restraint and isolation techniques that she'd heard about. Straightjackets obviously, the tighter and more restrictive the better, shackles, hobbles, gags, the list was quite a long one. Dr Maynard was very much looking forward to putting into practise some of the things that she'd learned.

She glanced purposefully at her expensive wristwatch.

“You can rest assured, Mr and Mrs Lincoln that poor Sandra is in very good hands.”

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Nurse Melanie’s surprisingly powerful hand bounced repeatedly up and down Sandra’s bare bottom. Already the West Indian girl had managed to turn the inmate’s white cheeks to a decidedly flushed pink colour and showed absolutely no signs of slowing up. Beneath her, Sandra howled and kicked and screamed as she lay helplessly across the nurse’s muscular thighs. She had her knickers pulled to her ankles and her short skirt turned up like a little girl.

What was going on!? Why was she being spanked like an errant schoolgirl? She was a mature woman with a job. How was she being kept in this terrible place? Why had her mum and dad agreed to leave her here? Why hadn’t they just demanded her release? Surely she’d served her time at Fairoaks?

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Slaapp!

Above her the black nurse, who was certainly younger than Sandra, was still enthusiastically pounding away at her backside. Sandra wriggled and kicked but it was no use, she was easily held in place while the chastisement continued. She could feel the tears flooding down her face. Was this nightmare ever going to end?

Chapter 13

Dr Maynard squatted elegantly on her haunches, her skirt riding up her long thighs. She was intrigued by the young woman in front of her. Sandra was sat on the floor and dressed in a straightjacket, white canvas stockings, lilac plastic knickers and soft-soled white pumps. All in all, pretty much standard attire for the more dangerous elements at Fairoaks asylum.

However, as an extra precaution she was tethered in her personal padded cell at three different points. Unlike the majority of inmates she was wearing a mask on her head that removed her vision entirely and a mask over her face that had one small hole for her mouth. Her legs were bound and crossed and then each ankle was fastened to a collar around her neck and to two nearby walls of the cell with strong cords.

Her arms were bound in front of her and then fastened to the straps constraining her legs. There was a loop on top of the mask to which a third strap was fastened to the ceiling that left her upright and immobile. Dr Maynard had designed the restraints herself and was jolly pleased with how efficient they were. To her mind they were the minimum necessary to keep the inmate quiet and yet still leave her available to work on.

And Dr Maynard did so enjoy working on her inmates. Right now, for example, inmate Lincoln had a large vibrator inserted inside her that was attached to a small electric generator. By adjusting the various dials, Dr Maynard could vary the length, the intensity, and the gap between each shock she was administering to her patient. She filmed the sessions and then made copious notes. She didn't even consider it work, more a labour of love.

The idea was to keep the patient on the very edge of sleep but not to let her actually sleep very much. Tomorrow morning, bright and early, Dr Maynard had a meeting with inmate Lincoln and she wanted to the girl to be properly prepared for it. Which meant minimal sleep, no food, and the absolute minimum water intake. Grace Maynard was clear in her own mind that Sandy needed to be re-educated. There was no doubt about that.

In her work, the doctor had discovered that there was a sweet spot that made it much easier to educate recalcitrant students. One had to break them first, to deprive them of the things they took for granted. To wear them down both physically and mentally until they reached a stage of optimum malleability. Take Sandy here, she'd been a patient for a good few months now and was proving to be an excellent guinea-pig.

She'd once been an independent young woman on the brink of an exciting career with her whole life in front of her. Now, she was nothing more than a testing-board for Dr Maynard's valuable work. Sandra's pride and her dignity had long been shattered by cold baths, back-breaking menial labour and several applications of the cane to her tender young buttocks. All that, with the help of Matron Lawrence and her dedicated team of nursing staff, had been relatively straightforward.

But now, in Dr Maynard's expert opinion, came the more interesting area of investigation. Now the good doctor was interested in moulding her subject a new mind. And to do that, the old one had to be erased as far as possible without actually damaging it any more than was necessary. It was a challenge, no doubt about it. But one that Grace Maynard felt that she was well up to. Tomorrow her plan would begin in earnest.

The girl would take her first faltering steps along the road to re-education, reintegration back into the community and then, ultimately, personal redemption. Dr Maynard could hardly contain herself. She turned up the intensity dial on her machine by one more notch and then took her leave of the helpless girl, locking and bolting the steel door behind her.

She imagined that she'd receive some sort of recognition for her work. After all, wasn't that what the State wanted? A compliant, obedient workforce that didn't ask too many silly questions or kick up a fuss? In that case she, Dr Grace Maynard could provide the tools to ensure that was the future. She straightened her neatly knotted olive tie a little before hurrying along to the privacy of her own bathroom. She had a little more urgent, personal business to attend to.

The End
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