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Chapter 1

Marjorie Hardiman  looked over to her charge as the girl sat at her desk writing..

“Is everything more clear to you now my dear?”

The girl immediately jumped to her feet and stood to attention as she’d been taught.

“Yes, thank you Dr Hardiman.”

“Very well dear, carry on with your work.”

The girl sat down again, picked up her pen and began to write. Marjorie settled back into her comfortable leather chair and watched her. She was very pleased with the way the uniform had turned out. It had after all taken up a great deal of her time and ingenuity but the effect was well worth the effort. The former self-assured, some might say cocky, 19 year old madam had been transformed into, well, a child.

Which, if she were being truthful with herself, was Marjorie’s intention all along. She firmly believed in the idea that behaviour could be to a large extent be controlled by installing the correct mindset within a subject. In Virginia’s case her theories were so far proving to be correct. Admittedly it had taken a rather unusual set of circumstances to enable her to exercise her ideas.

***

Marjorie Hardiman defied the casual observer to guess Virginia’s true age with any accuracy. Dressed as she was she could easily have passed for a girl in the middle years of her high school education perhaps? Marjorie had designed her uniform accordingly. The clothes were strictly authentic. Her highly polished, lace-up, low-heeled black shoes were bought from a store that specialised in school shoes.  Her white, knee-length socks were regulation issue for a junior school girl. Her brown knickers were of the type routinely worn by girls of her purported age, as was her little white vest edged with pink roses.

Marjorie had decided that her tiny breasts didn’t really warrant a bra, certainly not the padded, push-up variety that she had recently favoured. Her external clothing was where Marjorie had really come into her own. The girl was now dressed in a formal, crisp white shirt rather than a feminine blouse. The material was stiff and starchy, particularly the collar and cuffs. This coupled with the fact that it was maybe one size too small for her made it feel tight and a little uncomfortable.

To add to that feeling she was required to wear a brown and gold striped school tie that was tied in a very neat, constricting knot around her throat. Over that was Marjorie’s favourite item. She had to have  it made especially for Virginia. It was a brown, pleated gymslip, similar in design to the ones that Marjorie and her friends had worn many years ago in their exclusive private school. Similar in the fact that it was pleated and was buttoned awkwardly at the shoulders,  but very different in execution. 

Virginia’s gymslip was short, very short in fact. It barely covered her school knickers when she stood. She was very conscious of it and appeared to spend a large amount of her time tugging at it to try and lower the hem, which was Marjorie’s intention of course.  It confirmed that a childish uniform made the wearer feel and act like a child. It wasn’t too short either, not so short that people turned around in the street to stare short. But short as if the owner had recently undergone a sudden and unexpected growth spurt short. Little details like the badge in the centre of her chest proclaiming the idea that she was a pupil at St Anselm’s junior school also encouraged the casual observer that their original estimation of her age was correct.

That was her indoor uniform, unless of course her gymslip had been removed in order to facilitate her disciplinary regime. Her outdoor uniform also included a blazer. That was also a little work of art as far as Marjorie was concerned. It was rather garish but very traditional. It was brown and gold striped with little gold buttons. On the breast pocket was a badge similar to that on her gymslip. It fitted her perfectly but was slightly too long, as if it had been bought to counter any future growth spurt.

The overall effect was that the hem of her skirt was only marginally longer than the hem of her blazer, which again emphasised her diminutive stature. The final piece of her uniform, and the one that Virginia hated the most, was a straw boater which sat squarely on her head. Like the blazer and gymslip it sported a circular badge which proudly proclaimed its owner to be a pupil at St Anselm’s, and it was finished off with a brown and gold ribbon which reached down to her shoulder blades.

As Marjorie Hardiman finished up her notes she reflected upon how Virginia Haversham had come under her control. She liked that phrase ‘come under her control’. It rather summed up her relationship with the pretty teenager. She squeezed her nylon-clad thighs together in order to prolong the moment. Virginia wasn’t the first spoiled, pampered young lady that Marjorie had brought under her wing, and she certainly wouldn’t be the last. Dr Marjorie Hardiman liked to style herself as a behavioural therapist. She didn't have any legitimate qualifications and she certainly wasn’t a doctor.

But what she did have was an uncanny ability to plant subliminal messages in the minds of her patients. Not all of them of course, some people just couldn't be influenced in that particular way. However, a surprising number of people could, and it was those pliable types that Dr Hardiman was always searching for. When she found the right subject, the results could be spectacular. A great many of her clients went away satisfied that Dr Hardiman had reduced their reliance on cigarettes for example or had overcome their fear of flying thanks to her perhaps.

But they were the lucky ones. For whatever reason, Dr Hardiman hadn't taken a...personal interest in them. Too old perhaps, or too ugly, or she just didn't like them. She was a very particular woman, patient as well as manipulative. Marjorie Hardiman knew from experience that eventually someone would present herself, someone always did. And then, when the time was right...

Although she took on any client that interested her. Her favourite work centred on troubled, older teenage girls and young women. Most of her work was routine and to be very frank rather dull for a woman of her undoubted abilities. However that was the sort of lucrative work that helped pay for her very pleasant lifestyle. Her antennae had become highly tuned over the years and consequently she could easily pick out any potential victim. She liked to work with troubled girls because, by definition, troubled girls had problems. And to a predator like Marjorie Hardiman problems often led to opportunity.

Virginia herself was a good example. Her concerned mother had brought her to the clinic initially because she was worried that her daughter’s behaviour was getting out of hand. It didn’t take Marjorie very long to use her experience and somewhat specialised techniques to discover that the death of the teenage girl’s strict father had left a large hole in her life and that her increasingly wild behaviour was a secret cry for someone, anyone, to take her in hand. A second interview with Virginia’s well-meaning but ultimately ineffectual mother had only served to confirm her original assessment.

The poor girl was rudderless. She was in her first year at the local college of higher education. She was certainly clever enough to have gone to a good university, but her lack focus in her final year at school had left her without the necessary qualifications. That was just one more thing that her mother worried about. Poor Virginia just wasn't achieving her true potential. Before the untimely death of her father, the girl had wanted to be a lawyer. But now she seemed to lack any sort of ambition.

The first few sessions with Virginia Haversham were rather difficult affairs. The girl bitterly resented being sent to a ‘shrink’ as she called Marjorie. Particularly to a ‘shrivelled old woman who couldn’t possibly know what she was going through’. Marjorie made a careful note of that description for future reference. But once again, despite the apparent odds, it didn’t take long for a woman of Marjorie’s particular brilliance to break down her new patient. Slowly but surely her new charge was dismantled piece by piece.

The aggressive, gum-chewing, angry young woman began to change. This was due in no small measure to Marjorie’s somewhat unconventional methods. Over the many years she’d been involved in this sort of work she’d met some very interesting people. One of which was a chemist who had explained to her the effects that her particular concoctions could have an impressionable young minds, when used correctly. So now, every time Virginia visited her office she was routinely given a drink.

The drink was mixed with small doses of a particularly efficient compound which encouraged relaxation and compliance. During their sessions together, when her clients were warm and relaxed and sleepy on the couch on her office, Marjorie would continually suggest that her patient do a particular thing. After a while these suggestions became so insistent that they became orders. In Virginia’s case Marjorie decided that, as a test, she would prefer her patient to wear a skirt rather than her customary jeans, and the wheels were in motion.


Chapter 2

Virginia Haversham was crying again. Every time she came to this woman’s office she ended up crying. For some unknown reason Dr Hardiman knew exactly the phrases required to set her off. She had been coming to this comfortable, homely office for nearly two months now. The doctor had slowly drawn out of her the reason for her unhappiness. The issues with her father were many and varied but Dr Hardiman’s probing questions were remarkably accurate.

She was so relaxed in her comfortable chair that she could have sworn she actually fell asleep on occasions. Whatever, she always felt enormously calm when the session was over. The tears and the emotion always seemed to have the effect of completely relaxing her. Dr Hardiman encouraged her to let go, to let her pent-up feelings loose. She had begun to enjoy the psychiatrist’s company.

Truth be told she was actually looking forward to their sessions together, in the recesses of her mind she wondered if she might be able to come more often. The sessions had already gone from once a week to twice a week. Her mother was very happy to pay for them. Surely Dr Hardiman wouldn’t refuse her? After all she was trying really hard to be a good girl.

She was asleep again; she spent half the session asleep it seemed.

“Can you hear me, Ginny?”

“Yes, Dr Hardiman.”

“How are you today Ginny?”

“I’m very well thank you Dr Hardiman.”

“Have you been a good girl Ginny?”

“Yes Dr Hardiman, I’ve been a good girl.”

“Why have you been a good girl Ginny?”

“Because...because...”

“Because daddy wanted you to be a good girl Ginny?”

“Yes, yes Dr Hardiman. Daddy always wants me to be a good girl.”

“That’s true Ginny, daddy loved you because you were a good girl didn’t he?”

“Yes, for being a good girl.”

“Were you always a good girl Ginny?”

The young girl’s eyes began to water. “N...no.” she whispered, “not always.”

“And what would daddy do if you weren’t a good girl?”

“H...he’d spank me.”

“How did he spank you Ginny?”

“Across his knee with my knickers down.” She sniffed miserably.

“And did he spank you because he hated you Ginny?”

N...no, daddy loved me. I know he did!”

“Daddy spanked you because he loved you Ginny. Sometimes he spanked you to make sure you were always a good girl, didn’t he?

“So Ginny, do you want to be a good girl or do you want to be a bad girl?”

“A...a good girl Dr Hardiman.”

“And what do good girls do Ginny?”

“Good girls are polite and respectful to their elders, Dr Hardiman.”

“That’s true; you must be a very good girl.”

“Virginia Haversham giggled to herself. “I am a good girl, Dr Hardiman.”

“Do you know what else good girls do, Ginny?”

“No, Dr Hardiman.”

“Good girls don’t wear horrible jeans, they wear nice skirts.”

“Nice skirts.”

“You say it, nice girls don’t wear horrible jeans, they wear nice skirts.”

“Good girls don’t wear horrible jeans...they...they.”

“They wear nice skirts dear.”

“They wear nice skirts.”

“Repeat all of it now please.”

“Good girls don’t wear horrible jeans, they wear nice skirts.”

“Well done Ginny, you’re such a good girl.”

Ginny smiled again, she so enjoyed being a good girl.

Marjorie Hardiman smiled as well. She had chosen correctly, Virginia Haversham responded very well to certain phrases, and she was extremely susceptible. Perhaps the time was right to make her come to the office more regularly?


Chapter 3

Nicole Haversham couldn’t believe her luck. How fortunate was she to have stumbled across a behavioural therapist who was as good as Dr Hardiman? The change in her daughter’s attitude was almost unbelievable. Only last week Virginia had asked if they could go shopping together. That in itself was unusual, but to go shopping for new skirts!? That was unheard of; she couldn’t remember the last time they’d been shopping together. And to compound the strange situation, her darling daughter had actually asked her opinion on the various ones she’d tried on!

Wow, it seemed as if Dr Hardiman was a miracle worker! It wasn’t only that though. Virginia’s whole persona appeared to have undergone a makeover. Her conversations were now littered with please and thank you’s, which never used to be the case. Her various ear rings and piercings seemed to have disappeared. When Virginia came out of her last session and asked, very politely, if she could perhaps extend the sessions from two to three sessions a week she could hardly agree quickly enough.

The following week Nicole received a letter from Dr Hardiman asking if perhaps she might be available to discuss Virginia’s progress, and would Wednesday at 9.30 be suitable? She agreed of course, she was very happy to attend any meeting with the miracle worker.  She would have to arrange the morning off work but that shouldn’t be a problem. She knocked on the door of the rather imposing Tudor-styled house and was admitted by a young, impeccably uniformed maid who actually curtsied to her!

She was met in the drawing-room by the Doctor, who was wearing very high, glossy black heels, black stockings and a beautifully cut blue pencil skirt. She also had on a bright white silk blouse buttoned to the collar. Nicole found it difficult to estimate her age, she could have been anything between 40 and 55 years old. She wasn’t particularly attractive but she had striking demeanour that absolutely exuded authority. She reminded Nicole of one of her earlier, rather unpleasant, headmistresses.

Fortunately Nicole had dressed up for the occasion and was wearing a smart dress, stockings and heels. Even so she still felt rather intimidated; Dr Hardiman was a very large woman, with her dark hair piled on her head in an old-fashioned style she absolutely towered over Nicole’s modest 5’2”. Her grey eyes looked the smaller woman up and down

“So good of you to have come, Mrs Haversham.”

Nicole took her extended hand. “It’s my pleasure Dr Hardiman, and please call me Nicole.”

“Thank you Nicole.”

“Can I just say as well that I’m so impressed by Virginia’s improvement, I can’t thank you enough.”

“Why thank you Nicole. I have to say that your daughter has proved to be a bit of a challenge. But hopefully I think we’re beginning to progress.”

“You’re very modest. I think she’s improved enormously.”

“With respect Nicole, in my professional opinion I think I’ve barely scratched the surface. Your daughter has a variety of deep-seated issues that need to be addressed. What you see at home is only a very thin veneer of learned behaviour. There is a very strong chance that she may well regress at any moment, which is not a situation that either of us want.”

Nicole was shocked, she was sure that Virginia had improved enormously. But clearly that wasn’t the case.

“W...what do you suggest Doctor?”

“I suggest a perhaps more rigorous regime as far as Virginia is concerned.”

“Well if you’re sure Doctor.”

Marjorie noticed that Nicole  didn’t want or dare to ask what ‘more rigorous’ might mean.

“I am sure Nicole, that is unless you want to risk the small advances that we’ve made?”

“N...no Doctor, of course not.”

“Quite aside from Virginia, I think it would be a good idea if you were to schedule a visit to my office as well.”

“How do you mean?”

“I’d like you to visit me on a more regular basis. Let’s say the first session should be on Monday at 9.00 am.”

“I’m not actually sure what I’m doing on Monday to be...”

“Surely whatever you were doing isn’t more important than your daughter’s mental well being is it, Nikki?”

“Well no, but...” Nicole only dimly registered the use of the diminutive of her name.

“That’s marvellous, Simpson will see you out.” She rang a little hand bell and then stood up. Clearly the interview was terminated.

“I’ll see you on Monday at 9.00 am, please don’t be late. Perhaps if you were to report at 8.30 it would avoid any potential difficulties?

AS she sat in her car Nicole couldn’t help feeling a little aggrieved at Dr Hardiman’s rudeness. But on the other hand she did desperately want her daughter to be the happy, smiling child that she used to be. She’d put up with almost any slight if only that aim could be achieved. And if that meant having to go in late for work the following Monday morning, then so be it.

Marjorie had watched the younger woman walk towards her car. Nicole Haversham was very unlikely to present her with any problems. She could hardly wait for Monday morning to arrive. She squeezed her thighs together pleasurably. She picked up the little bell and rang it . The pretty young maid knocked and entered again. She curtsied in front of Marjorie and waited nervously.

“Simpson, go and stand in your room. Pull your knickers down to your knees, put your hands on your head and put your cute little nose in the corner. I’ll be along shortly to give you a very thorough spanking.”

“Yes ma’am,” replied the young girl with tears already forming in her bright blue eyes.

She wasn’t quite sure what she had done to warrant a spanking, but she certainly wasn’t going to ask her Mistress the reason.


Chapter 4

The following Saturday was the first of Virginia’s new meetings with Dr Hardiman. Once her mother had dropped her off she was left alone with the woman. She felt a little odd to be honest; she’d turned down a shopping trip into the nearest town with her friends that morning in order to attend the meeting. Why had she done that? She'd particularly wanted to go to the mall, but equally something was pressurising her to attend a meeting with her imposing doctor.

Dr Hardiman was a wonderful doctor, clearly there could be no doubt of that, but rather than hang around with her girlfriends she had volunteered to get dressed up and come here again. As soon as the maid ushered her into Dr Hardiman’s office her objections seemed foolish. After all, Dr Hardiman was not only wonderful but she was the only person that could make her feel good about herself. The impeccably dressed woman looked her up and down.

“My word Virginia that’s a lovely dress. The colour suits you perfectly if you don’t mind me saying so. You’re such a good girl for finding it.”

Virginia felt herself blush at the compliment and squirmed a little. It was uncanny; the doctor seemed to be able to read her mind. When she went hunting for skirts and dresses last weekend with her mother she had consciously looked for something that she thought Dr Hardiman might approve of. Sky blue was certainly not a colour that she would have considered choosing in the past, and the design of the dress itself was a new direction for her. But Dr Hardiman evidently did approve so she had made the right choice.

Marjorie Hardiman fought to suppress a laugh that was building inside her. The dress was indeed pretty, it would have suited the girl perfectly ten years ago perhaps but today? The colour was an eye catching shade of baby blue, it had a white Peter Pan collar and matching cuffs. It had ruffles and bows and reached down to the middle of her thighs.  She’d worn knee length dark blue socks and a pair of flat, navy blue ballet shoes. She looked cute enough to eat. She composed her features and looked enquiringly at the girl.

“Th...Thank you Dr Hardiman.”

The woman insisted on good manners. After all, good girls were always polite and respectful.

Virginia was given her customary glass of juice and the session began. Marjorie looked deeply into her patient's clear eyes. The girl blinked a couple of times but tried very hard to focus on the doctor's pupils as she'd been taught. Virginia could feel herself drifting again. It was so odd, she never, ever fell asleep during the day and it wasn't if she was actually tired. She hadn't done anything that morning apart from her usual shower and...

“Ginny? Can you hear me Ginny?”

“Yes, Dr Hardiman.”

“How are you today Ginny?”

“I’m very well thank you Dr Hardiman.”

“Have you been a good girl Ginny?”

“Yes Dr Hardiman, I’ve been a good girl.”

“How have you been a good girl this week Ginny?”

“I went shopping with mummy to buy skirts and dresses Dr Hardiman.”

“What did mummy you buy at the shops Ginny?”

“Mummy bought me two skirts and two dresses Dr Hardiman.”

“Are you wearing one of the dresses today Ginny?

“It’s a beautiful dress isn’t it Ginny? Do you like it?

“It’s a beautiful dress Dr Hardiman.”

“Do you like it Ginny?”

There was silence; Marjorie could sense the girl’s internal turmoil.

“Do you like it Ginny? Even though it’s made for a little girl rather than a big girl like you?”

“I think I like it Dr Hardiman.”

“Do you really, really like it Ginny?”

“N...No...Not really Dr Hardiman.”

“Why ever not Ginny, it’s a lovely dress. It suits you so well.”

Virginia started to sob. “It’s too small for me Dr Hardiman. M..My friends would laugh at me if they saw me in it .”

"Too small for you, Ginny? It fits you perfectly."

"Oh no, Dr Hardiman, I mean...I mean...it's too young for me. I'm a big girl."

“Oh Ginny, what are we going to do with you? You’ve been such a naughty, bad girl.”

Virginia had begun to cry in earnest now. She didn’t want to be a bad girl.

“Mummy has spent all that money on you Ginny, and for what? So that you can throw her gift back in her face? And what about me Ginny? I particularly wanted you to buy that dress. Don’t you remember we spoke about it at our last session? You told me that you’d buy a blue party dress that was suitable for a good little girl party that I was planning for you. Do you remember?”

Virginia did remember the discussion. A good little girl would buy a nice party dress for Dr Hardiman. They’d agreed that and there was simply no getting away from it.

“Yes Dr Hardiman, I remember.”

“And why did we agree that you would buy that dress?”

"So that I'd be a good girl for you, Dr Hardiman."

"That's right, Ginny."

"So that I'd be a good girl for you and mummy, and that you'd both be proud of me."

"You're such a clever girl, Ginny!

The girl smiled, she was so pleased to be praised like that.

"And can you tell me what was the dress bought for again, Ginny?"

Virginia's face frowned in concentration, as if she was trying to dredge up something deep from her memory.

"It was for a party...I think?

"You're so clever, Ginny. Can you be a very good girl and remember just why mummy bought that pretty dress for you?"

Virginia smiled again, she did so love it when Dr Hardiman said such nice things about her.

"Erm...It was for a special reason. it was for...it was for. Oh, I know, know," she squealed excitedly. It was for a party!"

"You are just the cleverest little girl, Ginny! Can you tell Dr Hardiman what sort of a party it was?"

"Yes, yes, a good little girl party!"

Marjorie Hardiman smiled and leaned forward to plant a little kiss on Virginia's forehead which brought more squeals.

"That's right, Ginny. A good little girl party. And do you know what you have to wear to a good little girl party.

"Oh yes, my new party dress. Please may I wear my party dress?"

The doctor couldn't resist any longer. She slipped her hand towards the hem of Virginia's pretty, blue dress.


Chapter 5

After the delightful interlude with Miss Virginia Haversham on Sunday, Marjorie Hardiman was very much looking forward to meeting with her mother on the Monday. She looked at her watch, it was 9.30. She knew that he meeting had been scheduled for 9.00 and that the silly little woman had been there since 8.30 There were two advantages to that arrangement however, first it let the woman know the true relationship between the two of them.

And second, and perhaps more importantly, it allowed Simpson, her maid, to administer at least three cups of coffee to her guest. Coffee laced with Marjorie's own rather special blend of additives. The result was that Nicole Haversham was on the back foot right from the beginning of their meeting. She jumped a little as the door to the waiting room swung open and banged against the wall.

"I'm ready for you now, Nikki," she called. Without waiting for a reply.

Marjorie installed herself behind her large wooden desk and waited for her guest. A slightly flustered Nicole followed and immediately realised there wasn't a chair put out for her. She looked around and caught Dr Hardiman's meaningful glance. There was a single chair at the back of the room that she had to fetch herself. Nicole

e realised somewhere in the recesses of her mind that she should be annoyed at this blatant power play. But for some reason, she realised that she wasn't.

She was sure that the meeting had been for 9.00, rather than 9.30. But perhaps she'd misunderstood? The dark haired, impressive looking woman behind the desk made absolutely no mention of it. Nicole made herself stop staring at the wall behind the doctor's head, which was filled with all sorts of impressive looking certificates, and tried to concentrate on what she was saying.

"...noticed the improvement in Ginny's behaviour..."

Nicole blinked a couple of times and closed her mouth.

"Are you okay, Nikki? May I order you a glass of orange perhaps?"

"Oh, yes. Yes please," she replied. Although she never drank orange usually the coffee seemed to have made her mouth particularly dry.

"I'm not keeping you from something am I? You seem awfully distracted."

"N...no, I..."

"Bring an orange juice for our guest please, Simpson." The doctor replaced the handset on her desk.

"I'm sorry, Nikki. You were saying...?"

Nicole had lost her train of thought. What was she going to say? It couldn't have been that important. Was it something to do with Dr Hardiman not calling her Nikki? She hadn't been called Nikki since she was in school, and she'd hated it then.

"Erm..."

"I must ask you to focus, Nikki. Can you do that?"

"Yes, I'm sorry, yes."

"Only the subject we're discussing, your daughter's mental health, is quite important, wouldn't you say?"

Nicole felt herself blush. What was wrong with her, she really had to get a grip. She realised that the doctor was looking expectantly at her, clearly waiting for a reply.

"Erm...yes. Of course it is, of course."

"Good, as I was saying. I hope you've noticed the change in Ginny's behaviour? Perhaps you could outline the things that appeal to you the most."

Nicole smiled, she was so impressed with her daughter. The improvement in her general attitude had been nothing short of miraculous. It was as if she'd got her little girl back again.

"Well, she's happier now. I can say that for certain. She doesn't mind helping around the house when I ask her. She..."

Nicole paused when she noticed the doctor frown and hold up one admonishing finger.

"She doesn't mind helping around the house? Really? At her age she should be volunteering to take over a lot of the daily chores."

Marjorie paused and slowly took out a silver pen with which she proceeded to jot down some notes, presumably

"After all, what else is she doing all day?"

For some reason, Nicole could hardly take her eyes from the silver pen which seemed to flicker in the morning light.

"Nikki, I asked you a question!"

Nicole shook her head a little. What was the question...

"Oh, she's usually busy with college work and then she has her friends of course..."

"The girl is 19, Nikki, not 9. Presumably she lives with you rent-free?"

"Erm...yes, I suppose you could say that."

Nicole couldn't help but notice that she was doing an awful lot erm-ing. What was wrong with her?

Before she could begin to analyse the situation, a slight tap on the office door signalled the arrival of the maid bearing Nicole's drink on a tray. She thanked the pretty, shy-looking blonde girl who smiled nervously and did a little curtsey. Who had a maid nowadays anyway, a maid in uniform as well? A maid who actually curtsied as if the act had never gone out of fashion?

She glanced up and noticed that the doctor was writing again. The light really reflected off the pen,  so much that it appeared to dance across the page. Nicole was fascinated by it, absent mindedly she took a sip of her juice. it was rather nice, so she took a second.

"So let me recap, Nikki. Your 19 year old daughter lives at home with you, rent free? And yet seems to feel no obligation to do any work around the house unless persuaded to do so by you?"

Nicole nodded her head, uncertainly. That wasn't quite the case, but for some reason she felt compelled to agree with the assertive, older woman sat in front of her.

"So in that case, what do you propose to do about the situation?"

What did she intend to do about the situation? If she was honest, Nicole hadn't given that question any thought at all. But just one look at the face of Dr Hardiman suggested that she certainly should do something. But what? She looked hopefully towards the woman who, she couldn't help but notice, was twirling her silver pen through the long, slim fingers of her right hand. Nicole blinked rapidly, took another sip of her drink, and tried to focus.

"Do you remember when we first discussed the matter? Didn't we agree that Ginny needed a far more vigorous regime?"

Nicole had no idea. Did she agree that? She must have if Dr Hardiman said she did. She nodded hopefully.

"Exactly," said Marjorie Hardiman, twirling the pen in her left hand.




Chapter 6

Once her lecture was finished, Virginia gathered her books into her bag as quickly and as quietly as she could. She glanced up at the clock on the wall, there was still time to catch the bus and be home on time.

"You coming for a drink, Gin?" asked her friend Kathleen.

"Erm...no thanks, Kath. I've got some things I have to do."

Kathleen raised her eyebrows as she watched Virginia scurry away. What had become of her friend? She used to be cool, always up for a laugh. But now she'd...changed. She was different somehow. Even her appearance was a bit...unusual. Nowadays she dressed more like one of the college librarians than a student. Black tights and sensible shoes. A knee length skirt and a smart blouse. All that was missing, thought Kathleen, was a string of pearls around her neck.

Virginia silently urged the bus to go a little faster. She had things to do that evening before the mandatory three hours of studying and revision that she was required to do every evening. Her mother had certainly become much more strict in the last few months. She was allowed almost no free time to herself, her allowance had been stopped and she was far more busy with chores than at any time in her short life.

And in a sense, Virginia knew she didn't really have an argument against her various new impositions. She'd discussed the situation with her doctor, of course. She really looked up to Dr Hardiman. Dr Hardiman was a strong, powerful woman. Dr Hardiman was smart and her opinions were always correct. at first, Virginia felt troubled by her mother's new attitude. Where had it come from? Her mother had always been a bit of a pushover and Virginia had always had her own way.

But another chat with Dr Hardiman soon put her mind at ease. Her mother was simply taking more of an interest in Ginny's college work. Her mummy simply wanted what was best for her girl. Surely Ginny understood that? Her mother's strict new regime was clearly an indication that he loved Ginny and wanted her to succeed. Where was the harm in that? In fact Ginny should be more thankful to her mummy.

Virginia had struggled with that concept at first, but more meetings with Dr Hardiman soon set her straight. She wanted to please mummy, didn't she? Good little girls like Ginny wanted to please their mummies. What she should be doing now was trying to make mummy happy. That might be working harder at college, it might be dressing to please her mummy. It might be helping around the house, like a big girl.

And although Virginia knew she was already a big girl, she definitely wanted to make mummy, or rather her mother, happy. She'd agreed that with Dr Hardiman as she lay on the doctor's couch. Now that she was no longer able to please daddy, then the next best thing was to keep mummy happy. It all made sense when Dr Hardiman explained it like she did. Dr Hardiman was smart, and her opinions were always correct.

As soon as she was through the front door, Virginia checked the clock in the kitchen. She'd just made it! Enough time to collect her white apron from the drawer, tie it around herself in a nice bow, and then get on with scrubbing the tiled floors. her mother wasn't back from work yet, but she'd left a list of chores on the table. Number one was scrubbing all the tiled floors in the house, using a scrubbing brush. That last bit was underlined just in case Virginia was tempted to use some sort of labour saving device.  Mother and daughter had both agreed, some chores were better done the old fashioned way.

A good hour passed before she was done. She hauled herself to her feet and scurried back to the kitchen to discover what her mother had left for a snack. It was a sandwich, it was ham and white bread and had evidently been made some hours ago. The edges were starting to turn up, but Virginia knew that in several parts of the world  children often went hungry and she should be grateful for whatever she got.

At least the juice was good. it was the same type that she got at Dr Hardiman's. Dr Hardiman was a good person and always had their interests at heart. She even bought the juice for them and gave it to them whenever they attended a session at her house. Virginia went to the cupboard under the stairs to fetch her dustpan and brush. Their fairly new vacuum cleaner was apparently still being repaired. It seemed to have been gone a long time, but Virginia couldn't quite remember how long.

Down on her hands and knees again, Virginia felt a certain smug satisfaction. Somewhere a voice in her head was asking her why she was brushing her living room carpet in the late afternoon when there were so many other things that she might have been doing. But those sorts of thoughts were easy to dismiss. As Dr Hardiman had explained to her several times. Did watching mindless TV make her mother happy? Did chatting pointlessly on her phone make her mother happy? Obviously neither did, but doing the housework for her busy mummy certainly did make her happy.

In fact it made both her and her mummy happy. As she carefully deposited the dust from her pan into the bin she realised that doing chores not only made her feel happy, but oddly virtuous as well. Dr Hardiman, who was smart, had told her this might happen. And when it did, Ginny she should be happy. Because that she wanted above all things, to make her mummy smile.

Virginia considered this as she moved to the pile of dirty dishes in the sink. She pulled her rubber gloves on and got to work. Mummy and her had agreed that not only was hand washing everything more efficient it was also better for the environment and cheaper. Therefore their dishwasher had been turned off. Consequently it gave Virginia a little tingle of pleasure whenever she dipped her hands into the sink to wash up , as Dr Hardiman had told her it would. She had done well and therefore she was entitled to feel good about herself.

Deep in Virginia's mind were two fundamental questions, but ones that she didn't like to think about. Just why did she want to make her mummy smile? And why did she refer to her mother as mummy, at her age. She hadn't called Nicole, mummy for about ten years. Was there some reason she was doing it now? She'd tried to broach the subject with Dr Hardiman because Dr Hardiman was someone she respected and looked up to. But the doctor had simply explained that calling her mother mummy, made her mummy smile.

And of course that's just what Virginia wanted. It was so obvious really. All she had to do was to listen carefully to Dr Hardiman and then do exactly as she was told. She picked up the scouring pad from the draining board and felt a familiar little flutter in her stomach. She was making mummy happy just by doing this! How easy her life had become.


Chapter 7

Nicole Haversham was so content. She couldn't remember a time when she'd been this relaxed and happy. She wasn't sure when she'd first met Dr Hardiman. Was it six months? When she thought about it, it might have been a year ago? It didn't really matter, of course. The fact is that she had taken the situation that had been troubling her, and dealt with it in a decisive way.

She was so proud of herself! Normally Nicole vacillated for weeks at a time, unable to make a decision in case it turned out to be the wrong one. Often she took the advice of the last person she spoke to and that usually turned out badly. She knew what her problem was, or rather Dr Hardiman had taken time out of her busy schedule to explain to her what her problem was.

It seems that Nicole was a 'person pleaser'. She would often say or do whatever she thought would make the person she was dealing with happy. When in fact that the decisions she made didn't especially please her. It was quite clear once Dr Hardiman had explained it. In fact Dr Hardiman was so good to her that she'd explained it several times until, finally, Nicole had understood what she meant.

In future, rather than trying to please everyone, all she had to do was to concentrate pleasing just the one, important person in her life, Dr Hardiman. Nicole had struggled at first, but when she was stretched over the doctor's knees with her nose near the carpet and her bottom high in the air, it soon became very apparent what message the doctor was trying to impart to her.

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

She'd struggled a little, mainly because her tender backside was really starting to hurt. But Dr Hardiman was far too large and strong to be resisted. Nicole had already accepted the fact that Dr Hardiman was an Alpha female. Well, it was a self-evident fact that she couldn't possibly dispute. And as she lay, unresisting and making pathetic little squeaking noises she had a sudden flash of insight.

Dr Hardiman was also a strong, powerful woman. The best way to deal with such a person was to acquiesce. All she literally had to do to avoid being punished was to concentrate ever so hard on the one job she had, keeping Dr Hardiman happy. once that little difficulty had been surmounted it was relatively plain sailing.

Dr Hardiman had explained that to keep her happy, she'd like Nicole to instigate that new regime for her daughter that they'd all agreed on. Nicole was fairly sure that she'd agreed to Dr Hardiman's proposal, but she didn't recall Virginia being involved in the discussion? Nevertheless, she'd already discovered what happened to naughty, truculent little girls that tried to deceive Dr Hardiman. They had their bottoms spanked. They had their bottoms spanked just as many times as Dr Hardiman thought it necessary until they'd learned their lesson.

Nicole didn't even have to think too hard, which was a relief. All she had to do was to take the list of instructions given to her by Dr Hardiman, take them home, and put them into operation. She half expected some sort of reaction from her daughter. After all, it was quite a change she was bringing about. Extra study, chores around the house, no more late nights, no bars, no boyfriends, and certainly no drinking.

But, surprisingly, Virginia hardly raised an objection. She noticed a little sob and maybe a tear when she explained to her daughter that in future she'd be choosing Virginia's clothes that she'd wear to college, but that was fairly short lived. She knew that her daughter had just returned from a session with Dr Hardiman. Perhaps the doctor had outlined some of the plans to Virginia? Because the plans were very, very good plans. There was no doubt about that.

In fact, when Nicole thought about it, wasn't her daughter spending an inordinate time at the doctor's consulting room? As far as she could remember, Virginia had started going to see the doctor twice a week, which had quickly become three times a week. Nicole had to admit to herself that she had no idea how many times her daughter saw the behavioural therapist at the moment. But perhaps her own, ever-shrinking, bank balance was some sort of a clue?

And why was she still going to see Dr Hardiman? Wasn't Virginia cured now from what had been ailing her? In fact what exactly had been wrong...

"Ouchhh!" Exclaimed Nicole

She felt the pain in her scalp as her hair was pulled.

Slaaap!

"Owwwwow!"

"Focus, you silly little bitch! What have we said about focus?"

Oooh, that hurt! Her left cheek was stinging.

"S...sorry, mistress," replied Nicole, striving to maintain eye contact with Dr Hardiman. She knew that maintaining eye contact when her mistress spoke to her was respectful. She gave a muffled groan as her hair was pulled back again and her head wedged between her mistress's naked thighs. Quickly she found the correct position, her tongue busily licking and flicking Dr Hardiman's engorged clitoris, and got back to work.


Chapter 8

Virginia's studies weren't going quite as well as she would have hoped. Yesterday she'd been called in to see her college lecturer. The reason was obvious, her mark in the recent mid-term paper was the lowest in the class and a rather dismal fail. She'd been shocked if anything. She wasn't the cleverest in the class, but she wasn't far from it. She knew she'd screwed up her exams at school, but that was because of daddy and everything. But until recently she'd recovered from that pretty well and had been slated to do very well on her English course.

But as soon as she sat down for the exam she realised something was amiss. To put it bluntly, she'd screwed up again! The  books she'd read and re-read for her revision weren't the same as the ones on the paper laid out in front of her! How could she have made such a basic error? How could she have not noticed she had studied the wrong texts? She knew she'd done terribly badly and that she'd had to guess most of the answers to the test, but the interview with her tutor had been deeply humiliating.

She had to explain that she'd been unwell and hadn't been able to study properly, which was a blatant lie. But far preferable to telling him the truth, which was that she'd extensively studied the wrong books! He'd been fairly understanding, but made the point that if her next exam didn't show a marked improvement then he'd have to think seriously about removing her from the programme.

She wept again as she relayed the shameful story to Dr Hardiman the following morning. but if she thought the austere woman would be a shoulder to cry on, she was sadly mistaken.

"Dear, oh dear, Ginny. What did your mother say when you told her about your latest failure?"

That made her feel even worse. It wasn't as if she'd produced a long list of failures. Although to be fair to the doctor, she was only speaking the truth in this particular case.

"I...I haven't told her yet," she admitted.

"Are you going to?"

Virginia sobbed again, deep wracking sobs of self-pity.

"I don't know, D..Dr Hardiman. I feel so t...terrible about the whole thing. How could I have been so stupid?."

"And so you should, girl. You've let your mother down, there's no doubt about that! She'll be most unhappy when she finds out about this"

Virginia shed even more tears. Dr Hardiman was right as usual. After all, one of her jobs was to keep mummy happy.

"And what's more, young lady. You've let me down as well!"

Virginia was horrified. Even Dr Hardiman was disappointed with her, and she was the person whose opinion mattered more to Virginia than anyone else in the world. She was so strong and confident and always, always correct.

"Explain to me again how this happened?"

Virginia was forced to go through the whole humiliating exercise again. How the books  her mother had bought her turned out to be the wrong books for the actual course and how she hadn't noticed until the day of the exam.

"That sounds ridiculously implausible, Ginny."

And the truth of the matter was that it did, But how else could Virginia even begin to explain what had happened? The whole thing made no sense, even to her. She rubbed her temples and cried some more

***

Ginny had been so easy to manipulate. The laced orange juice was playing its part of course, but in reality all Marjorie Hardiman had done was to play on the girl's rapidly diminishing sense of self-worth. Of course it was the doctor herself who'd supplied the wrong text books to Nicole Haversham. Then it had been a simple matter to convince Ginny that they were in fact the correct books for her course.

The hard part had been keeping a straight face as the girl was required to spend several hours a week studying the wrong texts. It was no wonder that the foolish young thing had taken her failure so badly. After all, she'd worked much harder than she usually did, only to achieve a horrible failure The whole thing was amusing and quite delicious as far as Dr Hardiman was concerned. The affair simply reinforced her belief, if any was necessary, in her own abilities as an arch manipulator.

She'd originally set out to take the obnoxious brat down a peg or two. Virginia Haversham was quite an insufferable, whining, self-entitled little fool when she first began her consultations. Hadn't she used the term a 'shrivelled old woman' to describe her, at one stage? Marjorie Hardiman smiled at the recollection. The tearful teenager in front of her didn't look or sound quite so confident now, did she?

The doctor composed herself, her subject had reached a very interesting stage of her development.

"Would you prefer it if I didn't inform your mother of this latest humiliating episode in your educational career?"

She was gratified to see the girl look up at her with a pathetically hopeful expression on her tear-stained face. Had she been able to slide her hand under the waistband of her smart, pleated skirt to play with her own sex at that minute, she certainly would have done so. That pleasure, she reluctantly accepted, would have to wait for another time.

"Oh, yes please, Dr Hardiman. Can you do that, please...please?"

"Hmmm, well I'm not sure. Would that course of action be ethically correct?"

Dr Hardiman had to almost physically prevent herself from dissolving into tears of helpless laughter. Ethically correct? That was probably the most cynical, hypocritical phrase that she'd uttered in all her 40 years. It did however seem to have the desired effect. The girl's cute face crumpled and dissolved into yet more tears.

"Please, Dr Hardiman. I promise to work much, much harder this time!" She begged.

"I'm afraid that's the problem, Ginny. How can I ensure that you actually will work harder? Once you leave my house after your consultations with me, I have absolutely no control over your behaviour."

Virginia sniffed, miserably, and wiped her nose with her hand.

"And that's what I think is missing in your case, Ginny, control."

Virginia hung her head in shame. She hated it when the woman she respected more than any other criticized her like this.

"But that doesn't mean that we can't bring a little bit of control, of order, of discipline into your life, now does it?


Chapter 9

"So what I'm proposing, Nikki, is that you suggest to your dim-witted daughter that I would be the ideal person to tutor her. Do you understand me?"

Dr Hardiman slid herself backwards and forwards a couple of times before she realise that the woman beneath her was in no position to answer. She raised her buttocks very slightly and heard the gasp as she did so.

"Did you hear me, dear?"

She leaned forward slightly to take a firm hold of one of the woman's nipples through her pale blue, silk blouse. Nicole Haversham squealed.

"Yes, miss," she gasped.

"And do you think it's a good idea that I tutor Ginny?"

"Yes, of course. Ginny would be ever so g...grateful!"

The doctor let herself sink down so that her bare buttocks covered Nicole's face again.

"Lick me, there's a good girl."

She twisted Nicole's other nipple, just to hear her muffled, agonised squeal again. And then ground her wet sex over the woman's nose and mouth. She leaned back a little and moaned with pleasure.

"I want you to plant the seed into her head. I'm the only person that can help her right now. And if I don't help her than nobody can, Repeat that for me."

Reluctantly, Dr Hardiman raised herself from her squatting position to allow the silly little woman time to reply.

"You're the only...Owwww!"

"Dr Hardiman is the only person...you stupid bitch!"

Marjorie Hardiman angrily slapped Nicole's other breast leaving a matching, red imprint on it.

"Sorry, miss...sorry. Dr Hardiman is the only person that can help you now, Ginny. Nobody else can. Dr Hardiman is clever. Dr Hardiman is always....mmmpph."

"Yes, that's quite enough  for now. Although I will admit that you're a world-class arse licker in more ways than one."

Dr Hardiman hiked up her blouse a little more to play with her own breasts and settled herself comfortably back down on Nicole's shiny face.


Chapter 10

"So please...please will you tutor me in future? Mummy thinks it's a marvellous idea, and I'd be ever so grateful!"

Marjorie Hardiman squeezed her thighs together in that pleasurable way she enjoyed. It was really quite amusing and yes...thrilling, to watch and to listen to the entitled little brat literally begging to be taught by her.  She pretended to consider the question.

"Well, I'm not sure, Ginny. There's the expense of course. I'm afraid that my valuable time doesn't come cheaply. Plus are you sure you even want my advice?  I'm hardly the most qualified English teacher, my dear."

The brief crumpling of the girl's face was almost an aphrodisiac in itself. Marjorie felt a little spark of pleasure in her sex.

"But mummy says she'll pay whatever's necessary!" Blurted the girl.

"Really? That's very generous of her. But I suppose, when her daughter's entire future is at stake..."

Marjorie left the sentence unfinished, but the message it was intended to convey clearly struck home. She could see a flicker of hope in the brat's silly little face.

"Oh please, please. I...I'd be a good girl, I promise."

Marjorie could see the vague sense of confusion in the girl's features. As if she half realised the foolish words that were falling out of her mouth didn't really make sense. but her conditioning soon regained the upper hand.

"Would you promise to be a good little girl and do everything I said?  I mean I am rather going out on a limb by accepting someone as hopeless as you as a pupil, don't you agree?  I do have my reputation to think of after all?"

The girl flushed prettily.

"I...I do promise. And I k...know that I have been h...hopeless. But all that is going to change."

Dr Hardiman smiled up at the pretty girl who was standing pigeon-toed in front of her and nervously playing with the hem of her skirt as if her entire future well-being did indeed depend on her persuading her doctor that tutoring Virginia would be a god idea.

"I don't normally take on students who perform as poorly as you, Ginny. I've spoken to your course tutor, Mr Hughes, and he's of the opinion that you're a lost cause and not worth bothering with."

Marjorie Hardiman could feel her sex literally growing moist as she observed the look of shame on the girl's face. Was that a first sight of tears? She did love it so when her victims cried, it proved that she must be doing something right. Ginny opened her mouth to say something, but the doctor held up her hand to stop her.

"However in your case I'm willing to make an exception. You can start with me on Monday morning at 9am sharp. Come and see me tomorrow morning and we'll go shopping together for the things you're going to need."

Virginia's face immediately broke into a delighted grin. She was so pleased that Dr Hardiman was happy with her. After all, Dr Hardiman's opinions were always correct.

"Oh, thank you, thank you, Dr Hardiman. You won't regret it, I promise."

Marjorie was sure she wouldn't.

"Oh, and don't forget to bring mummy's credit card with you on Saturday morning. We're going to need that."

***

The following day, Virginia was outside Dr Hardiman's door bright and early. Very early in fact, The doctor had suggested she be there by no later than 7.30 and then wait outside until she was allowed into the house. She didn't want to be late, did she? Virginia had agreed happily. It was another opportunity for her to show Dr Hardiman what a good little girl she could be.

Upstairs, Marjorie was busily using her longer strap-on to fuck her maid. She was kneeling behind the girl who was sprawled on her knees with her head buried in her pillow. She'd carefully explained to young Simpson that her bedroom window had been left open on purpose and that Virginia was stood just beneath it. Simpson was terrified that the girl might hear what was going on just above her head and forced her head deeper into the mountain of pillows that were muffling her desperate squeals.

There were often times like these when Alexandra Simpson had the occasional moments of clarity. She wondered for a second just exactly why she was allowing the much older woman to ream her with an ugly, monstrous black dildoe. But usually it was only for a split-second. Dr Hardiman was her respected employer now. Alexandra might have worked in an office at one stage in her life, although that episode was quite hazy. But now she worked for Dr Hardiman. Dr Hardiman was clever and smart, and oh so sexy!

Alexandra had been secretly in love with Dr Hardiman for as long as she could remember. it had to be a secret because Alexandra wasn't sure if Dr Hardiman would approve. After all, Dr Hardiman was a wealthy, successful academic, whereas she was just a humble maid. She was so insignificant when compared to Dr Hardiman that situations like this, being taken by her employer, were in fact compliments that she should be grateful for. However, at the same time, she couldn't bear to think that anyone else should find out about her secret lesbian shame. She bit into the pillow and hung on with all her might.

Above her, Marjorie Hardiman smiled as she watched herself in the mirror placed by the foolish girl's bed for that very purpose. She did look quite regal, it had to be said. Coolly sliding backwards and forwards, fucking the squirming young blonde beneath her. Her maid was very beautiful, that couldn't be denied, she was 26 , tall and lithesome with a decent bust and a pert little bottom. She even had cute little dimples when she smiled, which admittedly wasn't that often nowadays.

Marjorie had rescued her from a fate worse than death. She apparently used to be some sort of advertising executive in one of the big city firms. Whatever the hell that entailed, Marjorie didn't really know or care very much if she was honest. She'd originally attended a clinic in an attempt to cure her nasty smoking habit. It hadn't taken very long to subjugate her. She was one of those very suggestible people that Dr Hardiman was particularly interested in

When she was thoroughly under control, Marjorie had instructed her to hand in her notice at work and to give up the rent on her flat. Now she lived with her and worked as her maid. Rather than an entire house, Miss Alexandra Simpson's universe now consisted of a single pokey little room high in the eaves of Dr Hardiman's rambling old house. Rather than a circle of work colleagues, lovers and friends, her sole focus was now Dr Marjorie Hardiman and her well-being.

Marjorie could feel herself on the brink of an orgasm as she pounded in and out of her submissive slave. Because that's all the bubbly, blonde girl was now, a slave. Her friends and family believed that she'd gone on and extended world trip to try and 'find herself spiritually'. But the reality of the girl's existence was literally laid out on front of her. Dr Hardiman smiled at her own wit and thrust just a little more quickly.

Suddenly she could feel herself starting to orgasm. She looked at herself in the mirror as the overwhelming wave started to engulf her. Beneath her she could hear the frantic grunting and squealing of her playmate. Was Simpson experiencing that same pleasure that she herself was? As she erupted with her own loud moan, Dr Hardiman realised that she didn't really care much either way.

An hour or so later, once she'd had breakfast and decided what to wear, she stepped outside onto her long, sweeping drive. As she expected, Virginia was still waiting expectantly for her. The silly little thing was wearing a bright yellow dress with a white lace collar and cuffs, white ankle socks, and shiny, brown strap-over sandals. Her lustrous  Dr Hardiman licked her lips appreciatively. The girl had dressed herself like a 9 year old, rather than the fashion-conscious  19 year old that she actually was, or rather used to be. As a final flourish, her lustrous dark hair had been tied in a high pony tail with a ribbon that matched the shade of her dress.




Chapter 11

"We need exercise books and pens, dear. Some text books perhaps as well? More basic reading material, I'd suggest, in your case. Then we must buy you a proper uniform of course. Nothing helps focus the teenage mind better than a smart, correctly worn uniform in my experience. And then, once that's done, we can go and buy ice-cream, would you like that?"

Virginia nodded, she hadn't understood much of that conversation if she was honest. But the idea of ice-cream did sound good though. She was finding it harder and harder to concentrate at the moment. At one time that might have disturbed her, but now she knew that she was in good hands. Dr Hardiman was smart, Dr Hardiman was a good person and always had her interests at heart. It was essential for her to get into university and the only person who could ensure that for her was Dr Hardiman. Virginia glanced admiringly at Dr Hardiman who was driving the car. She wondered if the doctor knew that she secretly loved her?

The next hour or so passed in a bit of a daze as far as Virginia was concerned. She let herself be steered by the hand to a strange little shop that she'd never seen before. But having said that, she wasn't quite sure which town they were in either. Once inside the dark interior, she was fussed over and measured by a little man who seemed to already know Dr Hardiman. They chatted and drank tea, but Virginia was ignored as if she didn't exist.

Eventually a spotty youth brought down a selection of clothes for her to wear and put them on the counter. It took Virginia a little while to realise that the three were looking at her expectantly, as if they were waiting for her to perform some sort of trick. It was only when Dr Hardiman told her to hurry up and stop standing there like a little fool did she realise that they meant her to get changed in front of them.

Slowly, she did as she was told. After all, what could go wrong if Dr Hardiman was in the room with her? She stripped off her lovely party dress and stood in just her bra and knickers. It took just one look from the doctor for Virginia to realise that strip they meant take everything off! The older man who'd taken all her measurements simply stared at her with a neutral expression on his face. The younger man, who wasn't much older than her, wore an amused smirk.

As quickly as she could she whipped her little, white knickers off and grasped for the replacement pair. They were thick and an ugly chocolate brown colour and covered most of her bottom. She unfastened her bra and then realised there wasn't another one on the counter. With an even broader smirk the young man pointed to a white vest decorated with a rose motif. She glanced anxiously at Dr Hardiman.

"The gentlemen don't think that your little nubbins need a bra, Ginny. And I agree with them.  Chop-chop now. Put your vest on and do hurry up, child!"

Virginia blushed to the roots of her hair, but did as she was told. That was followed by a crisp white shirt with what seemed like a very stiff collar, a pleated, brown pinafore which went over her head but only half way down her thighs, white knee socks, and a pair of shiny, black, patent-leather school shoes. It didn't seem right at all to Virginia. She'd never worn a uniform to school, even when she was younger.

She wasn't even sure what to do with the brown and gold tie in her hand. It went around her neck somehow, but she wasn't quite...

"Oh do stop wasting everyone's time, girl!" Demanded the doctor.

She strode over to where Virginia was stood, removed the tie from her hand and fastened it nice and tightly for her.

"There, now don't you look pretty?"

Virginia was manoeuvred in front of a wall mirror so that she could appreciate the effect of her brand new uniform. She couldn't believe it! What did she look like? She hardly recognised herself in the childish clothes. Behind her she could see Dr Hardiman clap her hands together delightedly. Virginia managed to swallow her tears and smile a little. If Dr Hardiman was happy then she was happy too. After all, it felt good to make Dr Hardiman feel happy.

They walked hand in hand down the street, Virginia's face hot with embarrassment and shame. The doctor hadn't allowed her to put her yellow sundress back on. She'd insisted that Virginia leave the shop in her uniform. In addition to the brief pinafore she was wearing a hideous brown and gold striped blazer which seemed slightly too large for her and hung down just  inches above the hem of her skirt. And that wasn't even the worst thing, on her head was a hat, a straw hat with brown and gold ribbons.

"You look so pretty, Ginny. Those gentlemen over there can hardly take their eyes off you."

Virginia was so conflicted. She tried desperately to ignore the looks she knew she was getting. She didn't want to be the centre of attention, especially for those sorts of creepy old men. But on the other hand her new uniform clearly made Dr Hardiman happy. And she so wanted to make Dr Hardiman happy.

"You've been such a good little girl that I'm going to take you to a cafe and get you a great big ice-cream! What do you say to that?"

Part of Virginia wanted to go straight home. To climb into the doctor's big car and to be driven home as fast as possible. To take off her garish, striped uniform, to hang it in her cupboard and to never see it again. But the idea of ice-cream did sound nice. And her pretty uniform did make Dr Hardiman ever so happy, so...

"Can I have a strawberry one, please?" She whispered.

"It's 'may I' have a strawberry one, dear, not 'can I'. And yes, you may, seeing as how you asked so nicely."


Chapter 12

Nicole heard the bell ring and immediately stopped what she was doing. She knew from painful experience that Mistress didn't like to be kept waiting. She hurriedly checked her appearance, Mistress was most particular about her appearance. Her glossy, black, high heels were smudge free. Her black skirt was tidy, her pristine, white apron was still unmarked. She walked quickly without quite running, Mistress had made it clear to her that speed, whenever she was summoned, was of the essence.

She checked her cap was on straight and then knocked tentatively on the door. When told to enter, she did so and immediately executed a deep curtsey, and then stood hands behind her back. She pushed her chest out towards her mistress and kept her chin high. Nicole knew her Mistress liked that, and pleasing her Mistress gave her a pleasant little tingle.

Dr Hardiman paid her no attention at first. She was with a patient. Nicole could see that the patient was sat in the comfortable armchair. She was a blonde, and as far as Nicole could make out, pleasantly buxom. Her job was made easier by the fact that the patient's white blouse had been unbuttoned and been parted to reveal her generous pair of tits.

Dr Hardiman was wearing one of her stylish skirt suits. This particular one was Nicole's favourite, it was an emerald green colour which both matched her Mistress's eyes and complimented her red hair. Nicole felt a little swell of pride that she worked for such a beautiful woman. Really, Mistress could have chosen anyone to be her housemaid, but that honour had fallen to her, insignificant Nicole Haversham.

Admittedly, Nicole had to give up her previous job in order to be Dr Hardiman's maid, but she could hardly remember what that was anyway. Was it something in an office, maybe? Anyway, whatever it was wasn't half so interesting and fulfilling as what she did now. Looking after her Mistress, being at her beck and call, making her happy. Those were all things that Nicole craved with every fibre of her being. There was nothing else she needed. Mistress didn't pay her of course. She'd explained all that. Nicole didn't mind, it was an honour to serve.

And the rent that Mistress charged her wasn't too much either, well, not in Nicole's opinion. She'd had to sell her house, now that she wasn't earning a salary. But that wasn't a problem either. Mistress looked after both her and Ginny, fed them, housed them and clothed them and all for a mere £300 per week. Every Friday, Nicole went down to the local ATM and withdrew the money in cash. Mistress preferred it that way, she called it her tribute. And who was Nicole to argue? Especially when kneeling and placing the cash at the feet of her beautiful mistress gave Nicole such a thrill, such a rush of almost sexual pleasure.

She watched as Dr Hardiman spoke to her patient. The young blonde woman seemed very relaxed. Her legs were splayed and she was resting them on the arms of the chair so that her feet hung over the edge. Her plaid kilt was rucked up to her waist. She was wearing stockings, shiny black stockings with garters. Dr Hardiman half turned to Nicole and beckoned her over. She hurried forward as quietly as she could. The doctor had her right hand between the young woman's thighs and was running a fingernail down the centre of her tight, black nylon knickers.

Nicole licked her lips as she watched. She was tempted to feel herself through her own panties, but wisely resisted the urge. Mistress didn't like her to touch herself unless she was given express permission to do so. Instead she comforted herself by squeezing the tops of her plump thighs together. Mistress looked meaningfully up from her own stool and spread her own stockinged legs. Immediately, Nicole slumped to her knees and edged herself forward so that her head disappeared under Dr Hardiman's skirt. The aroma was intoxicating. Nicole took a deep breath and felt her heart accelerate in anticipation.

"This young woman is a pervert, Haversham," said  Dr Hardiman in a conversational sort of tone, ignoring the whimpering of humiliation from her patient. "She's been sent here by her aunt and uncle because she just can't stop masturbating. Isn't that true, Emma?"

"Y...yes, I t..think so, Dr Hardiman. I'm so sorry, Dr Hardiman."

"Sorry? Sorry isn't enough, girl!" Said the woman. "Sorry isn't good enough at all. We've discussed this haven't we?"

"Y...yes, Dr Hardiman," she whispered.

"And?"

"I may not touch myself at all."

"Yes, you may not touch yourself. And what have we done to facilitate that, young lady. To discourage your compulsive wanking?"

Nicole heard how the girl, perhaps she was in her mid twenties or so? It was hard to tell, gave a sharp intake of breath at the doctor's last word.

"I...I have to wear a b...belt, Dr Hardiman."

"What sort of a b...belt?" Asked the doctor in a mocking tone.

"A chastity belt, Dr Hardiman."

Nicole felt an urgent pressure at the back of her head and automatically extended her tongue. Suddenly she could smell the familiar tang of her Mistress's excited sex. And then she could taste nylon. Dr Hardiman had left her panties on, sometimes she did that, and then Nicole's job was to lick her hard enough to stimulate her through the silky material.

"Correct, a chastity belt to help prevent your perverse behaviour."

Above her she could hear the girl groan, whether in shame or pleasure, Nicole couldn't tell.

"So, how long is it since you've pleasured yourself, Emma?"

"Ohhh, it's been two weeks, Dr Hardiman. Two weeks exactly."

Marjorie Hardiman knew exactly how long in had been.

"So, considering your previous excesses, you must be feeling pretty horny, pretty desperate in fact?"

"Yes....oh yes."

"Would you like to have a little release, a little cummy? I know how much you like a little cummy?"

"Yes, please. Oh please, Dr Hardiman."

Even Nicole, engaged as she was, could hear the desperation in the girl's voice.

"Then beg me, sweet little Emma. Beg Dr Hardiman to milk you. Maybe then you'll start to realise that as far as you're concerned a cummy-wummy is a privilege and not a right."

"Please, I beg you Dr Hardiman, please....please..."

Nicole felt her mistress wrap an elegant calf around the back of her head and pull her nearer.

"Please what, dear?"

"Please, please...could you m...milk me?"

Nicole could taste Dr Hardiman's secretions oozing through her panties and made herself thrust her tongue into her Mistress that much harder. That would definitely please Dr Hardiman. In fact Nicole could feel herself starting to moisten at just the thought of making her mistress happy.

For the next ten minutes Nicole was trapped between her mistress's statuesque thighs as the doctor skilfully edged the young girl. The poor little thing was crying and begging to be allowed to be brought to a climax, but Nicole knew from her own experience that Dr Hardiman was a very skilled practitioner when it came to milking a needy woman. If indeed the girl was allowed to cum at all, it would be solely at the discretion of her Mistress.

Thirty minutes later, Nicole held open the front door of her Mistress's house to allow the blushing young girl to leave. Nicole tried valiantly to keep a straight face, but it was difficult. She'd been allowed back up from under her mistress's skirt just in time to witness the sweating, flushed girl in the chair enjoy an enormous climax at the hands of Dr Hardiman. The girl had bucked and writhed to an extraordinary degree her hips thrusting out of the chair and then had started to squirt copiously. Nicole had stood and watched fascinated, Dr Hardiman merely laughed at the sight.

After she'd directed the girl to a bathroom and waited for her to freshen herself up, she was treated to the spectacle of Emma being locked back into her chastity belt by her Mistress. A date was mentioned for another visit. Nicole quickly calculated that was three weeks in the future. The girl looked as if she was about to say something, but wisely managed to hold her tongue. She had then wiggled down the drive and got into her expensive looking sports car. Nicole smiled to herself. There were things that money just couldn't buy after all.




Chapter 13

Marjorie Hardiman  looked over to her charge as the girl sat at her desk writing..

“Is everything more clear to you now my dear?”

The girl immediately jumped to her feet and stood to attention as she’d been taught.

“Yes, thank you Dr Hardiman.”

“Very well dear, carry on with your work.”

The girl sat down again, picked up her pen and began to write. Marjorie settled back into her comfortable leather chair and watched her. She was such a cute little morsel. Not as sexually experienced as her mother, well not yet anyway, but much more desirable. She'd plotted and schemed for quite a while to bring the girl under her control, but it had definitely been worth it. The teenage brat had been tamed and replaced by a malleable obedient little toy.

That had been her plan almost from the first moment she'd met the girl. Her attitude and behaviour then had only served to strengthen Marjorie's resolve. And since then she'd enjoyed the game enormously. The mother had been a very nice bonus. Both the Haversham's had turned out to be the sort of eminently malleable people that she liked to play with. Now that Nicole had lost the family home, Marjorie felt it only fair that she take in the foolish woman and her brat. So she'd given them rooms in her house, well, rented them anyway.

Not the best rooms obviously, they were for friends and clients. Ginny was up in the eaves of the big house, right at the top. It was Simpson's old room in fact. She had her own, basic bedroom with a desk and a chair and a wardrobe full of age appropriate clothing. Well, appropriate for a girl ten years younger than Ginny's 19 years. Next door was her Spartan 'schoolroom' where she spent an inordinate amount of time. And opposite was a tiny bathroom of her own with a toilet, a sink and a tin bath.

Down in the cellar, four floors below her, lived Nicole. her room was similarly tiny and bleak. Her cupboard contained a variety of  maid uniforms, but also some leather outfits and some latex 'play clothes'. To go along with her play clothes, she had a playroom where she and Marjorie spent a great deal of time together.

Nicole made an excellent maid, but then so did Simpson to be fair. it was just that she'd become a little tired of the latter. She'd explored just about every perversion she could think of with the girl, and it had been time for a change. She'd sold Simpson to a couple of  acquaintances who couldn't be bothered to break in a new girl and were looking for a trained slave to add to their little 'family'. Nicole had taken her place quite adequately. She'd programmed the woman to fall in love with her, which she had quite spectacularly.

Virginia's programming had been slightly different. She loved and respected her mistress of course, but she also feared her. Marjorie was now the authority figure in Virginia's life rather than her dear, departed father. And now she was tutoring Virginia. Well, that wasn't strictly accurate. She was overseeing Virginia's studies which largely involved setting the girl homework such as set texts and poems to learn by heart. or writing out, rather than typing, long, dense essays about anything that took Marjorie's fancy. The one fact that connected all Ginny's work was that it was entirely irrelevant to her education.

What was more important to Marjorie was the extent of control she could exert over the 19 year old. Making her dress in her ridiculous, demeaning uniform. Having her sit at a tiny desk and chair, making her learn pointless facts. Spanking, and sometimes caning, her beautiful little bottom for any perceived failure or infraction of her perverse rules. Listening to her squeals of dismay, watching the tears course down her pink cheeks. All those things made Marjorie extremely excited and extremely damp. Pretty little Ginny wouldn't be taking any more exams as far as Marjorie was concerned. Instead she'd be an object, a plaything, a sex toy. At least until something, or someone, more interesting was unwise enough to enter her world.

The End
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