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Chapter 1


 







Evening Orders



 


 

"Just three for IT this evening, sir."


Betty Rowlandson, bursting out of naval uniform, always managed to put a mischievous emphasis on the capital I T of Camp regulations; or so it seemed to Edward Tasker.


"Thanks, Chief. Just put the book down there, would you?  Nobody yesterday or the day before; I'll be getting out of practice."


Edward Tasker was known affectionately throughout the camp, of which he was principal proprietor, as Uncle Eddie.  He tried to live up to the name by speaking as nonchalantly as he could, under the circumstances.  He moved aside the NO PAIN NO GAIN brass embossed paperweight for his Adjutant to lay down The Book, a ledger open at the day's list of offenders, their offences and their due retribution.  It was just cool enough for his Camp T-shirt and powder blue track trousers to be comfortable.  


A soft summer twilight had taken over the Camp; as always, the Adjutant came close to his right side with a sensuous Grecian bend and the room seemed to darken as she did so.


'Here you go, sir. Six of the best for each and every one."


"You posted the list?"


'In the Mess Hut, sir."


"No appeals?"


"And no complaints, except where they hurt most." She patted her flank. "We haven't had an appeal for months now."


"I wonder why?" he said wryly and she smiled.  Both knew quite well that a failed appeal meant a doubling of its count, as a minimum.


"I can say that none of them seemed to be looking forward to it, sir, oddly enough. Least of all that Russian discus thrower, Olga Essenin. Second offence this month."


"Then why isn't she up for eight?"  The increment of two strokes per doubled and sometimes trebled Camp fault had proved a most successful deterrent.


"It was Untidy Locker, sir, and she managed to convince me she hadn't really had time to straighten it out properly after Gym Three. I checked with Maggie, she had extended the hour a bit."


"Then what about the other trainees in that class? Were they not Untidy, too?"


"She held Olga back in particular, sir."


No doubt hoping to see some juicy marks on that remarkable Slavic bottom in the shower, he thought.


His faithful lieutenant's lips curved in a smile as she said:


"You can always make a sixer with one of these, sir, something a girl would rather keep her seat from." She pointed to the two soulless glossy yellow exclamation marks lying on the desk beside The Book. How innocent they appeared, how viciously they could sting the fat of a bottom. Dread personified. Achingly ready to be used.


"Bendy, but not too much, sir," she said, cheerfully.


Betty remained half bent to one side of him at the desk, hands flat on nylon-clad knees, everything taut about her.  She was a twenty six year old brunette and had volunteered for the job after learning from the athletic grapevine of the NO PAIN NO GAIN regimen for Camp trainees, many of whom were trying to improve track personal bests, better their fitness generally, or simply shed weight.  They were all carefully sifted, as she had been; her nickname coming from the fact she had been a Chief Petty Officer in the WRENS; whose uniform she now sumptuously filled in her director's office. Her heels were high, as was her splittingly tight navy skirt, shelving out strongly over the bunch of her buttocks, above which was a close fitting bum freezer jacket and cute little middy cap.  She looked in prime condition, the picture of smiling efficiency.


Eddie knew by now that his chief really enjoyed watching a supple cane curl round the cheeks of a female defaulter, one whom she had methodically positioned and prepared for her licks. Eddie found himself reacting as his eyes sought the two long lissom whipping canes, fashioned for nothing more than the infliction of intense pain on bent buttocks and then looked at hers, full of flesh, under tight serge.  Decorum was decorum and he sighed, dragging his mind away from that topic.


"Who's Number Two?" he asked. "This Rhoda Ley, isn't she the former South African sprinter?"


Betty nodded, and grinned. "Just about ready to break the hundred metre dash to the loo after that clyster Matron gave her!"


"Really? Did she enema them all?" 


"No, sir, only Rhoda. Two quarts. It's in the regs now for secreting a chocolate bar in a girl's possessions. Choc in, choc out. Excreting for secreting," she smiled an impish smile.  "Fitting, I think you'll agree, sir."


"Did I sign that into Orders?  I forget."


He stood up and stretched, making no real effort to hide the turgid tube which had grown to one side of his trousers.  The lean whipping cane and offenders to come in, what more could a man want?  And Betty understood, she had seen it all before.


"Well, I suppose we'd better get on with it, eh?  Much as I regret the occasion."

 

The Camp covered five thousand acres of Yorkshire Moors and included every piece of athletic equipment available in the fitness market.  Its intake was only of the top drawer and under the eagle eye of his all too eager henchwoman, it was flourishing. More and more applicants had to be turned away. Only women were accepted. They were all over eighteen and, for the most part, were former athletes striving to regain their shape, but there was also a handful of mature wives seeking to condition themselves - like his own Susan. The Camp had an accredited staff of women trainers, mostly in their twenties and thirties, each capable of dishing out a six month course of eye-popping rigour, absolutely guaranteeing weight loss, as well as a lot besides.  The training had one absolute attached to it: under the NO PAIN NO GAIN rubric the candidate signed a release acknowledging the necessity for strict corporal correction of any infringement of Camp rules. She was given a copy of them when she arrived, so there could be no mistake. There were also the Humiliation/Degradation orders, including incontinence in clothing, which was particularly disliked by the more senior trainees. All this was added to other various physical strictures that had been found to fortify the stamina. Eddie found it quite astonishing how many fit women presented themselves as agreeable to these conditions.  Not everyone was accepted, some he considered unacceptable for different reasons and they were not taken in.  It caused less problems in the long run.


In the office hut Eddie flexed the lissom stick between his hands, letting go the end so that it vibrated with a wasp-like whirr that had his assistant blinking.  With a stride, he thrashed the eager cane into the back of a low leather chair, watching the surface indent.


"Ouch," grinned Betty, with a provocative wiggle.


Eddie strode in and again and cut. It seemed remarkable that the buttoned leather didn't split. The sound was satisfactory but there was something missing, the punishing snap when a cane was abruptly stopped by firm female buttocks.


"Oh my aching back," he sighed with a gleam and then said casually, "I often wonder if I'm hurting them enough after all, we mustn't let our campers get soft."


"The way they get it is hardly calculated to let them get soft, sir, but I think you could go a little easy on the other orders at times, if I may say so. A dose of pillory makes an excellent follow up to a caning."


"Standing or sitting?"


"Both can be made extremely tough by a keen young trainer; while as for a ride on the rail," her eyelids fluttered modestly. "That really gets a girl where she's all girl.  Some dislike it more than shellacking on the bottom, but they don't seem to enjoy either, exactly."


"The next time you get us an order for these bendy beauties, Chief, see if you can get some with the tips a little tougher. Sizing helps, of course, but the last two inches should be hard."


"Catches them where they're soft, sir; sure."


"Naturally the amenities have to be observed.  I've frequently considered making them take it on the bare, but discarded the notion as immodest. And not only that: a pair of skin-tight gym shorts holds up and moulds the part to be punished nicely."


"Ours don't offer a lot of protection, either."


"Maybe it would be good idea to make them soak them first. They do say it hurts more when wet. What do you think?"


Chief went coy, her eyes lowering to the rampant corona ring in her employer's track pants.


"To tell the truth, sir, I have taken it upon myself to add an innovation in that regard - to augment the natural sting and bite, which you so admirably administer to their hind ends. Each candidate on Orders for a beating must now do a brisk fifteen minutes on a heavy treadmill in one of the hot cells. If that doesn't get her sweating, nothing will. The result will be that her britches will be glued to her behind and in between the cheeks at the witching hour of six. They'll cut like butter like that, just you see, sir."


He chuckled, one hand straying to her cheeks, which felt surprisingly log hard.


"You think of everything, Chief. All the same, I think you should have asked my permission before ordering that little improvement."	


"I didn't mean to exceed my authority," Chief fluttered. "I'm sorry if I did, sir."


"Not to worry; all in the interests of sorrier bottoms."


He went to the desk to pick up Cane Two and handed her the ledger.


"Who's the third sinner tonight then?"


Chief kept her eyes demurely turned down, though a slight smile curved her soft lips.


"I'm very much afraid, sir - it's ... "


"Who?"


"Mrs. Eddie."


"Susan!" he exclaimed, his cock kicking. "Hell and damn, I thought the last sixer I gave her would have brought her to her senses, I hit her hard enough.  What for this time?"


"Cutting a run, sir.  Even though she is your wife, I recommend a really sound beating. She has the bottom for it."


Eddie knew that. It was what he had married her for.


"Very well, then. Let's go and do our reluctant duty, Chief."


Betty adjusted her cap, smoothed her skirt, squared her shoulders and led the way out, down the passage, off which were the now empty rooms of the steno staff, and into the dark lawns. It had become a tradition that she marched in front of him across the lawns on these occasions and the swing of her behind made the canes in his grasp tremble in anticipation.  


Each trainee had her own well separated hut and from these there glowed lights, making it look cosy. Inside they were less cosy, especially when you were awaiting six from Eddie.


Chief directed their steps first to Olga's billet.







Chapter 2


 







Three for Six



 


 

The huts were purposefully Spartan inside, though long enough and provided with bathroom-toilets. The highly polished board flooring smelled slightly of carbolic, while the whole room was slightly overheated, due to the fact that the central heating thudded through the radiators at six. The bleak emptiness always struck Eddie as properly redolent of punishment as now, entering without knocking behind hip swinging Chief.


There was a plain bed with horsehair blankets by the near wall, a chamber pot beneath it and a foot locker to one side. Against the far wall was a wash-stand with china basin and ewer of cold water.  Above this hung a rather bent crook handled cane. It was truly for show more than anything, set so as to be the first object to meet the trainee's eyes on awakening, but also useful or 'touch up' cuts about the calves and thighs should an inspecting trainer find cause on her visit.


In between these walls, in the empty space in the middle, stood the discus thrower, Olga. Custom had it that being on Order for punishment she stood in the small yellow circle painted on the floor, enjoying Contemplation. She stood with her back to the door by which Eddie had entered, and thereby indicated, by camp custom, that she accepted her lot and did not wish to appeal.


Olga was a superbly built, almost Amazonic blonde beauty, who wore her hair drawn back in two glistening plaits at either ear. She had on gym order; soft white sleeveless top, brown plimsolls and dark brown gym shorts. These were made of a thin Lycra spandex stretch material, elasticised at the waist and legs, covering her thighs and sturdily separating the ass. They were sometimes nicknamed up-and-outers by the trainees, and they perfectly coated thrusting cheeks.  Olga stood sweating, hands limp at her sides. There was a patch of moisture at the coccyx area.


Eddie had eyes only for one part of her.  That heavy bottom, sat atop widening muscular tanned thighs, held a promise of rich ripe meat to cut into at the overhang.  And right now those cheeks were slightly quivering: little tremors flowed down the thighs and into her rounded calves.


Chief read from her book:


"Olga Essenin. Hut 7L.  Untidy Locker. Six strokes with Number Three cane."


"Have you anything to say?" Eddie asked solicitously.


"No, sir."


"You do not wish to appeal?"


"No, thank you, sir."


Eddie tossed one of his twin canes on the bed and whistled the other through the air, inches away from the protruding rump.


"Olga, you do realise that as this is a second Untidy in a month you are really due eight strokes. It is only due to Chief's leniency that it's only six.  I believe the last time I stroked you it was with a Number Two cane."


"Yes, sir."


"Let's see if a Number Three will make your bottom a trifle tidier. Have you had a Three since you have been here?"


"No, sir." There was a slight sob in her tone. This was obviously not a desirable conversation. "It was always ... a lesser number, sir."


"Well, I think you'll find a Three very persuasive. It is a shade longer with plenty of whip.  And don't think I won't work you with the tip. Chief?"	At the word Betty strode forward to haul at the waistband of Olga's shorts, rather unnecessarily, for they could not be tighter. The central seam cleft the globes.  This was the moment Chief really enjoyed, touching and squeezing the trembling mounds with her fingers, ostensibly looking for padding. There never was any: in fact, it would be impossible to hide anything under the shorts. She stepped back, saying:


"Trainee ready for punishment, sir."


"Olga, you need not think I am as lenient as my assistant here.  I do not propose to let you off that extra two, but I won't give them to you on your bum. Turn around and hold out your right hand."


Olga did so, snivelling like a schoolgirl. He straightened her fingers, stood back and brought the whippy cane down from the ceiling. It clipped into the palm with a harsh note and Olga gasped a stifled cry, bending forward and plunging the hand between her legs.


"The left."


It too received a stroke and Olga doubled over, hands thrust into her armpits, her face working.


"Now present," Eddie told her, "and keep your legs braced back throughout."


Wretchedly Olga turned in her circle, wringing her hands like linen.


"Toe-touchers, sir?" Betty inquired.


"Right down tight, if you please. Spread her butt."


There were variations.  Some quiet evenings, Eddie and the Chief had debated the advantages and disadvantages of each.  Betty preferred a half-seas over stance, so that the full of the buttocks stood out, was richly there, rounded.  Eddie often opted for it to be widened instead and liked the toe touching pose as an extra refinement, a grown woman having to assume the schoolgirl position.


"Right down tight," Chief was saying, after further tugging at the shorts. "The tips of your fingers hard on your toes and keep them there.  Head down, Olga, stick it out."


'It' was there all right. For Eddie there was nothing else in the room in those last measuring moments.


Then he struck - Pfuitt! 


The ripping sound was completed by a most satisfactory snap and Chief nodded approvingly. The cane had wrapped itself fully round the wide outstretched buttock halves. After a moment Olga muttered "OW!"


Eddie took his time. Two ... three. Then four a little lower.  This brought a reaction at last.  Olga tiptoed and he realised she was so powerfully muscled he could see her squeezing even in the bent pose. She tiptoed again, stiffening.


"Right back tight with those legs," said Chief.


Five whistled in. "AAAGH!!" she gasped,


"Sting a bit?" he asked.


"Yes, sir."


The six clipped into the softer flesh and brought a cry.  He let her stew, watching the pain course visibly through those peach-halves, then said


"All right."


Olga leapt up, grabbing back at her buttocks as if trying to pull them apart in her pain, her face a picture of misery, pale blue eyes teary.  Her bright plaits danced around her ears as she danced about the parquet. Eddie felt his manhood move, very turgidly. No 'honey' was ever really the same, even though what occasioned it was.


"How did you like a Number Three?  Catch you on the right a bit?"


"Yes, sir!  Very much, sir!" She got the words out almost breathlessly.


"Well, another Untidy this month and it's ten. I can make ten hurt, wish you hadn't been born with a bottom."


"Yes, sir, thank you sir."


"Show to Matron, then; and stand for Hall."


They marched out.


Rhoda Ley's hut, 4M, was over a bosky hillock.  For a moment neither Eddie nor Chief spoke. Eddie studied the way his assistant's rear end held out the serge either side, dimpling in above the overhang.  She tossed him back a pleased smile, as if she was aware of his admiration.


"Those were super shots, sir: especially those last two."


"I should have given her the kennels for tonight, on account of her rising to her toes like that to put me off my aim."


"I don't think she knew much about anything, except a fiery rage in her bum. The handers were also intensely exciting."


He let the last word hanging in the air.  They were at 4M.


The South African sprinter was about five-ten, most of it legs, as she stood, back to their entry, in her circle. Her blonde hair was cut in a blunt bell around her face, and she wore spectacles with steel rims. Her singlet was stuck to her slim upper body with sweat but the gym shorts seemed tautly dry.  Hers was a different sort of bottom: nice and jutty but tender, willowy - the kind that would hurt a very great deal indeed. Eddie realised he had not had her up for punishment before and resolved to make this first time memorable.


The procedure got on its usual business like way.


"Rhoda Ley.  Hut 4M.  Breaking training.  Six strokes."


"Wish to appeal?" he snapped.


"No, thank you, sir." 


A heat began to rise up behind Eddie's eyes as he took in the appetising halved out buttocks in their skin-tight shorts. The sprinter's sylph like body was affecting him strongly and he knew he had to really hurt those cheeks. Already Chief was avidly feeling and fondling them, jouncing them up on the palm of one hand, then yanking at the waist band.


"Trainee ready for correction, sir."


"I think this is your first punishment from me, Rhoda," he said, cutting the air with a cane and causing her buttocks to jump.


"Yes, sir."


"Get it at home?"


"No, sir."


"Well, I intend to make sure you don't bring in a chocolate bar again. I'm going to give you six of the tightest cuts I can and cuts they're going to be, nice and low and nice and slow. Twenty second intervals should make the lesson sink in well, without losing any of its necessary smart.  It's going to hurt like hell."


"Yes, sir. Can I take my specs off first, sir?"


"I don't see why not. All you're going to be looking at for the next couple of minutes is a close up of your shine."


Chief removed the glasses and said sharply:


"Touch your toes."


Rhoda Ley bent over effortlessly.


The spread was fuller than Eddie had expected and he addressed it from the left side, taking his time in measuring off. As he did so, he became aware of a moist smudge in the middle of the divide. Matron's enemas often left a little water and clearly seepage had resulted. Rhoda was clearly aware of his gaze, for she tried little fluttering squeezings, while her upside-down face went very red.


He whistled the first one in plum across the cheeks. The whippy cane gave that characteristic feel of digging in, then being plucked out of the flesh as it bounced back.  The sprinter gave a gasp in which surprise was mingled with the pain.  


The second clipped in equally clean. Her bottom wriggled expressively.


"Houaaah!"


As he turned to pace in for the third he saw that Rhoda had half risen; her dangling fingers were closer to her knees than her toes. Chief had noticed it too, snapping out


"Right down and spread it. You're clenching behind."


"Straighten your knees," said Eddie.


"I'm ess-sorry, sir," the girl panted. "I'm not used to being caned like this. It does hurt so very much. Right through my ... behind."


He laughed. "You've only had two and I'm giving you four more and each one is going to be harder than the one before. You'll learn, Rhoda, that there isn't a normal mathematical progression in a caning. Four is three times as bad as two, and eight twice as bad as six.  Get right down now."


Pluckily the girl tried.


"Right down tight," said Chief.


The third came up at her from underneath and made a strong punishing whop of impact. The girl greeted it with a stifled cry -


"AOWW!"


She seemed to take it, then rose up slowly, finally bunching her buttocks in her hands and striding away in the general direction of the wash basin, There she turned to show them a properly contrite tear-streaked scarlet face.


"I'm sorry, sir, I can't go any more like that tonight. The clyster took it out of me. I'm just not used to such pain in the bottom. "


"Yet you signed our release."


She shook her head, wonderingly. "I had no idea a cane could hurt that much, sir."


"Three strokes is a Sunday School picnic, Rhoda, compared to what some of our trainees confront in calm. You have read our Regulations?"


"Yes, sir."


"Then you request postponement."


Still massaging her behind, she nodded dumbly, then said 


"I suppose so. If it must be. Thank you, sir."


"Postponement ordered," he said to Chief, who at once wrote the order down in her book. "That means you must apply within one week to write off the original punishment of six strokes which you have just voided.  We do not allot counts in dribs and drabs, Rhoda, and added to that six will be the four you have just funked. In short, ten strokes across your bottom to be administered at one time and to all the usual rules of Camp correction, that is: extra for flinching, rising before Permission, etcetera.  Further, you have the right in any double figure caning, such as ten, to request fastening securely, but only on the penalty of three extra.  After you have had thirteen, a baker's dozen, with one of our canes across your plush bottom, slowly, with care and calculation, you not only will not want to sit for a week, but you won't take your eyes off the floor, either. And I guarantee that when you're next up for an order of six, you'll take them straight through, lick for lick. And Chief," he threw from the door, "put this trainee down for an hour's Punishment Gym. For Soiling."


He strode out, leaving the weakly weeping sprinter still unbelieving and holding her bottom.


Chief joined him in the now total darkness.


"I must say those were a couple of beauts, sir," she said.  "You could see them travelling right through her cheeks."


"They're the kind that hurt, all right."


"Well, I hope you work Susan the same way, sir. She's been getting above herself these days."


"Too big for her britches, eh?" he laughed.


"She could use a spot of the rail too. And Detention."  Betty strode ahead of him with a moue and a pat to her own fanny. "I do wish we could do them bare, sir, you'd have half the work caning, if we could."


"Greedy," he said, hurrying after her.


Susan was next and he was feeling on form.


His one golden rule:  Never during, only after.


At the door to Susan's hut he tapped Chief's shoulder.


"You say she needs bringing down a peg or two?"


"Definitely, sir."


"You have my okay for some humiliation, then. The raw side of your tongue. Get her into the sweats."


"Very well, sir."


They strode purposefully in.


Eddie's wife stood in her circle, her back to them. What a back it was - a real rumpy pouter-pigeon encased in the tight brown gym shorts as if painted on her. Absolutely asking for a good steady careful caning, it thrust out and curved in.  Despite her 45 years she was a first class long jumper in prime condition. She was sweating, patching her shorts but it was up to Chief to get in the sweats. Borrowing one of the canes from Eddie, Chief varied the preliminaries harshly.


"All right, lardass, you're going to get it. Cutting morning run. Six of the best. Anything to say?"


"No."


"Do you wish to appeal?"


A pause this time, then a faint "Ner-no."


Chief rocked Susan's head with a slapping left and right.


"Sir," said Susan quickly, "You didn't have to do that."


"What I have to do and what I do are none of your business, Mrs. Fatbutt."


Eddie broke in:


"A pity you don't want to appeal, Susan. I have long wondered what it would be like to give those chubby cheeks of yours a stingy dozen. Do you think I could take some of the starch out of them with twelve?"


"Answer!" snapped Chief, tapping the nearest calf with her cane.


"Yes, Sir, Ma'am."


This was better.


"Of course, there doesn't seem to be much starch in them, does there?" he went on. "I let you join the Camp, Susan, on your request to do so, provided you accepted whole heartedly its rules and regulations. You agreed. As the senior trainee here and my wife, you are supposed to set an example to the rest. Far from favouring you in any way, I find it incumbent upon me to use special severity in your case. I'm going to favour your bottom with the tightest six I can deliver and you will work off one hour's Detention tomorrow."


"Put your hands on your buttock cheeks and pull them apart, right wide, as if you wanted it up the ass. Let the Head see what depth he has to deal with here." 


Susan Tasker was a club woman, a pillar of the Bridge Society, she flushed deeply as she obeyed.  Chief placed her cane in the cleft and said,


"Now squeeze. Squeeze both sides of your fat butt together and hold the cane there."


Eddie said, "If you clench during correction, Susan, it's cut over."


Chief unsheathed her cane from the fleshy grip.


"No, legs wide apart. Wider than that. Palms on the floor."


Eddie's fingers itched.


"Ever had it like that, Susan?"


"No, sir."


"Well, there's no harm in experimenting. Sit her down in her britches with a few squat-bends, Chief."


The Chief gave her twenty.


"Up, down. Up, down. Squat that arse right down and spring it up, hard. You're going to be breaking the hop, skip and jump in earnest after this caning."


Twenty toe-touchers followed, after which Susan was panting, flustered and very red faced. Finally Chief gave her the bottom-walk, sitting on her hams to the far wall and back. When she finally stood up for her correction, she was gently crying.  Eddie was frequently surprised by the effect even these fairly mild preliminaries had on a candidate. When Chief palmed the centre of her body in front, she hung her head.


"Full clitoral erection," she beamed back at her boss. "She loves it, sir."


"Please ... please."


"What now?"


"Could we get it over with, sir?"


"We could and we will," he said. "Six stingers where the shorts are tightest. Place her out for me, please, Chief.  Position four."


It is the German classroom pose. The candidate stood with legs together and bent forward to close on right angles, reaching back to the waistband and hauling the shorts splittingly tight - though these could scarcely be tauter.  It had the advantage of leaving the buns relaxed and soft and exposing the face, whose expression could alter dramatically. Chief supervised.


"Arch your back. Head up. Elbows back. Stick out your tush, woman, give us something to hit. Push right out. Pull those shorts up hard."


With a snide smile at her employer, rock hard on the subject's left, Chief took hold of the waistband herself and hauled them judderingly upward. The result, Eddie saw, was to expose on either side, scimitar-shaped curve of acutest underbum, the tender puppy fat showing white above the tan, richly vulnerable. The minx had got him some bare bum to work on, after all.


"That's not - " his wife began.


"Were you about to say something? To appeal, Susan?"


"Sorry, sir, no sir."


"Then we'll start."


The first stroke scythed up and into the bare cusps of mature bottom Chief had exposed for him. Susan uttered the gasp of one thrust straight into icy water.  The stroke drew up a thick welt at once, darkening on the right.


Pfuitt! She held the second one better.


Chief said sharply, "Hollow your back and stick it out."


The third made her solid cheeks jump and elicited an anguished "OW!"


Eddie now had a corrugated band or strip of buttock turning purple under her shorts on either side.  To mount the pain it was important to vary, or she would get what was called 'dumb bum.' The fourth stroke whipped in higher and was greeted with a cry. Its aftermath saw the cheeks grinding in, eloquently clam like, then squeezing.


"She's clenching, sir." Chief announced.


"One extra." he said swiftly.


"I, I ... sorry.  I can't control ... I can't take it like I used to."


He sliced in the fifth, waited, then cut very hard indeed.


This time Susan gave a loud cry, arching her back, her hands seeking her scalded bottom skin below and beneath the shorts.


"Rising before Permission. Two extra. Three in all."


Susan staggered away, a groggy boxer, her mouth a soundless howl.  Every feature of her face seemed to be saying 'no more, please no more.'  Eddie was feeling very full indeed.


"That was six, Susan. As the exercise might have depleted the firing strength of my arm, Chief here will take you in tow and give you three extra."


It was a contrast of utter misery in one tear-streaked face and limpid gratitude, that of a child granted a longed-for bonbon, in the other.


"Thank you, sir," said Chief gravely and proceeded to take off her naval jacket. She then rolled up her blouse right sleeve, thought better of it and to his surprise took the white garment off completely. That exposed her massive mamms hammocked in an open weave old-fashioned aertex bra.  This model had nipple apertures and her twin stubs protruded through, demanding attention.  She took up the cane and stood to the left of the hated fateful circle.


"Stand out with your back to me, S7.  Feet a wide stride. Wider than that. Now reach right above your head with your arms. Stick it out and stay like that throughout. Three."


The unusual pose had Eddie banding hard, especially when Chief yanked up the singlet behind and gave another very positive heave to the gym shorts, thereby exposing another inch of dough-white bottom flesh.


With a whirr the first of three ripped into it, joggling up the bun halves actively. They cringed in but managed to stay slack. 


At the second Susan's head came back with a hiss.  This time the cheeks jammed energetically together and held there.


"Clenching.  One extra." said Eddie calmly.


"OhmiGod!" echoed the sufferer.  "I'm ... trying the best I can, sir."


"Well, try harder. Hit her where it hurts, Chief."


"Stick it right out, sow."


Once more the cane whickered and bit. The body strained, stiffening.  The hands fluttered like wounded birds overhead.


"Bunch them right out."


He hardly knew where to look for this last one.  Which bum to choose?  Susan's was in maximum jelly-joggling expression, but Chief's was a tempter too, as it rolled in his favourite dance (cheek to cheek) in the delivery of the shot.


"Clenching," he said casually. "One extra."


Still it was not over for Susan.  Chief took her time, brailling the welts with her fingers and cooing,


"Stinging a bit? You need dosing like that once a week. Susan."


"Stimulates peristalsis," said Eddie urbanely.


The whip cut lifted the squirming cheeks and sent its recipient hopping, dervish-dancing, hop-scotching about, face brick red, hands glued to her posterior. Eddie and his assistant regarded the spectacle with frank smiles and hands on hips.


"Let that be a lesson to you not to cut training, Susan," he said as Chief donned her blouse again.  "You may feel it out on morning run tomorrow."


Out in the darkness of the greensward, Chief said,


"Thank you for that, sir. Quite frankly, I've been longing to have a go at her sternside ever since I first saw it in the pool."


Their duty done, she was walking beside him on the grass now. A distant jogger went by. He put out a free hand, stroked the skirted fantail, squeezed it appreciatively. The globe gave generous heft to his final squeeze.


"I assumed you enjoyed it. These frontal buttons of yours had solid hard ons."


She blushed as she purred back. "I suspect the stiffness was mutual, sir."


Taking possession of the canes, she led the way back into his office, where she put the Book on his desk for him to sign.  As he signed completion of the three Orders he was again conscious of copious wealth in haunch and thigh beside him.


"You'll mark Sue down for Detention, won't you, Chief?"


"On a nice fat carrot, sir." giggled his accomplice, mildly brushing him. "She cuts lovely in the underbum. And if I may be permitted an impertinent question, which would you rather, sir?"


"What?"


"Roger her tail end or cane it, sir?"


He gave a roar of laughter and a slap to her nearest flank.


"Get out of here, Chief, or you'll be finding your own tush half seas over. I haven't tested those American paddles yet. Fortunately, the two aren't alternatives.  If Matron's done inspecting the trainees, tell her I want to see her."


CPO Rowlandsons flounced out, with a conspiratorial grin.






Chapter 3


 







The Clyster Mistress



 


 

"Sonnez la cloche!"


To a crisp snap of heavy latex on plump thigh, Matron Sara-Lisa Brandt entered Eddie's office half an hour later.  He was sipping an ultra dry martini when she came in and remembering the lovely reverberations in his wrist and whippy wood met resilient buttocks. Swick ... Swick! A perfect row of weals across the tender roll of baby fat at the end of the bottom. As always, he felt a surge of admiration at the sight of the rather arrogantly striding figure of the woman he had chosen as Camp Matron, or, as some of the trainees dubbed her, Clyster Mistress. The big Swede was 28 at most, tall with the thick neck of the body builder she had once been. She had a broad flat face with high cheekbones and almond shaped hazel eyes. She had shaved her head a month earlier so that a short nap of red fuzz covered her scalp like velvet. Her body was a tube.


For Sara-Lisa's uniform and only garment was a clinging sheath of thick white rubber from neck to mid thigh, buttoned with big bone buttons down the front. She had a collection of these one pieces, each one seeming tighter than the next so that to say she burst out of her uniform would be an understatement. She made Eddie think of the old adage - that she had been poured into her tunic, and someone had forgotten to say 'When'.  She was grinning like a Cheshire Cat as she strode toward the drinks tray, bottom button undone, pouring herself a generous 'see through' martini. Every inch of her expressed desire to punish.


"All three sinners' seats inspected and found fighting fit, sir, despite a little natural tenderness." She took a long swig, then a refill, standing with her back to him; he noticed how the heavy rubber held out her broad-beamed backside in the pride of a hefty waggle - Matron's proclivity for sitting on a recalcitrant camper's face was extremely unpopular. So was brown-nosing. “You did a splendid job on your better half's better half."


"I think it was fairly salutary. "


"I'll say. A band of solid beet at the bottom of her bum, good hard finger-thick wealing corded right across. A fine buttockfull."


"The only way." he sighed.


"Olga will also be sleeping on her tummy, I suspect. Just as long as it's not on another girl's! I really think you ought to increase the tariff for tribadism. You can obtain really good weals with a cane without breaking skin. Rhoda on repeat, eh?  She failed to hold the little drink I gave her for the requisite ten minutes, so I'm afraid she's going to get a few pints back up first thing in the changing room tomorrow morning, in front of her class."


"High colonic," he smiled.  "She wet her knickers."


"She won't with a Bardex decently inflated inside. And if there's a splash-down when I slip it out it'll be pure as well water and, I fear, more meat for you to beat, Uncle."


He knew of Sara-Lisa's degradation procedures and left her to her own devices in the well supplied quarters. They were effective. One of the least favourites was to have to stand in front of a class of colleagues dressed in a little-girl check gingham outfit, with fluffy white bobby-sox and hold a turpentine-flavoured libation for fifteen minutes. Few could and the resultant spurts of incontinence were shaming enough to reduce strong girls to tears. There was also Toilet Duty which unfortunately meant the abandonment of all decency, too.


He said "I ordered a little Detention for Susan as well."


She rolled her glossy eyes, turning full frontal and snapping open another buttonhole to another "Sonnez la cloche!"


"If I know our S7 she particularly dislikes squatting down on one of our Holy Rearers. The full thrust of the dong up the tallow of a tight chute does wonders for a lady's humility. As on one of our bicycles. Did you back scuttle the pretty bitch in your salad days, Edward?" A degree of informality had grown up between Matron and Camp Commandant, which the latter tolerated, now filling his eyes with her rubber clad thighs.  "Bugger her to the eyeballs, is what I mean."


"Mrs. Tasker didn't care for it that way, I fear."


"A reluctance easily remedied, kind sir.  Six of the best across the bent arse for a few nights before retiring and you'll find her supple as a glove, entirely amenable to cornholing. It's remarkable what a skipping with a Number Three or High C will do. But I say, what's this?" He had dropped track trousers and jock strap to his ankles, standing rampant beside the desk.  "A truly solid shank for the meltdown. I take it you require servicing."


"Get it up for me, Sara-Lisa." he growled hoarsely.


She laughed. "Up! That truncheon couldn't be more up." She spat on it and palmed it. The Cyclops eye glistened greedily. Then she bent her bulk over the end of the desk, stretching rubber.


The hem of her tunic widened as another button popped and he slowly peeled bare the gloriously mountainous fruits of her bottom. The twin mounds huddled together briefly as she settled herself, legs slightly parted and elbow s on the desk top - awaiting the skewer.


"Cheejuss, what a pair!" he grunted, starting to nuzzle his knob between them. "Perfect to sink a whippy stick into."


"Off limits," she gurgled, holding her face in her hands.  "I only like to dish it out. You know that by now, Edward."


“Your bullwinkle's showing such a pretty pink lining."


"Off limits, too, you know that as well.  Ouch!"


He slid the head at the fervid tunnel at the top of her legs; for an instant she had gripped his manhood strongly in clench of her shining sweat-wet ass cheeks. He could smell the heavy latex as she shifted back for the impending impalement. He could once again verify she was a redhead to the hilt and beyond. Slowly he slicked the humid tube into the tunnel, at first gently, then slammed in with a squashy sound.


"Ugh!" she panted heavily.


"Upbuck it a bit, so's I can get right in."


"You're right in all right.  Just about up to my tonsils I'd say. Oh rocks!  I'm coming!"


He felt the squeeze and then the swift hot pecks of her spurt under him. Sara-Lisa always went a lot.


"Next time take me with you, Doc," she gasped.


With a thumb either side of her shuddering buns, opening her up, he began to piston in and out, slowly, methodically, and - yes - punishing. Gloved in pussy, he seem to get deeper each thrust and soon she was moaning romantically.


"How much more to come?" she pleaded.


"At least two inches. " 


He never felt so hard as after a caning. The plunger plugged her sweating masses and she cocked her pelvis up at him, demanding.


"Holy smoke, man, get it off. And take me with you, I can't last much longer."


"I can!" he muttered.


And did. His thighs slapped against her sides as he slurped in and out, the truncheon seeming to steam as it pulled out of its place. She rose as she came again, milking him this time so that the feeling seethed, growing in her guts.


"Sock it to me, Doc!"


It felt as if he was hosing her in cloudy gouts, jamming, cramming into the soaking flesh. Filing her full of gism. He was hardly aware of staggering back, spraying her butt, breathless. About century later, it seemed, he saw her grinning at him like a cat after cream, holding a Kleenex from his desk to the centre of her body. And rather vainly trying to rebutton after dropping the tissue in the wastepaper bin.


"That's not a cock you've got, Edward, it's a bloody fire hydrant. I'm swimming in goo inside. No wonder Susan doesn't like it up the back door. What a trunk! Feels like a load of lead drilling into you. And just look at it now, still with a healthy curve."


"Want some more?"


"No thanks!" emphatically.  She smoothed hands over her wrinkle-free rubber. "Feels like being fisted there."


"Tight fit? You must admit it was lubed ready, Sara-Lisa."


She laughed. "You didn't have to lather my backside as well. I'm all sticky there. Ah well, any time, sir."


She began to sashay to the door, full of flesh.


He said "One of these days I promise myself I'm going to cane the bejesus out of that Matronly crupper of yours, my dear; curry comb those fat loaves of ass you have and watch them squirm and writhe."


She shook a finger at him.  "No way." But it did not come out with complete certainty.


"There always has to be a first, Sara-Lisa. Tuck that tush under you and think about it as you go."


"Sonnez la cloche!" she snapped. ...







Chapter 4


 







On The Rail



 


 

Normally an Order of Detention had to be paid off by the end of the week in which it originated. The trainee simply requested her hour or half hour from the day's Duty Mistress at First Commons. Among other things, this gave her buttocks time to 'clear' from the caning of Order since Deten, as it was known as usually (though not always) stroke free and thus considered one of the lighter camp penalties. Even so, it was strongly disliked, especially by the more mature.


Such as his Susan. Eddie looked at his watch. He knew she had elected to erase her Deten. today, along with two others and that it would take place between four and five p.m. as supervised by Trainer Rebecca. The trio would now be in the first phase of such corrective treatment - bearable yet intensely uncomfortable, in the - underperson, as it were.  Eddie decided on an inspection, as he was sometimes inclined to do and made off briskly for the long school building. After what Matron Sara-Lisa had said to him, it would be good sound rear end training for his reluctant wife.


As he walked down the almost empty wide corridor, a big pink cheeked miler came toward him, ardently massaging the back of her gym shorts. She shook her head miserably at the sight of her Commandant.


"Gosh, that Carmela knows how to cane a girl's bum, sir."


"How may did you get, Helen?"


"Four."


"Win a few, lose a few!" he chuckled.


"Those new canes Chief got really hurt."


"Good, they're meant to."


The runner went on her somewhat stiff-legged way.


Normal school classrooms branched off either side of this main corridor.  Some of them were used as instruction classes: Hygiene, Muscle Building, Nutrition, etc, A couple were kept for Detention, supplied with what he liked to call Special Effects. Two were plenty, since for some reason, campers did their best to avoid detention. He now headed for one of these, one showing a red light, indicating occupancy.


As he opened the door, he was again struck by the excessive heat in the room from the radiators, part and parcel of most of his disciplinary chambers.


From the mistress' dais near the door, the Duty Trainer arose at his entry, put down her book and came over to him with a smile. She was lushly hipped, wearing skin-tight royal blue trousers and white tank top; both garments were patched with sweat as if she'd just been running.


"Everything in order, Rebecca?" he asked.


"Super, thank you, sir. I don't think they're likely to run away before the hour is up."


"Doesn't look like it," he said.


She laughed and glanced at her watch. "They have another ten minutes on their carrots, then I can work them a bit."


"Be my guest."


He gazed into the well of the classroom over the Trainer's desk. The three trainees, wearing only singlets and sneakers, were most impressively - and uncomfortably- seated. Each had her arms strainingly wrist-cuffed behind her.  They were all ball gagged and grunts and pants came from behind the gags of all three, who were squatted down in a level row on their 'carrots.' Each was firmly sat down astride a low, saddle shaped, Somali stool, the splaying out of well fed buttock cheeks being intensified by their ankles being drawn up under them and strapped there, hip high. They all had a well-greased thickly ribbed dildo up their anus, and they were all squeezingly struggling to muster thigh muscles and raise themselves from the impalement. This produced a stirring vision of slowly pulsing posteriors, raising an inch or two, then painfully sinking back to come to rest on a rectal buffer of small diameter, a circle whose surface was mirrored. Susan surged on her prong in the centre of the line, her cane marks already going green and gold.


To her left, an ex Estonian swimmer's back was knotted in an effort to lift her off her unwelcome penetration, her magnificently muscled buttocks opening and closing on the dong as she sweated. The girl on the right was one he did not know too well; her willowy cheeks were slippery with perspiration, her forehead above the gagged wide-open jaws creased in agony.


The trainer grinned. "I'll activate the plunger switch in a moment. They get five minutes of that, without rotation, and they really seem to hate it on these ribbed dildos."


"I wonder why," he said.


"I'm afraid there's a bit of a rush for the bucket when they're taken off." He saw it in the corner. "I try to teach them to be ladylike. One at a time, you know, sir."


She giggled.  Eddie chose to approach the heavy buttocked swimmer.  The dildo was slowly reaming in and out of her; as it sank, it pulled out the pink veined sphinctral ring. She threw him an imploring look, her chin slobbering with saliva from the gagged lips.  Looking down into the mirror ring, he could see the greasy pole ploughing up into her, slowly and ineluctably, filling her, slicing her cheeks open.  He turned to Susan.


"Enjoying your bugger, dear?"


She made no answer, staring straight ahead with her eyes tight shut.


"Sit right down on them, girls." encouraged Rebecca. Then to him, as he returned to the dais.  "Shall I start the Plunger now, sir?"


"Why not?"


The raven haired Trainer went to a remote on her desk and touched one of the buttons. Visibly the rubber dongs started an up and down slicking of their lush tunnels and instantly whimpers and whines and kitten keenings arose from behind the ball-gags of the three.


"Good work, Rebecca.  Keep them at it."


He decided not to wait to see the finale, when another button activated a spew of porridge-like substance from within the plunging trunks. He left his three pupils lurching and stiffening. The release within them was not too much but enough - to ensure an amusingly mad race for first astride the bucket.


Outside in the passage again, he looked once more at his watch and wondered if Kim had finished her due session of Punishment Gym and had that minx of a coxswain on the Rail or not.  He went to the large building and track centre, where there were three well used gymnasiums.


In doing so his steps took him past the infamous Kennels and the Tack Room, stables and indoor cinder track where, when it was thought beneficial, any trainees slothful on a run were worked out as Pony Girls, bridled and bitted to the manner born. The jiggle-joggle of sweating, thrusting buttocks was made the more ardent by snappy bites of a riding school cravache.


Once inside the Centre he heard the pleasant refrain of exercise classes, the thump-thump of rubber soles to the commands of this Trainer or that. He passed behind the glass window giving on to the surround of a swimming pool, from whose highest diving board a blindfolded camper, hands cuffed behind her back, was teetering gingerly forward for a Walk The Plank. She would have to thresh with her legs to reach the far end. Good sound exercise. The trainer in charge waved cheerily to him. She was wearing the camp swim suit and cut a strapping Amazonic figure. The costume Chief had designed was of stretch naval blue, barely covering the vulva in front and ceding to the celebrated thong of the Rio beaches behind but one that also separated the sitters conveniently.


Unable to resist a letch, he entered the surround to a resounding whacking thump as the planker belly flopped onto the water. Then she was off, churning water with her legs, a very spirited specimen. At the shallow end she was able to climb out without help. The Trainer glanced at her watch, said


"Not bad, Marcia," and undid the wrist cuffs. The girl scampered gratefully to the showers.


A colleague was butterflying energetically up and own the pool as the stocky Trainer, dripping, came up to him with a grin.  He noticed she carried the pandy-bat of her office down her right side: this she could use for so called 'hunting' strokes as she deemed necessary. It consisted of a wooden handle, to which was attached heavy leather strap, about three feet long and rounded at the business end.


"Any trouble, Amanda?" he asked.


"Not a whisker, sir.  Katrin in there is the last to complete her lengths today; but I'm afraid she looks a little sluggish to me, so I may have to touch up her toby a bit before dismissal."


"Can't do any harm," he said.


"She'll be grateful later," grinned back the buxom Trainer.


A moment later the woman finished her allotted lengths, and blundered out of the pool at their end, dripping like a half-drowned puppy, blowing hard. She shook her head under the rubber racing cap,


"How did I do?"


"Not well," said Amanda, consulting the stop-watch.  "Just over three seconds slower than your best last week. To the nearest second, that's four." She tapped her leather strap into one palm. "Sorry, Katrin."


"Oh Jesus," said the woman, looking at the pandy. "Won't you let me get my breath back and try again?"


"No." said Amanda firmly.


The swimmer looked plaintively at Eddie. "Mayn't I take them later, sir?"


"I don't see why.  A little smack-bottom never did a mite of harm to a growing girl.  Yours looks well provided."


"Stop stalling," said the Trainer, "and come over here."


"Oh, I hate it wet,” said the woman, going over to her.


"Four," said Amanda.


"Golly, don't you ever let a girl off?"


"Never. Now pull your thong up right between your cheeks and bend over with your hands behind your knees."


The swimmer planted herself firmly on the surround and gave a resigned bend forward, her splendid buttocks plumping out. They were rosy and dripping and Eddie rose to their vision.


"Deeper than that."


"Not low, Mandy, please."


Clearly wanting to impress her employer, the trainer uncoiled the strap and struck. The pistol crack of impact of the hardened leather echoed round the pool and even made Eddie jump. At once the purplish imprint of the end of the pandy rose in a slight curve.


The second shot visibly overlapped the first. Katrin wriggled.


"Please, On the other cheek, Mandy," she panted. "This is murder."


"Get right down."


"I am down."


"Extra if you're lippy."


Two more whops completed the dose and had Katrin holding her chastened cheeks and jumping around.


"OmiGawd you don't know how that stings!"


"Next week try and improve your time."


"Or it's Mama spank," said Eddie sententiously, striding on his way with a smile of appreciation at his own staff member, his own already turgid at the thought of the Cox to several winning eights.


Strictly speaking, a coxswain did not have to be in terrific shape in these days of computerised steering, as she had a screen in front of her.  But little Midge had opted for a term of training at the Camp and had taken pluckily everything they had been able to dish out in the way of aerobics. He'd had her up for caning twice and although she was small, her expressive liquid little buttocks had taken both sixers stoically. After the second she had even thanked him and that without rubbing, too! All the greater was his surprise when he entered Gym Two, which was frequently used for punishment, thanks to the variety of apparatus all housed in the row of half height stalls running along one side.


Trainer Kim had her back to him as he went in without knocking and what a back it was - coffee coloured, wedge shaped, the muscles sliding like snakes up and down under the skin. She stood bare to the waist, and only wore sneakers and skin-tight pair of immaculate white flannel slacks. Kim was Korean and generally considered one of the most rigorous trainers in Camp, within the range of what she was allowed to use.  She turned at his entry, revealing extremely dark nipples and aureoles on her oriental chest. She grinned.


"Just in time to watch Midge give us the Camp version of the Twist, sir."


"What, only one left, Kim?  Our methods must be succeeding."


"I think I gave the others on Orders a good workout. But you did indicate Midge should have twenty minutes on the Rail and I know she'd like to pay it off now and get it all behind her, as it were. As she showed a slight tendency to slack I was going to give her a couple of minutes of Benjy."


"Quite right. No pain, no gain."


He was completely astonished at the reaction this news had on the coxswain. Little Midge had clearly done her hour of gym with a vengeance, pouring with sweat from the tight brown curls on her head to her skinny brown shorts, rucked up either side. she stood in front of them, imploring with a degree of dread he had never seen or suspected in this usually phlegmatic Trainee.


"Please sir, I beg you sir, please, not the Benjy; let me have it the ass but not there, please don't give me any Benjy."


She was actually wringing her hands before them like a scolded schoolgirl. "Not Benjy, oh I beg you, please."


"This is healthy fear, Midge." he said. "If you dislike it so much it will be all the more salutary for your soul."


The little woman burst into tears.


"No sir, that's not true, sir."


"Put another minute onto that for contradicting." he said.


"Surely sir, why not?"


The news was greeted with a wail. The lithe Korean approached her subject like a stalking panther.


"Take them off," she said solemnly.


Sobbing, Midge slowly and reluctantly obeyed, first one foot, then the other, finally depositing her soaked shorts on a stool and exposing a very full fleece of muff, rising to a T across her belly.


"Turn your back. "


Kim removed the leather cuffs form her own waistband and vigorously wrist-elbowed the woman's arms behind her, arching out the victim's chest.


"Now come with me."


The Benjy machine was in the fourth wide stall along and by the time she was led into it, Midge, the cunty cox, was quaking. Eddie watched with mounting interest.  He believed in simplicity as well as severity in his gadgets and this one, styled by Chief, filled the bill.


The woman stood wide astride, facing the wall of her stable, and another NO PAIN NO GAIN sign hoisted there. When the stride had been adjusted to the trainer's satisfaction, the woman's gym shoes were secured to the floor in strap over housings. Back arched, legs wide, she stared straight ahead and so did Eddie, for his gaze met as glorious a pair of wobbly glutes as any in the Camp. They juddered softly, covered in sweat, as Midge could be heard wretchedly moaning


"Please, please, only two minutes, please."


Kim had gone to the front of her wide spread target and was adjusting the Benjy bone protruding from the control socket in the knee high housing there. This was a stretch of the slimmest black whalebone tapering to an almost needle-thin tip which in turn swelled at the very end into a most punishing little lozenge shape. It was adjusted horizontally between Midge's waiting trembling thighs. So whippy was Benjy that when it was activated, that nut-tough tip would flick round the inside of the thighs and bite into the back and side of her.  Kim set the timer on the wall clock and looked at her director.


"First minute at ten," he said, "to wake her up a bit."


Kim adjusted the control and switched on.


An angry buzzing immediately started, and so did the recipient's pleadings.


The whalebone switch oscillated horizontally between the wide-stretched thighs so fast that it became a blur, accompanied by the vibrant pitter-patter of its striking, as it hit hard into the tender flesh.


At once the cute little can of the cox stiffened, squeezed, relaxed in the most lubricious manner Eddie could imagine, outside burlesque house. She bent her knees to try to change the smarting place of impact, only to straighten as the pain there became unbearable too. To bend again - but this only served to dangerously open up her buttock cheeks and put her in jeopardy. So she tried to school herself to stay straight and let the indescribably whippy bone nick inside her thighs and write rows of thin indigo lines.  All the while she begged and pleaded for release.


"Minute up, sir, " sad the trainer.


"Put it up to fifteen." he said.


"NO!"


As the pace of the patter increased, so did the sweat running down Midge's singlet. Her head came back, anguished, her buttocks pumped up and down in a miniature display of ecstasy.


"No more, no more, I beg you! Mercy!"


Her buttocks were practically clapping.


"For this last minute, get the tip right up into her under cheeks, Kim. Right to the fat of her ass, she was widening it so you'd think she was asking for it there."


"Sure thing, sir."


Now the trajectory of the furiously buzzing biting stretch of bone was altered. No longer did it cut into the skin horizontally, but upwards, the tip sinking into the tenderest flesh of the under bum, first right, then left.  Midge jellied, breathlessly helpless to clench, while the Trainer had her work cut out to adjust the oh so flexible Benjy Bone so that it would whip right up through the V of the legs, to sink its hornet-humming tip full into the curve of fat with a pulpy pattering sound. As it wound into her tenderest flesh, Midge's head jerked back, eyes tight shut.


"Oww, no more, please, no more!"


"I must say Benjy is effective," commented Eddie. "I think that's enough."


Kim switched off, and the buzzing stopped.


"OWWW!" said Midge, gasping like a stranded fish.


Her whole body was shuddering as she stood, her thigh muscles screaming, their insides and lower buttocks strip lined with the thinnest of puce stripes from the bone.


"She'll feel that," laughed Kim, bending to unloose the ski strap housings on her subject's instep.  Midge dropped to her knees with a thud, arms still braced behind her.


"I hate Benjy," she panted.  "I think I'd rather anything."


"I'm sure you'll enjoy your ride after that," Eddie said drily.


Kim had now returned to the front of the stall. Standing by her console, she parted her legs, her trousers so tight the replical incision of her mons showed under the material. It was on a level with Midge's face.


"Say thank you like a well bred girl."


"Thank you, Ma'am."


"Better than that. "


Midge's head came forward and she pressed her lips to the bulge of the mound. Kim gave a wriggle and a grin. Then she turned.  "Now my bum."


Eddie felt a heat behind his eyes.  Standing astride, the Trainer's peach halves stood out superbly separated under the stuff.  There had to be some stretch in the material, he thought, to achieve that kind of division in the cheeks. The cleft was deep.  Midge put her lips to the left side and pushed.  The flesh responded. spongily sinking in.


"Now the other.  Harder than that. Good. Right under the bulge."  She tossed a smile over one shoulder to her employer, saying "Just as well the girls aren't allowed lipstick, eh? Now, get up, you."


She helped Midge to her still shaky feet and went two stalls down to where there was a Rail. Woebegone, the cox said,


"Can I have a drink of water before I sit on it, sir?"


"I don't see why not."


Since her arms were still immobilised behind her back he obliged with a tumbler from a carafe at the side, pouring straight down her gratefully open jaws. Then he drew her forward to the stall in which Kim was preparing her 'steed'.


The Rail was universally disliked in the Camp, but by some Trainees more than others. Susan, who had a good seat on a horse, hated it.  She would exchange a few minutes on it for six of the best any day.  Rails varied. The one Kim was readying was a 6" wide horizontal strip of hard dark wood. It was hip high, mounted on what might have been a more elaborate towel horse and hydraulically operated, going up and down.  Either side of the Rail ran two further horizontal wooden bars, lower than the first one and placed in such a way that the 'rider' had to splay out her legs and rest securely on her twat.


"Mount," said Kim quietly.


Without demurral, the strapped up girl approached the centre of the Rail and swung her leg over it as she might have a bicycle. Kim carried on making adjustments. It was clear she enjoyed giving her trainees a ride on the Rail.


When Midge was uncomfortably astride, Kim touched a button in the floor with her toe, and the Rail raised itself up very slowly, about three inches. The woman was on tiptoe, gasping already. Two further adjustments were made; a red rubber ball gag was inflated in Midge's mouth and a rope from a ceiling pulley clipped to her arm cuffs at the back; when this was secured to a ring bolt in the front wall of the stable she was tipped forward, ensuring that she could hardly wriggle. The tip of Kim's right gym shoe touched the floor button; the rail slowly rose. As it took the culprit's weight, she gave a stifled cry and a desperate writhe.  Her knees came up, thigh muscles knitting.


"She's so light, sir, I think she'd benefit by the weights."


"Go ahead," he agreed. Two were hung on either ankle, keeping the legs down and well stretched out over the lower rails. It was clearly an uncomfortable perch. Kim joined her mentor in a view of the victim's twisting back. A constantly running quivering river down the legs and up into the buttock cheeks. Eddie watched, entranced, unable to keep from slipping a hand on the slabby flank of the trainer beside him. Her nipples seemed to have grown.


"Twenty minutes is a long time," he said.


"Your Order, sir. A lot of them get their compensation when you take them down. See, the circulation rushes back when they're dismounted and it often results in an absolutely crashing body-volting orgasm."


"So Chief has told me: with Restraint, too."


"A good leather saddle strap can have the same effect, yes. You haven't handed down any Restraint of late, sir. At least I haven't seen it on the Bulletin Board. A nice cutting pineal strap between the cheeks for a day does wonders for a girl's obedience level. Urtication, also.  But look at Midge go, she's writhing there like a cut worm and squeezing her buns to try and get herself off it."


"Or get herself off," he joked. Kim's right beauty was heavy in his hand.


They stood together, the silence only broken by the gurgling panting grunting of the unlucky rider. They watched the entrancing spastic wobbling and cringing of the back quarters as Midge strove desperately to get some relief, only to sink back as the cheeks helplessly splayed out. They showed in their twin undercurves the dark raised lozenges left by Benjy's brutal tip. Clinging to the rail made the pain worse, making the effects of the Benjy's strokes an effective addition to the ride. The buttocks seemed to flutter and wriggle most expressively, and Eddie found himself growing very hard indeed. The hour-glass spent its sand on the wall in front of them.


"How long's she had?" he asked, hoarsely.


"Four minutes, sir."


"Do they ever wet?"


"Not if they know what's good for them."


His right hand had been gently parading over the fullness of her right ham, feeling the shift of flesh under the thin material. It was utterly irresistible.


"Nothing underneath those trews, Kim?"


"No sir. I do Punishment Gym sessions without underthings."


He gave a squeeze and she took his hand away. And at once said 


"I'm sorry, sir."


Eddie stood for a minute, watching Midge suffer before he said quietly


"Oh dear, I thought all my Trainers had learned about ... " 


"I'm truly sorry."


"... House Hospitality to the Camp Director."


"I won't do it again. You can feel me up all you like, sir."


"Have you got any canes in that office of yours over there?"


"Several, sir." She had suddenly become expressionless.


"Would those nice bouncy hind-ends of yours prefer another sort of kissing or shall we go to the dairy with a Dr. Wetherington's best Titty-Whisk?  It would not be conducive to Camp discipline to enact a penalty for impoliteness in front of a mere Trainee, so let us adjourn to your office, after you have made up your mind."


Her slant eyes dropped. "The cane, please, sir."


Equally softly he replied "Six with the hickory then, Lead on."


She walked ahead to the far door leading to her commodious well equipped office. In the tight white trews her globular glutes rolled alluringly, settling with a jump on each thigh as she strode. He could hardly wait to sink a cane into them. Her bare back shone.


As he closed the door behind him she pointed to a wall rack.


"The hickory's the one at the lowest rung, sir. " she added in a brisk businesslike way, "How do you wish to get at me?"


He smiled. "Not so fast. Clear the desk and pull your trousers right up tight." Though how they could be any tighter beggared description.  He took down the hickory, an American model, varnished shiny yellow; it was a little harder and less bendy than local canes. He saw her eyes slip to it appraisingly.


"I gather this one really hurts."


"Very much, sir. "


"I don't think I've had the pleasure of applying a yellow Uncle to you before, have I, Kim?"


"No, sir." 


"Looking forward to it?"


Her lips turned down at the edges.  "Not in the least, sir."


"I see you have a dog quirt there." One dangled on a wall beside some human-pony bridles and bits. Kim was well stocked.


"Yes, sir." Stony-faced.


"Agree you deserve a skipping?"


"Oh yes sir. I shall be extremely grateful if you'll take time to correct me of my fault of thoughtlessness just now."


"In what manner?"


"Uh, by the application of strokes across the behind." She was gazing past him, chest heaving. He flexed the cane, then let the tip whirr through the air.  It produced a flutter of her eyelids.


"Where?"


"Here, sir. I mean, across the buttocks."


"You have a solid enough crupper for it. Stand to the desk with your back to me and legs well spread."  He pressed the stick under her glorious haunch halves, joggled them up on the slightly swollen end of the limb. It was flexible enough. "Is this about the spot where the strokes would profit you best?"


"Yes, sir." A little breathless now. "That's where they'd do me most good."


"Then, reach right forward and grasp the far end of your desk. Raise yourself on tiptoe, legs straight; concentrate on giving me plenty of bum to cut into, please. "


There was certainly enough of the Oriental's surprisingly massive sitters.


"Squeeze," he said, and she did so, powerfully. "Now relax them, let them go." The heavenly twins wobbled, slack. This was a variation of his usual technique but there were some who disliked it more this way.  "Now stiffen your body up and clench your cheeks hard and keep them like that for all six. Understand?"


"Yes, sir."


"Good. Like that, yes. Jam them together hard."


The pair closed on each other sumptuously. The trouser material sank into their skin-tight division. He stood back. The slim hickory whistled in with the speed of sound, a yellow flash with dull matt rap. It dug in the toughened meat, clung, then bounced angrily back. The buttocks shifted forward on the desk end as she settled herself better on her tip toed sneakers.


Two clipped in the solid chunks. Three produced a pronounced flinch of the right chub. She was breathing heavily.


"One extra," he said, "turning off your flank."


"Sorry, sir."


"Muscle them up hard."


She took four with a whimper and he could see she was chewing her bare left shoulder against the pain.  The fifth jerked the rounds up and seemed to hoist her body forward. The buttocks writhed and widened richly.


"Relaxing. One extra."


The gluteal mounds stiffened instantly.


He gave her a long hard-breathing sweating pause and drove in the sixth. It sent her further over the desk in glorious sprawl and a yip.


"Like it like that?"


"No - not at all, sir," she gasped.


"Two more for size and then I'm sure you'll be polite to me and let me feel your bum if I want to."


She was speechless, halfway over the desk. He had a roaring hard-on, cut two more into the opulent crupper, then went to the far side of the desk, undoing his trousers.


"Now I'm going to fuck your face, mistress."


"Thank you," she panted.


"Every drop right down, mind."


He laid his cock on her tongue like an offering on an altar and she sucked obediently at once, ringing her lips around him. At the same time the pain of the caning was running through her buttocks, which he could see squirming and churning and thrusting lubriciously in front of him and he knew he couldn't last long. Her cheeks hollowed, her eyes popped up at him imploringly.


Susan would never do this to him.


Ah well, there was but one remedy for that, as Matron had suggested.


Suddenly he felt Kim's fingers, urging him on, her tongue sweeping in ice cream cone licks. He was astride the final mustang, higher than a kite - and expending.


The first jolt sent him staggering back, spraying her face with great gobs, then he relodged himself and poured it into her. He saw her throat working as she swallowed and it seemed an eternity before he finished, was cleaned off by the exhausted trainer, could do himself up and leave.


Pretty Midge was still twitching and wriggling on the rail as he passed her and it seemed she was sunk further down on her steed than ever. But such was the way of the Camp: NO PAIN NO GAIN.


"Ride him, cowgirl," he said, giving her an affectionate pat as he passed.


In the adjacent stall the chrome of an Exercycle seemed to wink knowingly at him: its only disadvantage being that it didn't have a saddle. Well, well, of such was the Kingdom of Heaven.







Chapter 5


 







The Breaster



 


 

Whether by coincidence or internal Trainer grape-vine, for they swapped stories in their mutual Common Room, Eddie found himself shortly confronted with the dubious option he had offered Kim, before caning her. It was a sensuously mellow evening with a harvest moon illuminating the Camp's lawns, when Chief marched in to his office with the Book. She was shaking her head.


"You can't go on caning her, sir," she said.


"What do you mean, Chief?"


"I only have to trouble you for a couple tonight, sir: but there's this Maretta Golc, she's something else."


"Up again?"


"Up again, sir."


Eddie declined the pun. He fingered one of the two pliant beauties on his desk and glanced at the back of his faithful officer's lap.  As always, Chief's hip regions seemed closer than necessary to him. Was it his imagination?


"Have you shortened your skirt, Chief?" he asked.


She gave it a tug and him a bashful smile.


"Two inches, sir. Just for stride. In case you ask me again to have a go at one of them.  Six for Lucinda first."


"Isn't Golc the young shot-put artist from Poland?"


"Something like that."


"With the colossal knockers."


"Firm, large and fully packed sir. If you recall, we had to give her a sixer last month, then another at the beginning of this, followed not long after by eight. And you really whaled those into her."


"Short stocky bum, am I right?"


"But thick hard heavy jugs." Chief impishly joggled hers.


"Offence?"


"Breaking Bounds. Maretta likes to drink, sir. Beer. Found at the Bull and Bush again. Put on Report and seemingly quite phlegmatic about the end result in her end. She needs waking up."


"What do you suggest?"


"Something down here." Chief patted her sturdy after-deck and it joggled. "And something up here." she hefted her top deck and it joggled as well. "She comes from strong Slavic stock and needs to be really hurt. In her own interests, of course."


"Of course. You're recommending?"


"Let's say eight with one of those." She pointed to the dormant canes and gave a winsome shudder. "Brrh.  I swear they get longer every time, sir. And then ... "


"Then?" he said raising an eyebrow and feeling another part of him responding too.


"Maretta's never had a Breaster. With her dairy you could get some real sting into them safely. Or ... I could."


He laughed. Chief was irrepressible.


"Have you given one lately?"


"No, but I'd be glad to help out, sir. "


"How many do you think will do the job?"


"Mmnnn, I'd say a dozen, sir, six each dug. Kneeling down, nipple guards, butt plug, oiled up ready."


"Very well." He stood up. "Duty calls."


He took the canes and again followed her out into the grounds.


By Camp custom, Chief walked in front of Eddie, carrying the Book.  It announced their errand, was anyone to see them. In the moonlight, Eddie's 'view from the rear' was always impeccable; the vibratory oscillation under the tight serge was voluptuousness personified. Her high heels conferred a leggy look despite the fact that each actual step was restrained. The buttocks bounced in a silent language. The undulations of the rolling hind halves under the stuff made him remember Darwin's report of an African tribe that chose brides by lining up the eligible ladies and selecting the ones with the most protruding posteriors. And the fact that he had decided on a Breaster for M4 brought to mind Desmond Morris in The Naked Ape - "The protuberant, hemispherical breasts of the female must surely be copies of the fleshy buttocks." The derriere now before him rolled in a manner to make the canes itch in his hand to get at it. He didn't normally talk on these occasions, but he made an exception this time to murmur, "You're really something. Chief, the hustle of the bustle."


She chuckled and without turning her head, said,


"Only in these steeple heels, sir."


A few yards further on they came under the shadow of a vast beech that had been prematurely shedding its leaves.  Chief stopped and stood in a rustling pool of brown leaves with her back to him. Still without turning her head, she said


"Might I make a request, please, sir?"


"I don't see why not."


"I need to ... go.


"One or two?" he said, surprised. She had never asked this before.


"Oh, just number one, sir. Before we do it. Sometimes when I have a fairly full bladder, like now sir, and get excited watching you at work on a bent bottom, it's hard to hold it in. And Lucinda's got a really scrumptious south-west.  There's a loo I could use in one of those huts over there."


He thought for a moment.  "You got anything on underneath that regulation skirt?"


"I'm afraid not, sir. Only the usual self support nylons."


"Then why waste our time? Do it here and now."


"Very well. I must say I'm dying to pee. Would you kindly turn your head, sir?"


"I would not. We haven't instituted the Golden Shower as punishment yet but if we do, I'd like to know which of you has the best capacity."


"Piss out on these leaves here, sir?"


"Right.


With her back to him, she planted herself full astride, hands either side of her hips, pulling up her skirt so that he glimpsed the white above the opaque part of her nylons.


And nothing happened.


Her skirt shelved out over her heavy buttocks which clenched in futile effort. In a strained voice she said,


"If you could just give me a cut, sir, just to get me going."


“Anything to oblige a lady."


He took up stance, measured off and whistled a beauty into the bounteous bum. Almost immediately a thick yellow jet spurted down from under the inverted V of her person. The squirt was astonishingly strong, bouncing on the leaves which crackled loudly under the onslaught. It went on and on, frothing.


"To test your control, Chief, I want you to stop when I say so."


"You may have to give me another to make me, sir," came the response.


He whipped into her into her and magically she stopped.


"Now, let's see what you're like for aim. Take off your shoes."


"My shoes, sir?"


"That's what I said. Place them apart. Now straddle the left one and piss straight into it when I give you the word."


The word was the wand. It wound into her startled buns and she let fly. The Gucci shoe filled and foamed.


"Stop." He cut up again, her body jerked, the flow stopped. "I haven't seen a better head on a pint of Dortmund beer. Do you always do as much as this, Chief?"


She nodded without speaking. Her hands were now massaging her massive mounds. She had been given four really sound strokes and was feeling it, despite the serge.


"Now the right shoe."


"I don't - think I can unload any more, sir."


"Let's see if this will help."


This time he really lashed into her and she staggered toward the trunk of the tree,


"AOWW!"  Miraculously enough she gave again and though it missed the target, it drove hotly down onto the crackling beech leaves. He could almost see it steam. She grabbed her behind, turning.


"Sorry, sir, I'd forgotten how much a cane like that can sting."


"I don't think I've had the pleasure of putting one across your sit-upon before, Chief, but that was only five. To be symmetrical, the best is always six. Put your shoes back on ... no, don't tip it out, just put them back on and come and stand here."


She went to the spot indicated in the grass, slopping slightly and looked back at him.


"The toes, sir?"


"How did you guess, Miss Rowlandson?"


When she had assumed the position, he slowly peeled up her skirt.


The generous ass-halves were limned with good lines, one under the other even though he had been unable to do any sighting to ladder them. He steadied himself, took a pace and whined in a ferocious cut, hard enough to judder the blancmanges even though bent.


"YEEK!" She seemed to jump three feet into the air, toppled and sat down hard on her rear end in the grass, writhing.


"Golly, gosh, ooah, sir ... ouch, how that stung!"


"Well, pull yourself to pieces, Chief, and let's be on our way.  I'll bank the two extra for Rising before Permission for later."


Slowly she adjusted her dress, collected the Book and with a flutter of her eyes, solemnly led the way to Hut L8. He held the canes, watching the sturdy waggle of her buttocks beneath the material as she walked, knowing that good true cane-pain was surging through them, the fatty overhang folding over white hot weals. There was nothing like it.


Six down and two to play, he thought, as she led the way into Lucinda's hut. He murmured into Chief's rosy earlobe,


"Get her well widened out for me and I'll show you how to cane a butt."


"The Stool Sprawl, sir, perhaps?"


"I don't see why not." New positions always challenged him.


Lucinda Drew was an aristocrat.  Tall, blonde and rumoured to have been a deb. some years earlier, she had gone in for archery, then golf. She was standing in her circle with her back to them as they entered, nether cheeks bulbed out beautifully in the adhesive gym shorts.  When Chief had run through the preliminaries and the woman had opted not to appeal, he said:


"I'm giving you six, Lucinda, nice and low in the bunny fat, so I hope they will cure you of your fault and we don't have to go through this unpleasant procedure again this term. In the Starfish Sprawl."


"Sir?" She was clearly puzzled.


Chief enlightened her, striding to the wall desk. Beneath this was the customary hard wooden chair and also a low round wooden kitchen stool, four legged and no more than a foot a foot off the floor. It was used for Dunce Duty and standing in the Main Corridor to 'show', shorts down, when it was decided that sight of a really solid sixer might prove understandably deterrent to others.


Chief kicked it out, saying:


"Put your pelvis on that, legs stretched out wide behind you and arms similarly in front."  She brought the reluctant Trainee forward by an earlobe. "Get it right up, legs wide."


"Like this?" Lucinda was clearly unused to this; setting her mons gingerly on the hard board of the school, stretching out, catlike.


Eddie found himself stretching too.  The well-divided bum bulged invitingly upward. He hadn't taken a Stool Sprawl in some time and looked forward to making this a memorable one.


As usual, Chief was ensuring tightness of fit, hauling the shorts up until the jiggle of the crotch responded and a small rim of white baby fat showed at the shorts hem.


"Ready?" he asked, rather superfluously.


"As ever I shall be, sir."


"Don't be cheeky," cut in Chief.


"Sorry, sir, Ma'am."


"Open wider."


"More forward on the stool."


She wriggled over, thrusting up her bum in fine relief. He could wait no longer and brought the limber cane down from the ceiling at close on vertical, slicing into the upthrust lower curves.


Thrrrupp! 


"OWWW!" The body convulsed, fingers fisting. "God, that stung, sir. Ouch, how it hurt!"


He had forgotten that Lucinda was one of the talkatives, those who punctuated a caning with pertinent comments. He lashed in a second.


Thrrrupp! 


"Oh God, how that cut, sir, oohoooooaaah, it's running right through me, please come up higher, sir, purleaze..."


"You've only had two," said Chief, somewhat contemptuously. "And you're squirming like a school-kid already."


She was, too.


"Keep them still." He whined in another that jolted her forward, keening, head tossing.


"CHEEE ... I don't believe it … it's cutting me in half, sir, like a razor, please give me a rest to get my breath - AAAOOOWWHHHH!"


The fourth fetched her underneath and she jacked up a knee, quickly.


"One extra."


"Oh God, no ... no more, no more, I beg you, sir it's eating through my behind like - like - HOUAAH!"


The fifth and sixth bit pitilessly into the plumpness, taking her speech away; the seventh caught them as she writhed forward over the common stool and sent her truly sprawling to one side of it, where she doubled up in agony, hissing and holding her savaged bunnies.


"That was a light six, Lucinda.  Next time I'll really go for the pulpy part of your behind. You will write out an appreciation, an evaluation of the various positions of receiving the rod, including the one you have just enjoyed, and hand it in, three pages in length, to Chief here by the end of the week."


Outside in the gloaming they stood facing each other, both breathing strongly. Chief's glossy eyes shone.


"Not a bad position, is it, sir? I must say I appreciated your technique when I'd just had a spot of tickle-tail from yourself. Gets the circulation going all right."


"In the sweet spot?"


"Definitely."


"Did you achieve gratification, then?"


"Almost. On the fourth when she drew her leg up and clenched so energetically in the fit. But I couldn't help feeling all that water was wasted out there, sir. I mean I could have ridden her and given a good gush to her breeks."


He chuckled. "You're irresistible, Chiefy."


"Did you enjoy it, sir?"


"MMn. A mite on the flabby side."


"Well, Golc isn't. She's hung. As hard and porous a pair of knockers as I've ever seen on a woman."


"Lead on, McDuff."  They directed their steps to G5, the Polish shot-putter's hut.


But they had only gone a few paces when he felt impelled to stop her. He felt sure the rubbery slab of the cheeks, under their navy serge, had increased for his delectation.


"Sir?" she half turned, under another tree.


"Since a swipe or two across the back of your lap seems to get you in the mood, Chief, why not pay off the two I owe you for Rising before going in?"


"Get them over with here, sir?"


"Why not?"


She hesitated a moment, then demurely turned her back on him.


"Toe touchers again, sir?"


"No. This time stand straight with your legs wide spread, pulling that garment that passes for a uniform skirt really tight across your thighs, bulging your chubs out for it."


She took the pose, folding her arms in front of her and waiting.


He took the whippier of the two sticks. Her thickly cheeked bottom thrust out roundly, little sheaves in the material of the skirt showing the tops of the thigh where they met the rich roundness of the bum proper. It was a staunch thrust out.


"You've got a good one, Chief," he couldn't help saying as he measured off.


"Thank you, sir," she said.


"I'm cutting up into it."


"Yes, sir."


He drove a beauty upwards into the exact curve where thighs met glutes and she stiffened, the muscles moving under the material.  But no more than that.


"Hurt?" he asked.


"Intensely, sir," she gasped.


"One to come."


He thrashed it up into the same place, bouncing her buttocks with the impetus.


"As good?"


"Worse." she panted, cheeks clenching. "May I move now?"


"Please do."


She grabbed her cheeks, kneading them, head ducked down.


After a moment she converted her grab to a rubbing which hiked the back of the skirt up to the lower arc of his target.


"I admire a man who can cane a girl's butt like that, sir. You really know how to cane a bottom."


"With yours I could hardly miss, Chief." he hesitated, then said, "Let's have a look at the disaster area, shall we?"


Slowly, with a mixture of shyness and hesitation she eased the skirt up over the pouting mounds. In the half-light nothing could have been prettier or more stimulating. Plump purple weals ribbed the still trembling cheeks, the two low down hardening before his eyes. He touched them with his fingertips and she winced, alluringly. A wisp of inky hair curled up between the great divide.


"Lean further forward, Chief.  Yes, like that. Have you always been as heavily bushed as this?"


"Always sir. They say it is a sign of sensuality."


"Well, pull your skirt down like a good girl over those wobblers and let's see if we can't warm up Maretta Golc as nicely."


"I'll show you another stool position if you'll let me."


"By all means."


Maretta Golc was waiting for them in her circle, back to the door. As ever he was struck by the individual difference in each woman's bottom.


Maretta's was a beauty.  She was a short stocky twenty three year old, with a body befitting her speciality. Strongly curved calves and muscular thighs led up to two britches-bursting buttocks that would have been fat if they too had not been sturdily muscled. Their chief feature was a sturdy separation which made them stand out generously, as if veritably begging of a whip or stick to be laid across them. She was a plain girl, but moving to her front, Eddie saw nothing ordinary.


Pressing out the soft stuff of her T-shirt were two magnificent mamms, studded with bullet-big nipples. His eyes bugged. These were not the hubcap or melon-type jugs for the burlesque queen circuit but strong outwards thrusting cylinders of meat, carried high thanks to her musculature and appearing as hard as sacks of cement. He nodded to Chief to get on with the prelims and opening her Book, she did so.


"Anything to say?" he asked the culprit.


Maretta Golc wet her lips. "No sir."


"Wish to appeal?"


"No sir. Thank you, sir."


"You expect to be given a good hiding, then?" 


"Yes sir. I'd be glad to be deterred from my addiction."


"I'll do my best. This time I'm giving you nine as hard as I can with a Three and then Chief here will treat you to the whisk, six each side, and let's see if you want to see the Bull and Bush for a while. Put her out for me, please, Chief."


"Certainly, sir."


Once more his zealous Adjutant kicked out the low kitchen stool and he wondered how she was going to place the Slav. His pulses sounded as she did so.


The shot-putter was made to squat fully down on the stool with her back to him and legs astride, ankles doubled up under her on the rear rung. She had to grip the front rung with both hands and bend right over hard, face almost touching the floor in front of her. The effect was to prise open the cheeks in a wide stretching yawn that positively threatened to burst the tight gym shorts.


"Cant them right up," said Chief, unnecessarily.


Eddie breathed in as he chose his limber limb. The cheeks were superbly spread for its attentions; it would be quite impossible for a pair to be opened out any better. And yet, as he pressed the tip testingly into them he could feel fat enough to have spring.  Chief gave him a complicit grin as though to ask "Like them like that, sir?"


He whistled down the first and it joggled the buns more than he'd expected.  Waited. Cut in a second.  Maretta was one of the silent tribe, but he would see ... A third fell across and - a reaction at last. The fleshy mounds surged quickly together, then fell apart. He went to the front of her. She had her eyes squeezed shut, udders joggling bumper-to-bumper on the floor as she bent her upper half forward.


"Ever had it like this before, Maretta?"


"No, sir.


"Doing the job?"


"Very much so, sir."


"You've had a third. Keep your tush well up like that and profit from the lesson."


"Yes, sir, thank you, sir."


A crisp snapping fourth had the cheeks churning for a moment before arching open even wider. She grunted and so did he as he hit, this time taking only the left half so that the searing tip bit down into its inside. The woman's body jolted forward over the stool and there was a sudden tearing sound as the central seam of the shorts split for several inches.


"Keep right over," ordered Chief, conferring a silent clap on her senior. "Put your bum up for it."


There was a joke in Camp corridors that if Eddie split your britches he let you off the rest, but some artful resewing by one candidate to induce such a happening had been found out, resulting in a very unpleasant birching.


He had four more and wanted to get the most out of them. The stolid lumpy cheeks were now squirming without cease though her torso remained stoically still. The split increased with the sixth which dug down deep into the divide. She was now heaving and sweating but not crying out.  Three to go.


He went to the right side and delivered a ferocious whistler over and into the right bun. Maretta yeeked. He returned to the left for the last two.


Standing over the gorgeously rearing crupper he could see that the writhings of the powerful pair of hams had widened the slit in her shorts. He could see the anal bud positively pulsing, an unusually dark ring. He could also see the livid tip marks inside the left sitter and placed two more down there in a controlled way. The tough Pole lurched forward like a diver at the last, upsetting her stool, buttocks locking hands grabbing. Her sprawl was on the flooring and it was intensely evocative. Chief and Eddie regarded it with unmitigated satisfaction.


Punishment well meted out.


The surging churn of her backside under the grip of her fingers went on for longer than he'd expected, as she wormed forward on her front, still panting. The purity of her pain was written in the way her bum cocked up, under the kneadings. The split fabric now gave up, exposing the full halves of her rather plebian globes, lined with puce ribbings. He had definitely hurt her.


"You're not supposed to shift until Permission," said Chief, rather sourly, he considered.


"Sorry, sir ... thank you, sir," came from the floorboards.


"Well, get up, stop clasping, take what's left of your gym shorts off and put on a uniform shirt," said Chief. "Then come with me to the Juggery and let's see how you like it on the tits. You have room for it there."


The shot putter contrived to get herself to her clothes locker, removed her tattered shorts and put on a regulation exercise skirt.  It was no more than skater's length navy blue pleated skirt, a parody of a schoolgirl's attire.  Eddie felt himself hardening to stone as he walked behind her to the hut where the titty tickling took place. The skirt swirled up side to side in the light breeze, showing generous slabs of swollen buttocks, well barbecued both across and within. He prided himself she had felt something. 


A figure in white came out of another hut, waving.


"Sir!"


It was Matron Sara-Lisa in her heavy latex sheath. As she approached their cortege he told Chief,


"You go on and get her ready for it. Seems Matron wants me to sign something." Sara-Lisa did indeed have papers in her hand. "Set her up and I'll be in as soon as I can. Don't begin until I'm there."


Chief grinned her assent.  Maretta Golc hip tossed behind her.


Sara-Lisa rolled her eyes and wolf whistled softly as they went on their way.


"Oh my aching back, somebody's had a few where they do most good. But why the tantalising skirt, Eddie?"


"I split her shorts," he said, with mock modesty. "She put up rather an imposing rear cleavage, or rather Chief got her to and I went for it a bit."


"Ouch! She's certainly well welted."


"And is going to be fore as well as aft, I fear. A dozen of the titty whisk to make her remember."


"Cripes." A straying hand briefly encompassed his manhood through the track trews. "Crowbar ready, all nine inches." She unflicked a lower button.


"Now, now, Sara-Lisa," he said. "You're getting over lusty by far and I'll soon have to put a whippy one across your bottom. But what was it you want to see me about?"


She produced the papers on her clipboard.


"Miriam Sinclair, sir, the dark lady of someone's sonnets. If you'd just sign this leave pass for her, would you? You'll recall you gave her a really splendid eighter night before last."


"Ah yes, I recall. Thirty six year old with rather long pears."


"Long they may be, sir but you covered the whole of that bottom artistically. She came into me after as if walking on hot bricks and I ran my fingers over the trackings with considerable admiration. It was like running your fingers over a wicker chair, only each strip was hot and throbbing and stiffening visibly to the touch. Really searing beauties, filled with appropriate blue blood both sides, no left hand tramlining."


"Thank you," he said gravely. "But why does she need the pass?"


"This mother of hers, Lady S, is a real old harridan, believes in abject humiliation and all that. She told me to inform her whenever her daughter got a lamming.  Comes over and takes a suite at The Randy Guardsman. Miriam has to go over and show her the ribbed beef in the raw while Mother takes pix for her delectation. A Tartar, a Turk, she even adds to the scarlet and blue symphony if she feels like it.  Apparently last time she brought Miriam's young nephew with her and they had dinner served up in their room with our Trainee touching her toes, bare bum, across the table from them. Somewhat degrading, wouldn't you say?  Especially since she wasn't allowed to move even when the waitress came up with their trays. You really chopped that eight across her lilies; even the touch of material was uncomfortable for her later. If you'd sign here…"


Eddie signed, warmed by the compliments. With a cheery "Sonnez la cloche!" and snap of latex on a plump thigh, the Camp Matron strode off. Eddie found himself admiring the rotundities of the backside until it was lost from view. Then he sighed.  He had to move on; there was work to do.


And Chief had swiftly and expertly prepared that work in the bleak and baleful Juggery by the time he entered. She had shucked off her naval jacket and stood in her coarse open weave aertex bra, gloatingly astride the front of her kneeling victim. Seldom had he seen a female figure so totally expressive of one desire - the absolute zeal to punish. The high-heeled short skirted creative mistress of impending pain.


From her right hand dangled what the campers called Old Whiskers.  How right they were to detest it. Absolutely guaranteed to keep a Trainee on the straight and narrow for days and nights on end.


This model of the Titty whisk had a short common walnut wood handle from which hung five needle thin springy steel tails, about two feet long. They were probably obtained from boys' airplane construction sets. At the top of each was a tiny ball of shot, carefully soldered on. As he looked at it, Chief smoothed the tails through her left hand and smiled.


"Nipple rings?" he asked, "For her own good, of course."


"Not yet, we'll see how she gets on first, sir."


"She's certainly ready for it."


Maretta had been stripped to the skirt, and planted to the boards a metre away from her impending punisher. She was kneeling, her legs widespread.  A shiny chrome bar ran up from the floor, between her buttock cheeks and shoulder blades to a neck strap, holding her chin up high. To ensure she didn't move she was also strapped round the waist and fixed by a short thick rubber butt plug which protruded from the base of the strut and impaled her completely.  As Eddie inspected the rear view he raised the back pleats and tucked their hem into the waist strap.  He was surprised at how thoroughly the pole had become sunk in between the out-thrusting welt wealed pair of hams.  


He exchanged his canes for a spidery black bitch switch and tapped the parted crupper with its tail.


"We are both very sorry about this, Maretta, but I'm sue you will agree it is in the best interest of Camp discipline."


Maretta was unable to answer; she had a red rubber ball gag in her mouth, fastened behind her already sweaty neck.  Her arms were hauled back behind her and wrist-elbow cuffed.  Finally, what made the chest presentation so utterly aesthetic, if vulnerable, was the little leather bolster inserted between the pole and the small of her back, arching her out in a swayback S.  Skewered by the butt plug, her hips canted back while her mamms thrust powerfully up and out, joggling on the naked rib cage. The nipples stuck out like bullets, as did Chief's through the aertex apertures while the aureoles stood raised and ruddy at the end of the rich fleshy cone.


"Can't wait to get at 'em," Chief muttered as he inspected them.


"Six a side, but one at a time to keep the sensitivity of it at a peak. Or else they get dug-dumb."


"Oil them first, sir?"


"Better had, if you mean to hit hard."


"What do you think, sir?" she chuckled. "All that meat and no potatoes."


The Chief went to a sink at the side and pulled on red rubber surgical gloves, then dipped her fingers into a jar of warm oil. She came back and at once worked the right breast hard, kneading and pulling it as if milking a cow. The woman groaned at once, her head twisting in its collar as the Chief squeezed and slowly pressed down the slippery slopes. The nipples grew.


"Judging by those, I think the nipple rings might help, Chief. "


The rings were of a previous Trainer's perfection, pure Bond Street in appearance. Elasticised latticed gold, they gripped the stub of each nipple in attractive bands, ostensibly for the purposes of protection but what was it that made Maretta Golc's broad browed forehead furrow in pain? The rings were equipped with needle tips inside. From the top of each a squeezed thumb of gristle extruded angrily.


"Never split a nipple yet," said Chief, standing back with an air of satisfaction. "But on the aureole it hurts."


Then, feet astride, she brought the cat's whiskers down across the right breast in a bowling motion.  Instantly, several things happened, all of which Eddie approved of - in the interests of Camp discipline.


The shot tips fell with a curiously exciting patter across approximately the centre of the cylinder addressed, immediately encircling it with five symmetrical dark dots. The strands of the flail marked redly for a few inches toward the nipple. The shot putter gave a groaning gasp behind her gag and lunged on her bar, buttocks tightening around the impaling rubber lug.


"How do you like your blueberries on the cream?" Chief stroked the untouched left one, then stood back and dosed it with the same ripple sound.


The second one to the right showed Chief's expertise - a new ring of liverish nicks encircled the udder, only an inch or two further down. Maretta squeaked, heaving her more-so torso about, rib cage heaving. Eddie watched the due and proper punishment, entranced. Chief's own dairy was dancing sweatily as she struck down at the oily mamms.  The thick fleshed Slav tried to shake the pure pain out of her, tucking her pelvis back instinctively, striped buttocks jellying. He cut into them, sinking the switch into their fleshiness.


"Thrust out, Maretta, and take it like a - like a - "


"Trooper." Chief finished for him, swinging into the left again.


Behind her gag the culprit whined, throat working, tears falling from her imploring eyes. She had now had four on each chunk and knew only too well where the last two were intended to fall - full into the raised rose of an aureole. Chief let her rest.


Eddie stood back. What a consummate artist she was.  In front, Maretta's lap was modestly covered by the short pleats of her skirt, whereas Eddie had raised them at the back. Slowly balancing herself, Chief extended a glossy shoe and pressed its toe under the front hem, urging it into the centre of the straining body. From his side Eddie saw the hips try to retract, the shallow chasm between the cheeks widening as if endeavouring to expel the butt plug.


"Ger ... Gaah, uugghh!""


Chief examined her pointed toe with a shaking head.


"Tut, tut, Maretta, soaking wet already."


The shot putter was sweating hard, her face purpling, eyes popping. Chief raked down the next across the bobbing meat, scoring five pip marks on the very verge of the aureole. Maretta squeaked, a sound out of hell.


Then the titty whisk laced right into her raised ring of aureole and Maretta Golc barked, her body lurching.  Eddie was so fascinated by the slow pistoning in and out of the humid tube on the butt plug that he was only conscious of the last cut driving down into Maretta's chest by the angry tinkle made by some of the shots hitting the nipple ring. Then the left got its share and he saw the blue dots swell upon the tender ring. He was aware of Chief standing beside him, speaking through set teeth.


"Cut her a couple more in the arse, sir, or I will if you don't want to. She was shaking her jugs around to make me lose my aim. She needs to be hurt."


He obliged with two sharply crisp strokes across her hardened nates that had her squirming on her rubber impaler dong.


"There's the boars' bristle bra for those who try to dodge Whispers," Chief said. "You can leave her with me, sir.  I'll let her down. "


Wonderingly he put down the switch and took up his canes. The female of the species indeed. With a few last words of wisdom to Maretta he went out into the gloaming. He had gone a few paces toward his office, when he realised he could no longer resist it. A few minutes found him outside the Juggery, peeking through a half curtained window.  It was as he thought.


Under the harsh lighting Chief had her back to him and her bulk was most magnificently in charge of the most of the room. She stood astride, skirt hiked, with the well punished Maretta kneeling before her and thus obscured to his view. Lushly hipped, her streaked sitters heavily wobbling, head back, the Chief was being eaten out by the shot putter whose hands encased her tormentor's ankles.  And as he watched Chief's spasm came, her body locking, her own hands pressing the soaked head into the very centre of her body as she hip bucked, volting, jolting once, twice, a dozen times. Eddie had to turn away from the vision of a backside that might have been in agony rather than ecstasy, vowing to give himself the pleasure of laying a supple cane across those big-beefed, outrageously curvaceous half-haunches...







Chapter 6


 







The Appeal



 


 

She stood facing them in the little circle as they entered.


Pose of the dying soldier, he thought, with quick quiver of appreciation of his wife's splendid sweating body. Her chin thrust boldly out, her fingers nervously trembling at her flanks showed the true degree of her apprehension. Chief halted, facing her, a smile growing on her lips, as he closed the door and laid the two yellow canes on the bed.


"Susan, I'm surprised at you," he said quietly. "Am I to understand you request a postponement of punishment?"


"Not a - "she stuttered back, "I mean, a, I don't think I deserve correction for what I did."


"Chief?" he asked, feigning anxiety.


Chief looked in her book.  


"Attempted Mitigation, sir. Mrs Taker was found in changing room 12 assisting a trainee due for the cane to ice her, uh, back parts, to make it hurt less."


Eddie shook his head sadly. Slowly he went to the bed and picked up one of the greedy yellow canes.  Flexing it thoughtfully as he returned to confront his better half, he said:


"Am I to understand you wish to appeal, Susan?"


She returned a breathy "Yes, sir."


There was a long silence.


Eddie finally broke it.


"You understand that a failed appeal results in a doubling of sentence, as well as any other corporal correction deemed fit?"


"Yes, sir." More faintly.


"Why then?  You are only being asked to swallow down a quick six across the behind, something you've taken many times before."


"It's – it’s the principle, sir." her eyes rose above their heads, over their already gloating smiles.


"What principle?"


"Chief, sir." There was the beginning of a sob in her voice. "She's always putting me on Orders for the cane. I've been caned and caned again this term. Sometimes I can hardly sit down for a day or so. It's not fair to ask me to take sixer on - the way my behind is ... and  ... and ... "


She ducked her head.


"Turn around," he said.


And there it was. Round, firm, bulbous and slightly joggling under the gym shorts, the up and outers of name and nature. The cane in his fingers seemed to give a flexible thrust of appreciation.


"Take them down," he said rather hoarsely, "and touch your toes."


The hieratic command he could never have enough of. The buck bare sitters spread either side of the little rugby football pouched between them; the raised weals were lined a plummy blue, centrally placed.


"I'd forgotten I'd hit you so hard, my dear."


"Well ribbed beef, sir," chuckled Chief, "but nothing another six wouldn't sit nicely on."


"Exactly," he said to his now sobbing spouse. "We don't like shirkers in the Camp. Susan, you will be given a week for your backside to clear, then a Court of Appeals of your peers will hear your case and judge its worthiness and sentence you. March out!" he said to Chief, his grinning hench-woman with the slumbrously seething seat.

 

In the week that followed, Chief went about her duties with particularly smiling energy. Under the naval serge (had she shortened her skirt yet further in anticipation of another judicial assistance?) her plump buttocks seemed verily to chuckle together as she strode. The trainees waxed their hut canes to mirror like sheen and enjoyed some relaxing Schadenfeude at the prospect of a failed appeal, especially for the rather stuck-up wife of the Camp Commandant. For Susan was not notably popular. In fact there were some who disliked her intensely, attributing Eddie's zeal with the yellow devil to practice on his better half's better half.  Tribadism raised its clitty head in this hut and that and Susan was despised for not allowing her superbly fleshy body to take part in it. From Marty and Jane, two of the more ardent lesbians, she received daily chaffings.


"Proud of your butt, are you, old cow? You wait until Chief has put a dozen across it with a Number Five and you really see stars as well as feel stripes.”


"And hear the angels sing.  I'd give anything to be allowed a go at you, Ms Wobblebum, and really draw it out and bite in it. With any luck there'll be an order of the birch added on to your double dose and your cheeks will look like skinned hare.”


"Yeah, slaggy. They do say Chief's got out the bench in PC4, in preparation. Lick my clit till I come or I'll put in a complaint that you were on me all the time, just see if I don't."


But Susan would not.


"Sow!"


"Piglet!"


Eddie noticed this atmosphere of secretive anticipation throughout the camp and noticed it happened as soon as the date for his Susan's Appeals Court had been put on the bulletin board. His assiduous staff seemed to become even more fervent in the application of their corrective duties. For example: the hopscotch Court was put into use as he had never seen it before.


This stretch of paving, half the size of one of the tennis courts and raised slightly above them, was surfaced in sheet steel, wired in. Those found 'sluggish ' on runs were condemned to finish them with ten or twenty minutes of so-called hopscotch on this area. An adjustable electric shock was running through this steel table and the barefoot slackers were soon energetically dancing away on it. Their efforts to escape the penetrating shocks were augmented by the dampness of their sweating bodies and came over as more comical than anything.  Until, at least, the Trainer in charge turned up the charge for the final minutes and yelps ensued. Legs were lifted high as shocks needled through bare soles. There was always a quotient of grinning trainees watching - every time.


Trainer Kim, her burly backside still traced with Eddie's calligraphy, stepped up her regimens, too. One of her favourites was a solid dose of Spanish Step and Saddle Strap. The unlucky Trainee had to strip off her shorts and be fitted with a waist and pineal strap, the latter running through her vulval purse and legs quite atrociously tight. If Kim was indulging herself, the saddle was studded on the inside. It was felt.


The Spanish Step was a stirring sight, one watched with delight by Chief and other assistants, as conducted by Kim on the indoor cinder track, where the 'ponies' worked out. A Trainee was usually ordered no more than two or three rounds of this, pacing in steeple-heeled bootees. In the centre of the ring was Kim, her usual muscular self, bare of back, but wearing tight stretch helanca breeches of a stone coloured material with a black velvet jockey cap. She manipulated with acutely stinging skill a thin cord carriage whip, the last inches tarred in for toughness. This she popped or cracked in innocent encouragement just behind the earnestly striding subject, urging them on to improvement, generally only laying it across the plunging buttocks three or four times a round. But that was all that any camper wanted for the tough 'trainer' of the whip bit into soft flesh, leaving raised liverish nicks where it landed, causing the hectically striding cheeks to bound and the trainee to give anguished yelps. Kim was a true whipper-in.


The camper in Spanish Step had to lift her knees higher than her belt strap each pace. Wrists manacled behind her made her progress round the ring appreciably slower than it might have been. The drastic Saddle Strap between her legs hurt enough as it was, especially if rubber studded on the inside. It opened out the flinching haunches at each stride and it was comical to see the panicky urgent thrusting of the subject she heard the dread whirr of the whip growing like a growl behind her. Then the pistol crack of the tail as Kim snapped it inches off the bare bottoms.  It was comical too to watch the fear increasing on the face of the leg lifting sweating penitent.


"Lift 'em right up high, R7!  Get those knees up, Rhonda!"


The bare bisected buttocks would bounce to the ringmistress' command, wobbling on their thighs, the Saddle Strap separating them lusciously. As a rule Kim would get her camper going with a few cracks well off target area and then HSUITTT! A scream would ensue as the whip tip cut full across the charging globes, sinking white hot agony into them. The camper would stagger forward a few paces, helplessly lost to the pain, then desperately pick up her rhythm again, while carrying bared bluing welts across her ass halves.


"Up with the Stamp down hard!  Knees up, Mother Brown!"


Eddie watched, hardening, as a German sprinter with full rather hard chunky buttocks was saddled for an order of two rounds. She took the first well enough, though yipping lustily as Kim sank the second stroke into her bounding chubs with a flick of the wrist. Given a few moments to get breath back, she started off energetically enough on her second round of the cinder track, heels sinking into it. But half ray round Kim cut a beauty in low across the cheeks, visibly lifting them to a strangled squeal. Whether she interpreted this as a curse in German or not, "Allmchtiger", Kim caught her another that chewed hard into the lower flesh again, sending her stumbling.


"Au ... houaah, no more, please no more, I beg you, mistress!"	


"Get going, cow!" was the only answer from the ringmistress. "With a butt like yours you can take plenty more down there!"


The runner panted on, jacking up her knees smartly.


And Kim showed her aim.


After a few more strenuously active paces, with which no fault could be found, Kim cut in again - just as the right leg doubled up in the stride.


For this opened up the divide between the cheeks, assisted as this was by the saddle and Kim targeted the inside of the temporarily flaccid left bun. She scored home, the whip flicking in excruciatingly. With a squeal the woman dropped to her knees, the fat cheeks waggling and writhing together eloquently.


"No more … is enough ... I beg you, no more!”


"Get up, Fat butt!"


"I cahhhhn't, please, I implore you!"


Breasts bouncing, Kim put a stiff one right across both rounds as the woman knelt and to Eddie's surprise it seemed to rock the culprit to her feet in spurts and, hectically raising her knees with each stride, she completed her round to just one more stripe that shook her bum. Truly Spanish Step was corrective.

 

Eddie had never had an appeal to his orders before.


It was Chief's suggestion that the Court was held in his large office.  It consisted of Chief, two trainees and Eddie himself. Susan's face was a picture when she came in, to see the trainees flanking Eddie's desk - Marty and Jane.  One blonde, one brunette, both butch-cut and very solemn.


Susan stood in front of the desk while Chief stood to one side and read out the charges and petition for appealing against it. When this rather lengthy preamble had been gone through, Eddie asked his visibly trembling spouse if she had anything to say, before going to the jury.


Susan ducked her head and was clearly close to tears.


In a small voice she said,


"It's just that ... as I've said, sir, I've been caned and caned again this term. I believe I'm about the oldest camper and my b-bottom isn't what it was. Sir.”


To complicit grins, Eddie said,


"As the senior, you should show an example to others.  Both in behaviour and, most of all, in fortitude. You have plenty of buttock for the stick and practice in taking it, too. The fact that you are repeatedly on Report shows that lessoning you lightly, behind, is lacking in effect.  You need a Number Five," and he caressed the silky specimen of the canemaker's art before him, "at least once a week across the bare and well bent bottom. What do you say, Chief?"


The Chief shook her head sorrowfully.


"I'm afraid it's the only way, sir. Apart from 8G I fear she heads the list for cuts this term.  I regret that they just have to made to smart, sir."


Susan put her hands to her face and cried.


Eddie turned to his right.


"Failed." said Marty.


"Failed," said Jane to his left.


"So you see," he shrugged. "I cannot dispute the democratic verdict of your peers. A failed appeal means, I'm afraid, an exemplary chastisement, quite exemplary. Before proceeding to sentencing, however, let us have a look at these so sensitive bottom cheeks you complain of. Turn around and take the shorts down. Right down, if you please.  Now squeeze. Spread. Squeeze again. Go loose. Now lean forward with your hands on your knees."


With a sob Susan did so. The fleshy seat grew in width and trembly oscillation. The gravid halves were a perfect invitation to the rod. Eddie stiffened.


"Some fading spoor, I see. A little green and gold on the right, but nothing to worry about. You can have a few extra days to execution, but execution there must be and that intensely painful.  Go right down and touch your toes.  Hard over. Let that bottom you are so tender for truly bloom. Bend down, Susan, let it know the force of our camp law."  Addressing the ripely parted pair, Eddie tapped with the tip of the stick on his desk.  "A doubled count being mandatory on Failed Appeal, I have no alternative but to sentence you to a dozen of the very best across the naked posteriorae - secured. They will be administered by Chief here."


"Thank you, sir." The Chief was writing in her book. A slight smile ran over her lips.


The bent buttocks shivered.


"A Number Five, sir?"


"I see no reason why not. After a brief respite you will be given the birch ... "


"With Urtication, sir?"


"I see no reason why not. In the interest of plenary justice."


"Please," came from the ducked down head of the penitent.


"Eighteen strokes across the buttocks, secured on the bench."


"Eighteen!" came from Susan, almost sickly.


"With extra for turning away, to avoid. Bottom beam on throughout."


Marty and Jane grinned.


"I can't take eighteen ... with the birch," came in a whimper from the sentenced spouse.  "Not after the cane. That's blue murder."


"Unfortunately you're going to have to," he said. "You're quartered thickly through, Susan, a little tickle with the twigs shouldn't give a grown woman like you any real trouble. Sting a bit for a while, I fear. Moreover, I will leave it to the judgement of your peers here if you have faced up to it - bottomed up to it, shall we say - bravely enough. If not, in heir opinion: six of the best in here with the cane the following day. After all, we aren't cruel in the camp. Give your rear end time to mature a mite and really appreciate a final slipping. Any questions?"


His wife's hung head replied that there were none.


"Then, Court dismissed."


"March out," said Chief.


And S7 did, in tears. The prospect of taking a seat to table in Hall looked increasingly dim...






Chapter 7


 







Preparatives



 


 

"What is it now?"


Susan Tasker, Mrs. Eddie, stood to attention in front of the desk in Chief's little camp office. She had the feeling she had been standing in front of desks most of her life, but, hands at her sides, she kept brave front before her, chin high.


"It's just that ... if I might make a request ..."


"Go ahead," chuckled the Chief, flexing a cane beneath her chin.  "Though I don't guarantee it won't be honoured in the breech before too long."


Susan flushed, "I mean, if I'm going to get it ..."


"And you are."


"Couldn't we get it over and done with? Say this evening? Now? I'm ready for it. You've given me these extra days to ... to clear."  She ducked her head.  "My behind has lost all marks."


Chief's grin widened, as did the arc of the cane she was flexing.


"So now you're longing for it, is that the case? Well, I can tell you one thing; I'm longing, aching, to give it to you, Susan.  You know that, don't you?”


"Yes, Ma'am."


"Turn around and drop them. "


The alacrity of the mature woman's obedience stirred Chief's stormpit. The short singlet lay on the shelf of the rump, whose twin halves bulbed out invitingly below it, Cane in left hand, Chief arose and came forward from behind her desk. The silk of the stick matched that of the slightly shivering sides. 


"Not looking forward to it, eh, Susie? Butterflies in the tum-tum. I don't blame you. A Number Five cuts like the devil and you do have a perfect one to lace into. Two buttery buns, nice and thick through.  Soft yet sturdy. A real challenge for a mere woman like me to take on. Ever had a Fiver, have you? No, I didn't think so. Let me let you feel him."


Standing astride, directly behind the woman's wealth of bum, Chief held the slim whipping stick by its gripping knob in her left, by its tip in her right and gently insinuated its length under the flaccid cheeks, right into the warm groove.  Then she hefted the heavenly pair on her rod, bouncing lightly their tender vulnerability, letting them feel the living elasticity of the ready rod.     


"A lot of campers think a Five must be heavier, thicker. It's not. It's longer, true, with the last inches sized for toughness, for that's where a cane travels furthest and hurts most. Just where a girl feels all-girl huh?  Feel it. Longing to say hallo to you.  I'm going to start off full across and work down. Last three in the underbum, to take you to the moon. I can't wait and you know it, don't you?"


"Yes."  It was almost a sob. The days of waiting, sitting it out, had taken their toll of the Camp Commandant's wife, as regards any stoicism. She trembled to her rearward joggling.


"Lean forward."


"Please."


"Half seas over, if you would."


Mrs Eddie would and did, her seat widening expansively her shaved slots showing through until it was all Chief could do to keep from fetching the pair a lashing beauty. But rules were rules. Instead, she aimed with care and calm at the wrinkled anus.


"No, please," came the broken protest.


"I understand you don't like being bum-fucked, do you, Mrs Tasker? Skewered to the guts by a length of manly gristle."  Her interlocutor turned back a wretched face; the vibrant end of England's best whipping cane had sunk into her most private tallow.


"Stay down. Hands on your shins. A few inches of bendy willow remind you of something, does it? I'm going to lace into that ripe arse-meat you've got.  Keep it bent and don't let your Yellow Uncle drop out.  He wants to get to know you inside out."


Casually Chief returned to her papers. Silence took the room. The yellow cane protruded from Susan's bum, seeming to sway and pulse slightly in the dull air of the room.


"You ... ah ... can't ask me to do this. Please..."


The rapidity of the woman's reduction since her failed appeal surprised Chief, ever ready to exploit it.


"Grip it, woman, get on your toes now!"


Surprisingly, Susan did it.  As she rose, however, her magnificent rump-rounds closed a little and squeezed the rod out from between them. It emerged from the grand canyon slowly and fell to the boards with a clatter and a flurry of tears. Behind the desk, Chief's solid thighs closed in response to the degradation of the lovely lady. After an angry bounce or two the cane lay still, its business end besmeared.


For a breathless moment Chief wondered if she should try to make her clean it but it was wise not to try her luck too hard. Instead she said:


"Clumsy girl.  Wipe the end off on your trews, do up and come here and give it to me."


Amazingly enough it was done without argument, albeit with an ugly grimace.  Mrs T was descending into the depths all right.  By doing so, was she hoping to mitigate the degree of smart at Chief's hands? If so, she was mistaken.


With a catlike smile Chief rose from behind her desk and walked over to Susan, her shorts now hauled skinny tight. To her delight she saw the Trainee shivering throughout her mature upperclass body. She put a hand out and cupped the thick right round and joggled it slightly.


"Nice and cushiony, eh, my girl?  No wonder you aren't looking forward to it exactly.  Mine are tubby. Yours are big and bunnyish. Worthy of a well conditioned burlesque queen. If you like, I'll ask your husband if you can take the cane over your gym shorts, only it's probably three extra for the privilege if you do. Would you like that?"


A pregnant pause. A deliciously hung head. Then:


"I'll take it bare."


"Fine. I can see my wealing that way. Jumbo welting, I call it. Watch. " With long strides the Chief went to a far corner where she had a punching bag hanging, on which she liked to practise her caning.  Slowly she doffed her top and put it on a table. Chief was suddenly full of flesh as she stood measuring off.  


"Timing is everything with a cane like this, Lard-ass. The first three will be about twenty second intervals. A minute, to kind of get you on the run, then let you sweat a bit. You writhe nicely, you know. Big fat haunchy hips with three nicely ridged twin tracks across them. These will be my targeting marks. The next three slower, but my weight in them.  Let's say a minute and a half. Two minutes for the next three since coming down I can keep you on the peak. Not lose a jot of pure pain. The last three right under your bum as hard as I can hit. Let's says two minutes. All in all, you can probably think in terms of six or seven minutes of blazing pain in the saddle. Watch."


Chief stood back, measured off, swivelled and hit. The lissom yellow stick thucked round the punch bag with a sickening sound that produced a gulp from the spectator. The bag swung. That was going to be her hide before too long.  Chief steadied the bolster and struck again - thwuck! Susan jumped.


"Remind you of something?" laughed Chief. "Let's try one cutting up a little."


The merciless strokes continued, slowly, solemnly, in the silence and as they did so, the watcher's hands slid involuntarily to her own wobbly behind. Surely it wasn't necessary to hew into soft woman flesh as severely as this? Did the vixen now how much it hurt? When the practice dozen was done, Chief was panting.


"That stung," she said. "After a dozen like that you'll be begging Eddie not merely for a bum-fuck but for a fisting there. " She turned and she was not smiling any more.


But the heiratic purity of what she saw made the mermaid in her depth give a trout-like leap. God, what bliss.


The pride of the WI was hunched with her face in her hands, sobbing, the sobs giving little throbs to her buttery buttocks, sheathed in the shorts.  It was the perfect penitent schoolgirl pose - of one about to get it. And no way out. Chief drank in the shaky spectacle and the words that streamed from the tear stricken face.


"Please, please, Chief, let's get it over with; you don't know how I hate the cane. It's so terribly beastly painful on the bottom and I can't take it like I used to ... at least, Eddie gave it me a bit when we were first married, to teach me to toe the line but I haven't had anything approaching cuts like that in ages.  God, how they sting, right through and through - please, Chief, please I'm over forty now ... "


"In the hips too, I'd say."  By golly the woman was whimpering, her eyes imploring, her hands, yes, actually wringing. It was all too perfect.


"I'll ... I'll do anything ...  if only you'll ... "


"What? God, you little slut! You need both the cane and the birch rod. I'll tell you what you'll do." She bent the elastic limb across her navy serge thighs. "You'll do five to seven more days to pull yourself together. Each afternoon you'll report to one of the gym mistresses for a series of limbering up exercises, followed by some work on the rowing machine, the one that has a sandpaper seat and a heavy buttock massage. I want your ass tenderised ready. Then you can feel everything I've got.  You report to Matron half an hour before your payoff time. She will sit you in a hot tub to bring the blood to the surface of your buttocks, curry you a little there, not so much that it spoils the presentation. She will then insert into you five suppositories ... "


"Five?" It was lost wail  "I don't need ... "


"Shut up! They aren't glycerine suppos. Nor do they dissolve within you. On board ship the middies called them figs and had them before a rump and dozen with the rope's end. Burn a bit. Discourage clenching. Make you want to spread your fat ones out so the stick can get right into them. You'll void them before the beating. Oh and one thing," Chief smiled coyly. "Matron will send you in for your shellacking with a stiff clit. I mean it." She laughed at the horror-struck face. "We want all your nerves in the region fully aroused and she'll arouse them. Her vibrators are irresistible and I mean it. But not so you go overboard, if you get me."


Chief's smile broadened as the dumbstruck woman, shaking her head like a groggy boxer, made tentatively for the door.  Chief's eyes followed the sideways swinging buttocks in their skin taut shorts. How absolutely right they were!  Bulging one side each step, lengthening the other. Divided we fall! Thick, yes, loosely limpid in their poetic fall. And to think she was going to dig the cane into those ripe hunks a dozen times. The very thought nearly had Chief going overboard.


Slowly she put on her tightly buttoned navy top, made a thoughtful stride toward her desk and stopped. She caught view of her profile, all the way down, in the long mirror on the wall. Suddenly she saw herself as she really was, cane in hand, a tigress longing to strike. In the short serge of her uniform skirt she stood sideways, astride, positively sticking her buttocks out. They were bigger, ruder than S7's and jutted more, gussied up in the Lycra spandex panty girdle. The Dutch doll crease beneath the hem was shadowy and deep and near the hem the old fashioned garter tabs thrust out perkily under the material.  She put the cane behind her, holding the ends in her hands and joggled the rich rounds with it, as she had Susan's. The living elasticity of the whippy stick under the prominent bum made her give a hiss. That cane was a bitch. 'bendy but not too much.' It would fetch the woman where a Yellow Uncle did most good. For the next few days she could sit on it, thinking of the marriage with willow to be consummated underneath.


Chief went to a wardrobe. It would behove her to dress for the job, if she wanted what she wanted from Eddie...






Chapter 8


 







Redemption



 


 

The Punishment Chamber was brightly lit and over-warm.


Clad in his usual track-suit, Eddie sat in a wicker terrace chair, presiding over the paying off of the failed appeal, ensuring that no cruelty was involved: only justice.


Behind his chair, like sentinels, were the two tribadic whippers-in, Marty and Jane. There were buckets from which birch limbs lagged, still steaming slightly. The brine was briny and he did not ask if it had been flavoured from the stables. Both women were, at his discretion, wearing full riding fig, with velvet caps and polished black boots. Their breeches were of tight stone-coloured helanca stretch, revealing every bouncy movement they made, as they were worn over skin. He looked forward to enjoying the surge and sway of their equine buttocks almost as much as of his wife's.


Susan had been brought in by Matron and was now hoist spinnaker-taut in the centre of the shiny parquet floor. Chief moved around her as nonchalantly as a housewife in her kitchen. Chief's chubbies swung in her customary aertex bra, while her legs were clad in smoky stockings, heavily seamed, the opaque part straining up to the tabs from the small black garter-belt.  The choicest part of Chief's dress was the skirt, if such a derisory morsel of material could be so termed. The navy pleats were not even of skater's length and revealed the bottom of that gloriously lubricious bum in constant mazy motion, as the thick stuff flipped and flew over the protuberances.                    


It was an ass full, all right and his fingers itched to repeat that moment in the grounds when her bladder was unloaded.


But it was the central set-piece that held all eyes.  Susan had been brought in very flushed for her sentencing, taken it well, then stripped ... slowly.  She had ended naked but for teetering heels of black kid and an incongruous white rubber bathing cap, to keep the hair out of her eyes during infliction - also so that Eddie could see her face in its inevitable mutations.  Then she was 'put up.'


It was not complicated.  Eddie disliked over complicated apparatus. Susan stood wide stride, fastened by leather ankle straps to ring bolts in the floor. A wooden bar braced back at the top of her shins, just below the kneecap which ensured that her lovely legs would remain ramrod straight throughout the whole occurrence. Her wrists were similarly cuffed behind her back and hauled up by a pulley rope, fastened to a wall cleat, causing her to plunge forward and down over another wooden bar. She was bent, stretched, spread, more or less immobile, for her salty fate.


The separated sitters on display at once evinced a rosy glow, not only that of her week's work on the sand-papered rowing machine but also that of her recent bath and Matron's curry comb. Drawn up each flab this had left very mild striations on the integument, but enough to intensify the sting on the skin. The buttocks breathed.


Chief then inserted a red rubber ball gag and inflated it with a pump to eye-popping jaw-splitting size. The head turned, with its rubber cap, looking remarkably like an insect. The hams huddled protectively together, shining a little as if lightly oiled.  Matron stood before him.


"Trainee ready for correction, sir; if you would just let me relieve her of the suppositories."


"Go ahead."


With a child's enamel cup in her right hand the woman approached the bisection of the pinkened buttocks. Spreading these centrally with the finger and thumb of her left hand, she pouched out the meek little anal ring and almost at once there was a ping! as the first fig was expelled into the cup. Marty Jane and Chief laughed; Susan gurgled audibly, her face darkening.


A second ping was heard. A third, but four was stubborn.


"Come on, dear, shit it out. It'll be easier for you outside than in. Press it hard." Matron widened the frowning orifice.


A finger was inserted and two pings resounded in rapid succession, causing much merriment all round. The silky lining of the sphincter sulkily withdrew. The bent body stiffened.


"Like that she won't want to clench, sir. "


With a mocking curtsey, Matron moved away.


"Urtication, sir?" said Chief, tossing her pleats.


"I don't see why not, if it will make her sorrier."


Chief put a garden glove on her right hand and dove into the foliage of a canister beside the birch buckets. She came up with a handful of purplish nettles and shook them free of their immersion. These were a culture of the Camp's greenhouse, best West Indian devil nettles that could sting through a man's trousers. With them in her right hand she approached the solid buttocks in their spread.


In the long deep gluteal valley the cockled anal ring strove desperately to close against the all too inevitably forthcoming discomfort. Spreading the whiskery leaves Chief began to parade her stingers over both halves of the firmly muscled bottom. Instantly, white pustules rose on the rose of both flanks. A whimper came from behind the ball gag as Susan rose helplessly to her toes, her face grimacing.


Eddie stiffened. It was now he could appreciate the simple purity of his wife's hawsering. It was so taut that almost the only part of Susan's body able to express itself was her bottom.  Little flutters took the cheeks a Chief worked them with her nettle whisks.  Inarticulate cringings in. Widenings, putting the fat vulval ruby football between the solid chunks on palpable offer. He said calmly:


"Right in between them, now, Chief. I'm sorry but it's the only way. Scrub in and let her feel them."


Keeping the mounds apart with her left hand, Chief seemed to make a long study of the quivering valley. Susan's heels settled back as she prepared to muscle up for the inevitable. Then Chief drew her leaves up the shallow valley she had been inspecting. 


Under the swimming cap the nostrils gurgled snot. Jiggles rivered through the smarting hind cheeks. Eddie watched. The travel of the pain up through the body of his better half was little short of poetry.  The fat of both sides was now decorated with blistery pustules which he knew would increase their sensitivity. They would subside very rapidly, but leave their sting behind and make for positively splendid welting. A squeak occurred. Chief had finally scrubbed her nettles into the opened centre of the culprit's pursy person. Her own pleats swinging revealingly, she grinned back at her employer.


"Permission to carry out correction, sir?"


"Granted, A dozen of the best on the naked buttocks. Proceed."


Chief selected the long lissom yellow beauty waxed ready for her. She cut it through the air inches off the quivering waiting rump cheeks. Clearly she approached the task as an athletic exercise, worthy of a true camper. Standing to the left of the outstretched and blistered bottom, she tapped it twice in measurement, then stood back.


"Nice and slow," said Eddie softly,


Chief strode in and cut.  The whistle of the stick was completed by a fleshy smack - Pfuittt! The smitten body jerked, the plush mounds striving to slap together at the shock of fiery pain. As they opened the Commandant saw that each bulgy buttock round had been striped with a short choppy bluing weal, the one on the right rapidly solidifying with bruise, the left side tramlining into the same. Chief had struck across the centre of the ass and the recipient had truly felt it.


The punishment proceeded in the silence Eddie always preferred.  Chief was doing a superb job - unhurried, calm, hieratic. The body lunges to the strokes across its base, the insect head coming back, the thigh muscles cording, the bare breasts bouncing like pink nosed puppies. By four the thick rounds seemed to have been well lined down, they could do no more than a shimmy wriggle.


"Lower, Chief," he growled.


He didn't have to tell her. She was stroking the hot hard ridges of her work where the tip had raised swollen welting on the right. She was taking her time. After six she picked up the sinner's discarded gym shorts, dipped them in a bucket and wiped the puckered face.


The second half of the dosing was something he would never forget, for at this point, crouching as she came forward into the stroke, Chief drove upward into the flaccid cheeks, visibly lifting them in their muscles’ splay, it was now apparent that Susan lacked strength to contract and squeeze. The limp things that were her sitting billies were pitilessly thrashed up and into. At the same time Chief's scanty pleats bounced up lubriciously - he could even hear her smoky nylons rasp. It was a controlled performance on the high wire of his innermost heart and when a crisp helpless fart replied to the last he very nearly went overboard. A dozen was done. Tears dripped off Susan's pretty chin. She had been made sorry for herself. It was the only way. Appeals should be discouraged.  But what the birch was going to be like on that bottom he hated to think.


"I trust that will help you to remember, Susan," he said to the panting side of beef, "the true joy of tying the knot with me. With the emphasis on OBEY. Sponge her down, one of you, then bench her for the birch, bottom well up on the boss."


It was all done quietly, even cautiously. Such was the mesmeric mood the caning had created in him, he saw it all in somnambulistic slow motion of figures walking under water. Chief squeezed a stable sponge over the ribbed halves and sweating upper body, while Marty and Jane wrestled with the black bench and checked its straps.


Eddie could not remember when it had last been used, least of all on such a fleshy Trainee as the light of his life. Low, fairly wide, furnished with a central leathern boss, it spoke of punishment and he stood up to watch.


Susan was laid along it, strapped fast at waist, ankles and behind the knees, her wrists trussed in front to the vertical legs of the beast. The raised boss under the pelvis, working against waist and knee straps, assured an upward thrust of the quivering buttock cheeks, a most juicy serving of woman meat. Marty and Jane lost no time in preparing to tackle the job, selecting five long twigs each and winding a wet cloth around one end as a handle. The twigs glistened under the lights and the reason they did so, Eddie saw, was another testimony to Chief's corrective zeal.  Very thin wires had been latticed the length of each twig, causing its sting to be doubled.


"Permission to proceed, sir?"


"Granted. Nine each side."


Marty stationed herself to the left of the upstanding hindquarters, Jane to the right. They would strike alternately, each choosing the nearest buttock so that the last inches of her limb, budded hard as nails, would 'whip in', that is wind round the globes and sink into its tender inside. He nodded as he stood.


Marty cut first. Rising to her toes she brought her twigs down from the ceiling with an angry Pfzzzt! 


The effect was electric.  To a stifled squeak the cheeks slapped turgidly together, the left being instantly circled by liverish weals, slimmer than the cane tracks, but puffing up hard. When the buttock had settled, Jane cut the right chub from her side. The cheeks jammed, then slowly opened. Marty struck between them. The bench bounded. Jane cut in as if she could not hit hard enough. The insect cap turned back, the forehead pleating, the eyes begging.


Eddie watched coolly, following his maxim of never showing excitement during - Fffzzzt! How the twigs sank in, the smitten cheeks rising to follow them as they leapt back. The two Trainees were working pitilessly down and he knew that apart from the fiery agony of the tracks, a mottled purple would form under them, making it highly undesirable to sit for at least two days.


A kitten keened. She had taken eight.


Jane changed her rod for a new dripping beauty.


Eddie became aware of Chief standing very close to him.


"Look at her toes, sir."


"I wondered what the noise was." They were tattooing against the bench.  "And her hands."  Her fingers were scraping the legs in front.


The punishment proceeded more slowly, the two girls striving to put all their stinging skill into each stroke. Their faces were tense, expressionless, they measured the proffered butt so that the tips of their twigs would bite in like scorpion fangs.  And now it was clear that the plump striated ass was undone, lumpish, heavy, unable to compress as at the start. No blood was drawn, but a shimmer or glaze coated the flanks, whose moist limp flesh quivered like clams to each cut. The gagged face slobbered.


Suddenly Eddie realised that his own right hand was slowly stroking Chief's chubbies by his side. They were warm and firm, once clenching his fingers between them in a complicit hug. Chubby chubs, indeed.


"She's feeling it now, sir. I don't think she'll want to appeal again in a hurry."


"How many more?"


"Four now. Marty looks quite out of breath."


"What a bottom!"


"Matron will put some styptic on it, no harm done, sir."


Then it was done. Marty and Jane stood back, breathless indeed, surveying the twitching cringing sitters of their Commandant's better half. Susan's rare steak wobblers seemed to have grown twice their size, weighing her down as she lay. With a few words of gratitude and the award of a Credit each, Eddie dismissed the whippers. With Chief close beside him he lengthily surveyed the smitten bottom. It seemed to breathe through its lacerated pores.


"A good sturdy rump," said Chief softly. "A little less prudish than when it was brought in, don't you think, sir?"


Susan had got a bit of her breath back now, he saw, but her under buttock tremored as if with little sobs, sorry for itself.  The hefty cheeks looked solid, full of meat, pleasurably full and in other circumstances, lazy looking and opulent. Regally parted. It was pity not to do it full justice.


"Susan, in order that I may not be accused of favoritising you as my wife, I am going to complete your due correction by asking Chief here to give you six slow slices cut into the cup of your bottom low down, six spicy reformatory..." A wail came from behind the gag. "Only six, my dear, of course turned up a little on the bolster for best effect. No more than six." Then the deceitful leniency was broken, "with the Wand!"


"Oh Gosh oh Goody!" Chief was almost prancing across the chamber before he had finished. She returned from the closet with one of the most disliked instruments of the Camp, more so even than the soko switch. The hazelnut limb she brought swishing back with her was cane length, cane liable, yet tough and varnished dark brown. Its most punitive nature, however, was the nut hard buds with which it was seamed.  They cleaved into the softness of a feminine buttock with a follow up of unbearable sting. Eddie watched the professional zeal of his able assistant as she adjusted the ass mass forward for maximum under exposure, teasingly resting the cold cane against the warm, striated flesh - to a very positive flinch. Then stood back to go to work, with a frown of concentration of a professional golfer.


There was a long silence, then the first stroke, thrashed into the lower bottom at an angle of forty five degrees or so, broke with the rap of a pistol shot. He blinked. There was an instant of surprising stillness in her turgid gluteals, then they surged together, bounding up with eloquent energy, as if verily striving to overturn the heavy bench. The thigh muscles corded as did those on the throat, the thick meaty bulges were instantly rail-lined a clarety purple, only this time with the addition of several inky stone hard dots beaded across the lower quarter, thanks to the hazel nut buds.


A second whistled in, after an appropriate interval, causing a gurgled cry and an active wriggle running through the whole stiffened body. This was perfect punishment. And Chief put herself into it, streaking her third into the puppy fat just above the groove. The black pips rose fruitily on what had been the nettles' blisters. The slabby hind halves jammed, the fourth was cut down into the squirming cheeks after an interval of what must have been a minute.


Now Eddie found himself in need of an interval, also, unless he disgraced himself in front of his assistant.


"I think that'll probably be enough, Chief. She's learned her lesson. You can take her down now," he made briskly for a corner of the Chamber from which a short flight of steps led down to a personal small bar he had created there, one of course off limits to the trainees. Even though he had moved sharply he still heard final snip of the hazelnut Wand biting into soft flesh - sans permission. He mixed himself a stiff Bushmills and water and swallowed it down. His erection gratefully subsided. He spent a few minutes composing himself, in the darkness of the bar, listening to sundry thumps, mutters from Chief and strangled gargling sound that was unlike any sound he had ever heard from his wife but which must have come out of her mouth after due relief from the gag. All the same, he was surprised at what he found when he ascended to the Chamber some minutes and a second whiskey later. He seemed to run slap head on into Susan's bottom and it was bursting out of a pair of cut offs, thin pale blue jeans attaining only to mid thigh and so skin-tight he wondered the buttocks could move within them, so lined and gripped were they in the tension of the welted seams.


She was on her knees, back to the steps, bare from the studded waistline up, and for a moment he was afraid Chief, standing astride in front of her, had further exceeded her authority by inviting the culprit of the failed appeal to get off under the swingy pleats. But then he saw several things at once; Susan's hands were held up in pleading prayer, her face turned back to him was scarlet and desperate and her loins shook in little jolts, accompanied by urgent stomach rumblings.  The jeans were of a type used in the gym at times, very thin rope piping ran between the cheeks, separating them solidly and concluding in a leather coccyx tab at the base of the spine - they were not cruel in the Camp.  It joined a brass ring used to haul the breeches up firmly before bending.  He also saw, beaded across the captive ass cheeks, an intermittent line of dark dots, wet pips where the stony buds had apparently broken the skin.


"I thought they'd keep the warmth in, if worn for the rest of the day and night, sir," said the smirking Chief.


"They can barely keep her in, as I see it, Chief."


She chortled.  "It was quite job sitting her down into them while you were having a drink down there, sir. The birching swelled them up good and solid. I used a freshly laundered pair."


"What's all the fuss about?"


The light of his life was beseeching him with backwards flung face and hair.


"Please, oh please, I can't hold it much longer, please, sir, please."


"She wants to let fly, sir. I'm afraid the figs do that have the effect on some ladies. I couldn't do up the top button of the flies in front."


A short explosive rort came from the sinner who, to another wail, hid her flaming face in her hands. It was categoric. Between the separated cheeks of the misused sit-upon Eddie saw a smudge appearing in the very heart of the material.


"Dear, oh dear," he said, "if we aren't careful she'll blemish the Chamber. Best take her outside to Mr Harris' tulip bed and let her lose it out there. Make good manure."


Susan rose to her feet to another rumble. She burst into tears, holding the outside of her bum and pressing the cheeks protectively together. "It's coming down and I can't stop it, sir."


"Well, follow Chief then, dear; take your hands away and swing your hips about in a ladylike manner."


As soon as she was outside in the grounds, Susan broke into a trot.  Her going was punctuated by most unladylike noises.


Luckily for her there was no one about and the earth was soft behind the bed Chief chose for her, rather further from the Punishment Chamber than she need have gone, perhaps.


Susan was running in place and holding her buttocks hard, miserably weeping. She was made to kneel down and scoop into the earth, making a personal latrine. Chief supervised, not satisfied with the depth at first, restoring the swimming cap to its own for some reason best known to herself.  Susan's hands worked frantically, while her entrails fairly rumbled like Vesuvius for relief. In the tightly kneeling over pose she accorded Eddie a ringside view of her jeans-sheathed bottom and he did not think he had ever seen his better half so thoroughly humiliated and degraded, reduced to a second childhood. Cries of distress came from her as she dug, the griping shivering timbers in earnest now while the patch in the centre widened and khaki extrusions came from under the thigh length cut-offs.


"Please," she pleaded. "I've got to..."


"Got to what?"


"Go!" she almost shouted.


"Well, all right, take them down and give us a nicely coiled snake of the Amazon, my dear," for the psyillium seeds added bulk to their diet.


She did not take them down, she tore them down, bestriding the hole she had made in the earth, crouching down and exploding.


"What a mess!" he found himself sighing as the juddering sorely striped haunches shook like dog.


"A truly dirty little girl," Chief entered into the spirit of things. "Now you can fill it up and go and get hosed down. Those jeans are Camp Quartermaster's property."


That night Eddie thought about Chief.







Chapter 9


 







A Rump and Dozen



 


 

It was some days later. Eddie sat in his study, alone except for Chief, considering. The consideration was mainly of the sternside of the Chief; who on this occasion was clad in skinny sleazy silky navy blue middy top and together trews ... the formalities undergone, Eddie concluded;


"So you see, Chief, the problem lies south of the Plimsoll Line, I mean, giving Susan one more when I said stop. Exceeding authorities in the evacuation process later. I could go on, but I don't have to, do I?”


"No, sir."


"I have been looking forward to taking you in hand for a bit. Too big for your britches, as it were. Turn and show them to me."


She did so, not without an apprehensive blink at what lay on her employer's desk. It was an innocent white enamel bowl in whose water soaked small coil of rope, with a loop for the inflicting wrist at one end and the other darkly tarred for the final inches.


"Like this, sir?" she said, turning.


"Like that," he said with alacrity. "Now drop them to your ankles."


The peach halves bulbed out beautifully.


"We don't have a bo'sun on board, but I shall try to fulfil the role satisfactorily.  You're getting a rump and dozen with this rope end, chief, to teach you your place in Camp and if you sound out before I'm done, it's a spot of stick. Go over."


He took the length of rope out of the bowl and let it drop down at his right side while Chief thoughtfully shuffled forward and bent at right angles across the nearest end of the desk. Her unmarked bottom bloomed.


"Cant them up," he said. "I mean to get under you." He tapped up the peerless pair with his wet rope, which felt surprisingly heavy. "Arch your back and thrust it out.  Show me the underside. If you take it well I won't make it a reduction in rank or even a couple of nights in Kennels. Turn your backside up as if you were longing to get it. Which of course you are, aren't you, Chief?"


A long sigh was his only answer. He struck. The wet rope hit the lumpy buns and instantly drew up a swollen weal.


"Uaah!"


He hit again, feeling the travel of pain through the shot. The cheeks squirmed, the matt sound continued, until she half rose at four.


"Hurting a bit?"


"Yes, sir."


"Good, go right over and see if I can make it buck a bit."


He did and the next stripes showed the seam of the cord across the fleshy cheeks, solidly wealing. She hissed with pain.


"Come on, you've got good fat ones, Chief. Stretch it out now!"


She almost made it but not quite, rising and turning up a hot and screwed face of agony to him.


"I haven't had the rope's end before, sir. Sorry."


"Sorrier in a minute, Chief. Touch your toes now!"


He took a pliant cane to the hefty wobblers, smarting them up from beneath until she whined like a puppy and stamped. The back of her buns felt hot as he reamed when it was over… 






 







THE END
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