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The Jalapeno Chilli Experience

It was the week before my monthly ‘Accountability’ meeting with Mrs Birch, my Mistress, and as usual I was on tenterhooks, doing my utmost not to incur extra infractions leading up to the big day. 

Since the dreaded Summons earlier in the month I had done my absolute best to ensure my behavior was beyond reproach so I was feeling hopeful that there might be some ‘reward’ time this month. It may be worth explaining at this point that during each month I must keep account of my infractions by way of a Punishment Journal and make notes as required by Mistress against any that She deems worthy of a ‘special mention’. At the end of each month Mistress allocates a specific amount of time to a face-to-face meeting to ‘discuss’ my progress, during which time my infractions and the corresponding punishments for the previous month are dealt with. Obviously, the more infractions I incur, the more time is spent on punishments. 

Mistress has allocated any time left over after the punishments have been dealt with as my reward time. Rewards usually include some precious time with Her enjoying fun things like sissy dress ups or my absolute favourite, the privilege of massaging Her feet. Obviously if my behavior has been poor it means more time must be spent on punishments and the fun things get scrapped. 

Needless to say the meetings, including the time leading up to the big day, are nerve wracking to say the least.

Regrettably I blew my chance for any reward time during the week before my last ‘Accountability’ meeting. My first mistake was in showing extreme insolence by asking Mistress if I might be allowed a milking privilege. I am allowed to ask for a milking privilege every Sunday unless there is an ‘Accountability’ meeting scheduled during the upcoming week.  I had enquired of Mistress if She had scheduled a day for our next meeting but did not wait for Her to respond, but dared to ask about my milking privilege instead. 

The response I received was not favourable… 

“Karen, your impertinence is astonishing! You may put down an EXTRA SPECIAL punishment for your impatience. In fact you will bring along 6 of the hottest, freshest jalapeno chillies that you can find. And NO, you MAY NOT have milking privileges!” 

Immediately a cold shiver of dread shot through my body. Hot chillies could only be destined for one delicate part of my anatomy, and the thought of that scared me half to death. It had been many months since I was last given a chilli punishment but that was carried out by remote instruction from Mistress while She was away. I had therefore never suffered a chilli punishment in Her presence. But if there were one thing I could be sure of it was that She would undoubtedly find a way of making it even harder to endure when done in Her presence.

My second notable infraction occurred just one day before my ‘Accountability’ meeting was due.  I had incurred an automatic ‘consequence’ for an infraction carelessly committed. Unfortunately in this case it meant an ‘Ice Panties Punishment’, which was to be ‘undertaken on the evening of the offence’, or ‘as soon as practical’. That is, I must kneel in the shower, fill up my panties with ice cubes and remain on my knees with my hands on my head until the ice is completely melted. Every five minutes precisely I must jiggle the cubes so that it re-ignites the freezing/burning sensation caused by the ice, ensuring I do not become inured to the pain and discomfort. It usually takes at least an hour or so for the ice to melt and by the end of the punishment I am left with one decidedly shriveled, snap frozen ‘little clitty’ and 2 snap frozen testicles, along with aching arms, knees and back for good measure.

On this particular occasion, an opportunity came up to take care of the punishment during the day so I thought I would get it out of the way then. I developed a problem with my internet connection and from previous experience knew that I would be on the phone placed ‘on hold’ for a long time while waiting for a technician. Thinking myself clever, I opted to undergo the Ice Panties Punishment while I was on hold waiting for technical assistance. Mistress was out at the time so unaware of this. When I reported this later to Her She was suitably enraged. 

“Well aren’t you just the dizzy limits Karen! HOW DARE YOU! A punishment is a punishment, and for you to try to do two things at once is astounding! Don’t you EVER do that again! In fact you may look forward to another Ice Panties Punishment again tomorrow, only THIS time WITHOUT multi tasking.”

I was dumbfounded. ‘I’ve done it again!’ I thought to myself. How could I have been so stupid? I didn’t want to have to tell Mistress I didn’t have the chance to do my punishment in case she made me do it at the ‘Accountability’ meeting. In stupidly trying to fit it in when I did I now not only had to do it again, but also had to do it in Mistress’s presence, which was always guaranteed a more difficult experience. Added to that I now knew the chance of some sissy fun or a foot massage had evaporated completely. I was devastated. 

The next morning I awoke with a sense of dread. Accountability Day. I meticulously prepared to face Mistress at the designated hour. All clothing had been freshly laundered and ironed, my wig had been washed and brushed, shoes had been polished and I checked and double-checked I had everything on my checklist. I had paid the price for forgetting an item previously and was determined it would never happen again. I made sure I had my infractions diary, my activity plan and my chores checklist. The last items I gathered were the Jalapeno chillies and the Cod Liver Oil. There was feeling of dread as I placed these items on a tray, knowing the pain and discomfort that they would undoubtedly cause. Today I dressed in trousers, business shirt, tie and leather shoes. Even though I had the day off I was forbidden to present myself to Mistress in casual clothes. In a strange way dressing formally for the occasion adds to my fear. Of course it is a sign of respect to present myself like this but it also emphasizes that Mistress means business and that my monthly ‘Accountability’ session is a serious matter and not to be taken lightly.

I set out to present myself to Mistress at 11am precisely. It is hard not to think of what awaits me and my stomach starts to churn in nervous anticipation. The final 15 minutes seem to drag on for an eternity. At 10:59 I begin to walk ‘The Green Mile’ and reach Her office at precisely 11am. My heart is pounding. The fear is intense. I stand up straight, knock on the door, step back and bow my head submissively. I can hear Mistress’s high heels burst into life, becoming louder as She walks to the door. It opens and I am greeted by the immaculate vision of my Mistress. As always She is looking stunning. She is groomed to perfection, her glorious auburn hair hung loose, She is wearing a gray tartan skirt, smart black blouse and of course heels and stockings. Her facial expression is serious. After greeting Her, I am ordered to put my things down and I kneel to kiss Her shoes reverentially. I am ordered to the bathroom to change.

Today Mistress has ordered me to put on my beloved sky blue ‘Alice’ sissy maid dress. The nervous energy is intense as I undress and begin to don each item of clothing in the correct order. First the wig, then the suspender belt, stockings, then the panties, singlet top, dress and apron. As I tie the bow on my apron, Mistress walks into the bathroom holding a beige coloured garment. 

“Here Karen, I want you to wear this panty girdle. It will do a much better job of holding in the ice than flimsy panties.”

‘Thank you Mistress,” I replied nervously. I was a little flustered, as I now had to undress and start all over again. 

“Do I keep the panties on as well?” 

“No Karen, the panty girdle will suffice.” 

I quickly made the necessary changes to my uniform and presented myself to Mistress who was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Well, come on Karen, we haven’t got all day, and you’ve already taken far too much time getting ready!” 

I hurried down the stairs as best I could in high heels but the stairs are wooden, therefore slippery and very deadly so I do so very carefully. 

“Good God Karen, you came down those stairs like a baboon! Get up there and do it again, and this time, keep your legs together when you walk. Don’t you dare let Me see those knickers this time!” 

This meeting was not getting off to a good start. I alighted the stairs once more, and turned to descend, this time in a much less ‘baboon-like’ fashion.

“Oh for goodness sake Karen, why on earth are you bowing your legs out like that? Get down here and let me show you how it is done.”

I stood and watched Mistress glide elegantly down the stairs in a very ladylike fashion.

“Now get back up there and do it again properly.”

I tried several more times, each attempt being met with a sharp order to get back up and do it again!

Finally She said, “That’s it Karen, turn to the side slightly, knees together, gently glide your fingertips along the banister rail as a guide, head up, feet slightly angled on the step so you don’t catch your heel. MUCH better! Do it again, just to make sure.”

I had to repeat the exercise twice more after that before I descended the stairs to Mistress’s satisfaction. 

“Right Karen, stop right there and turn to the right. Bend over and lift that skirt.” 

WHOOSH! 

“That’s for wasting time.”

With no warm up the stroke of that confounded Junior cane stung like the blazes. 

“What on EARTH have you done here?” she quizzed in annoyance. 

“I’m not sure what you mean Mistress.”

              “Why have you got this girdle on under the suspenders like this, and those panties still on?” 

I was becoming all a twitter under the torrent of reprimands. I was sure I had done as She commanded.  

“Get back up there this instant and GET THOSE PANTIES OFF!” 

I scurried back to the bathroom to undress. I was starting to panic and rushed to change as She’d directed. When I presented myself again I was in more trouble. 

“Right Karen, bend over and lift that skirt.” 

I did so and heard Her gasp. 

“What the blue blazes have you done THIS time Karen? Are you trying to make Me angry?” 

“No Mistress,” I replied, very nervous now and literally quaking. This time I had put panties on over the suspender belt and under the girdle. 

“Well clearly you failed to listen Karen, so let me remind you yet again that I don’t want those panties on!” 

I received another sharp stroke of the cane across my bottom and was ordered back to the bathroom immediately to get the panties off and to fix the suspender situation.

Finally I descended the stairs once more, and was ordered to turn and lift up my skirt. I was quite beside myself by now.

“And what is the meaning of those stocking tops not level? They look like Bondi Beach on a windy day Karen. 

WHOOSH!

“Right, there’s a stripe across the top of your thighs, which you can use as a guide to make sure you align your stockings perfectly! Fix them this instant”

I nearly collapsed with nervous tension and struggled to fix them as best I could before straightening my dress in order to present myself again. I was trembling now as I turned to face Mistress. 

“Karen, the back of your dress is all higgledy piggledy. You are an absolute fright today! Turn around and bend over this instant. You deserve 3 more strokes of the cane.”

WHOOSH!

“12 months in training and still you cannot present yourself to me properly Karen, it is an utter disgrace!”

WHOOSH! 

”Is it any wonder that we have to spend all the time you have with me on punishments! You should be doing all sorts of lovely sissy things by now. Honestly Karen, I have never had to spend so much time punishing a sissy as severely as I do you.” 

WHOOSH! 

“Now back to the bathroom and fix up your clothing!”  

She was getting riled, I could tell. By now my nerves were on a knife-edge. I scurried back to the bathroom to change again, and tried to take some deep breaths before I checked and re checked my clothing. It did not help my mental state hearing Mistress say,

“For Heaven’s sake what is taking you so long Karen?”

As I came back to Mistress, once more She inspected my clothing. This time She noticed a stain on my apron. I had washed it many times, even trying bleach. I tried to explain but with Mistress there is no excuses so once more I received a stroke from that frightful cane. Already my bottom was smarting and the formal proceedings had yet to begin. Mistress then inspected the bow on the apron.

“Oh my God Karen, when are you going to learn to tie a bow? That bow looks like a pair basset hound’s ears! And its as limp and as lifeless as your little clitty is going to be after I’ve finished with it later today!  Turn around. Let me show you how to tie a bow PROPERLY!”

Mistress wrenched and yanked at the bow for some minutes, fixing the shoulder straps and tut tutting as She did so, tying my apron much tighter and finished by executing a perfect bow.

“Now have a look in the mirror, and make sure that your bows look like that in future Karen, or you will be in serious trouble. Now where is your infractions diary?”

“In the bathroom Mistress,” I said with a sinking heart. Her expression changed immediately, as if a thundercloud had passed over it. 

“Well what good is it there Karen? How dare you present yourself to me without your infractions diary, now BEND OVER.”

Oh my God, it was one mistake after another, I was feeling hopeless and nervous, I couldn’t do anything right, I seemed to be getting worse rather than better. Another stroke of the cane followed, this one much harder than the others. 

“Right Karen, get back to the bathroom, and fetch your infractions diary, immediately!”

I scurried back up the stairs once more and retrieved my diary, presenting it to Her in upturned hands.

“Ok Karen; that has taken you 49 minutes to get ready. Truly unbelievable and for that you can now look forward to 49 punishment strokes before we finish today. I would have thought by now you could be ready in a flash. Now go and kneel in the corner with hands on head.”

I quickly did as I was told and heard Mistress in the kitchen preparing a bowl full of ice. Not long after I heard the dreaded click clack of Her heels making their way towards me.

“Lift that skirt up Karen and pull that girdle away from your skin, pronto!”

Without a moment’s hesitation She roughly dumped the cubes into my girdle and the initial shock took my breath away. It was that immediate familiar burning freezing sensation and I winced terribly. It was incredibly painful.

“Jiggle them down so little clitty and friends are totally ensconced,” She ordered, allowing the elastic waistband to snap sharply back into place.

That added considerably to the freezing pain and caused one of the cubes to lodge right up against the tip of little clitty. It was horrid. The tightness of the panty girdle made the cubes push harder against the sensitive flesh making this even worse than the ice panties I had done in the privacy of my bathroom the day before. Mistress always has a clever knack of making a personally supervised punishment much worse than one carried out in private by remote control.

While I agonized in the corner, Mistress began reading casually but out loud, my list of infractions for the month. Oh how shameful and humiliating, facing the wall, kneeling, hands on head, little clitty freezing to numbness while Mistress reclined on the sofa, out of eyesight reviewing my list of infractions. One of the first on the list involved a Cod Liver Oil punishment. If I neglect to floss my teeth at night I must have a dose of Cod Liver Oil after brushing teeth the next day. I am allowed nothing to eat or drink for three hours except water making sure the horrid taste stays with me for several hours. I had committed the infraction and served the punishment but Mistress deemed my description of it in my daily report too scanty and had thereby decreed the punishment be repeated in Her presence, ‘just to make sure it had been done to Her satisfaction’. 

A shiver ran down my spine as I heard Her put down the diary, and head for the kitchen once more. My fears were confirmed when I heard a drawer open and the metallic ringing of cutlery as She rummaged for the tablespoon. The staccato of Her heels heading back towards me turned my blood cold in the veins.

“Stand up Karen. Face me. Open wide.” 

I did as I was told while She opened the lid off that bottle and filled the spoon with its foul liquid right under my nose. Then before I had time to think She delivered a tablespoon of that disgusting fish oil into my mouth. 

“Close and SWISH Karen.” 

“Oh for goodness sake! Get that ridiculous look off your face Karen, I am NOT moved in the slightest. And NO, you may NOT swallow. Back on your knees, and give those ice cubes a jiggle!”

After a few minutes you do become a little inured to the burning sensation of the ice panties but jiggling them around every now and then puts you right back in the hot seat, or should I say cold seat! This was getting extremely uncomfortable, kneeling on the hard wooden floor, little clitty freezing and now having to hold this repulsive bilge water in my mouth. She knew every trick in the book as far as combating ways to overcome getting used to the pain of punishments. She seemed to know just how to wring every last bit of pain and anguish from every torment She inflicted. 

As I knelt in the corner, with my clitty and balls on fire from the ice, Mistress proceeded to give me a thorough dressing down for each infraction. With a mouth full of fish oil it was impossible to defend myself. This may well have been a good thing as I often get into worse trouble trying to justify my actions. Finally when She was done reading through each and every one, I was ordered to swallow. Somehow, this was even harder to do now than not swallow. Finally I managed and my body shuddered in disgust. 

“Right Karen, up on your feet. Take a brisk walk to the kitchen and back and let’s get that ice fired up again.” I did as I was told and immediately felt the fiery cubes begin to freeze dry my balls again as I took the first careful step. She watched me like a hawk as I gingerly simpered my way round the kitchen and back. 

But walking around the kitchen proved a little hazardous as an exercise because of the trail of water I’d left in my wake from the melted ice cubes. No problem for Mistress. The next time I was due to walk She simply came up with an alternative solution for re igniting the freezing pain. Marching on the spot, raising my knees as high as I could. This solved the problem of inconvenient water trails, but more importantly, aggravated the ice panties no end and more so than walking. 
 

 It took about an hour for the ice to melt and I was then ordered to clean up all the melted water and to place Sister Patrice into punishment position. Poor little clitty and friends were snap frozen and shriveled. When I was done, I stood obediently in front of Patrice nervously waiting for Mistress to return. When She did, She placed on the topmost elbow rest of Sister Patrice a mortal, pestle, glass bowl, knife and sieve, plus the bag of fresh Jalapeno chillies.

“Watch and learn Karen,” She taunted. “Make sure you pay attention, I expect you to learn how to carry out this preparation yourself to my exact standard.”

  “Yes Mistress,” I replied, mesmerized by what She was doing. There is something very humbling about concentrating on learning a task that is going to lead to one’s interminable suffering.

“Do you remember why you are receiving this punishment Karen?” She asked in a friendly tone as She sliced a chilli into the bowl. 

“Yes Mistress, impatience Mistress.” My throat was dry; I was nearly in tears imagining the pain and torment that awaited me next. 

After crushing one chilli and extracting the juice, Mistress tilted the bowl under my nose and asked innocently if I thought one chilli would be enough. Her question sounded genuine and I shivered as I peered into the bowl and caught sight of a small amount of green liquid in the bottom of the bowl. 

“Yes Mistress, more than enough I am sure.”

She grinned and began to prepare the next chilli, followed by a third. Those types of questions really added to the feeling of powerlessness in these situations. She had no intention of stopping at one, She simply asked me to taunt me. 

“Girdle to ankles Karen, dress up,” She snapped coldly.

“Take this tissue and hold it under clitty. I don’t want chilli juice spilling on my rug.” I started to shiver in fright as I watched Her pour at least two teaspoons of the fiery liquid up and down the shaft of little clitty. Despite myself I could feel the stirrings of an erection.

“Start rubbing.”

After a month of chastity I normally would have been extremely excited to hear such a command but knowing what would follow took any pleasant feelings away from such a task. Nevertheless my little clitty soon became very erect. It was enjoyable for a couple of minutes before the heat started to build. At first it was like kindling catching alight but before long it had turned into a raging bushfire. Very soon I was in extreme agony. The erection quickly subsided and my rubbing halted forthwith as the fire built in intensity.

“Did I tell you to stop rubbing Karen?”

“No Mistress, sorry mistress, but it hurts badly.”

“Well, you need a punishment for being disobedient. Step up.” 

In disbelief, I reluctantly stepped up to Sister Patrice and to my absolute horror Mistress proceeded to land a hefty whack on my right buttock, with the Rump Roaster! This immediately caused the fire in little clitty to flare up to a level ten in intensity and I howled in pain.  Oh how I hate that implement! It delivers the most painful whack imaginable at the best of times, but to receive a whack on the bum whilst little clitty was burning fiercely from the jalapeno chilli juice was something out of this world.  

“Step down Karen. And rub!”

I stepped down miserably, and began rubbing little clitty, and regrettably she became aroused again adding more heat to the raging fire.

Then a funny thing happened. Whilst I was standing there, with both my bottom and little clitty on fire, my panty girdle around my ankles acting as hobbles, a weird kind of heat began to occur in my feet. This was incredibly uncomfortable. I was already holding back my sobbing but this new sensation really made me feel like crying out. I had to use all my strength just to control myself. Mistress did not like theatrics and mine usually resulted in more punishments. 

“Ok Karen, on a scale of 1 to 10, rate the pain for me.” 

“A 9 Mistress,” I sobbed fighting hard to hold back the tears. 

“Hmmmm…. well that’s not good enough, we want it MUCH higher than that!” 

To my horror, She immediately crushed up a few more chillies until She was satisfied She had enough juice to pour on. “OK, hold out clitty.” 

I reluctantly held clitty out as straight as I could and desperately fought the urge to yank her back to safety when the next round of juice began to trickle all over her. 

“Rub it in Karen, and keep on rubbing until I tell you to stop.” 

I grimaced as I rubbed, which instantly caused the heat to burst into that raging fire again and I couldn’t help howling in agony. 

“Ok Karen, what score would you give that now?” She asked, smiling sweetly. 

“Ooooowwoooo…12 – M-m-ist-ress,” I managed to stutter in agony. I was distraught and felt like shrieking hard and running for the freezer. Oh how I wished for the ice now! There is no pain quite like this. While I writhed and whimpered in pain Mistress began to tell me a story about another dominant lady friend of Hers who sent Her pictures of her husband tied to a bed after receiving a punishment with an even hotter type of chilli. In my anguish I seem to recall the word Habaneras. Apparently his penis looked ‘much worse than mine so I should be counting myself lucky’!

“Yes - Mistress,’ I managed to respond between sobs and sickening waves of intense heat whilst doubled over in agony.

After a while the pain subsided to a level 8 but Mistress simply took that as Her cue to prepare the remaining chillies. She asked me where it was hurting the most and I mentioned some had dripped onto my testicles.

“This time make sure you rub it into your testicles as well,” was Her sharp reply.

I watched in horror as She went through the ritual of slicing and cutting the chillies once more, then grinding them to a pulp before sieving the remaining juice into a glass dish. When She was satisfied She had extracted all She could She ferried the bowl over to me. 

“Right, clitty out.”

Again I gingerly took the end of little clitty and held her taut ready for the juice to be poured on and felt my heart pounding furiously.  

It was the calm before the storm as I watched the cool juice spilled gently up and down the length of poor tortured clitty. 

“Rub Karen.” 

As I rubbed, little clitty rallied and began to harden. For a few moments I felt nothing, then the firestorm began. 

“Off you go Karen, rub away,” sang Mistress happily, like it was some sort of a pleasant game to Her. And it probably was!

She knew full well that being hard made the pain even more intense. I do not know if it was the additive effect of more juice being poured on, or that these last chillies were hotter than the first but before long I was rating the pain as twenty out of ten with no exaggeration. I wasn’t sure I could take anymore and I was howling unashamedly now. This was a burning horrid misery that I was desperate to end quickly. 

No such luck. It was a full thirty minutes or so before the pain began to subside slightly. Even then it was still burning ferociously but at least it was a little more manageable. 

“Well Karen, since you have stopped your caterwauling, I think we can proceed with your 49 stroke punishment. Time is marching on.”

I groaned in disbelief. This was too much. Not only was my clitty on fire, but my bum soon would be too!

“We will do it in seven lots of seven, pull your girdle up.” I stared at Her in panic. How on earth could She expect me to pull that girdle up over my tortured clitty? One look in Her eyes, told me that it was not open for negotiation. 

As I reluctantly pulled the tight fitting girdle up over my little clitty, the elasticized pressure re-ignited the fire from the chillies and I howled once more in pain. I wondered if Mistress knew this would happen and suspected it was so.

“Today I am going to punish you over the girdle. That will be fun, won’t it?”

My first thought was that this would offer some form of protection from the pain. I would soon find out how wrong I could be. The tight fitting girdle had the effect of magnifying the pain. Not only that, the trapped heat around my groin ensured the fire from the chillies burned furiously and continuously throughout the punishment!

“Take your shoes off and step up to Sister Patrice,” She ordered in a crisp voice. 

It was a relief to be able to take my heels off; by now the referred heat from the chillies had made them extremely hot and uncomfortable. I carefully stepped up onto Sister Patrice in stockinged feet and rested my elbows on the top bench.

“I am choosing the first implement for the simple reason that I know how much you hate it Karen. It’s The Rump Roaster.”

My heart sank. This was an evil implement. It delivered it’s agonising punch across a broad swathe of buttock. 

WHACK!

“One thank You Mistress,” I managed breathlessly as my knees buckled and I grimaced in agony. It seemed that every little movement caused that infernal smouldering in little clitty to flare up and burst into flame. I was shaking in fear as Mistress laid on the next six strokes. This was going to be one hell of a thrashing. When finally the seventh stroke was delivered I was sent limping back to the corner with hands on head to ‘reflect on my punishment’. I was surprised how much more this hurt than on a bare bottom. Unfortunately there was not much chance of thinking about anything but my punishment while I stood in the corner, with my nether regions engulfed in flames. 

“Out of the corner Karen, and face Patrice,” ordered Mistress after several minutes of ‘reflection’.

I did as I was told and faced Patrice miserably. Mistress selected the horsehide razor strop and held it up reverentially before turning to me and grinning. 

“Step up, and bend over...” 

While not as brutal as the Rump Roaster the dense horsehide strop still delivered a mighty vicious stroke. As I bent over to prepare for my next round of punishment I caught sight of Mistress in my periphery as She raised the strop back over Her shoulder. 

WHACK! The first stroke sent me skyward shrieking and howling, and without warning She’d moved to the other side and brought it down across from my left side. Again and again She swung that dreaded strap bringing each stroke down hard and fast, causing a resounding crack each time it fell. She swung from left to right, allowing the momentum of the swing to do the work for Her, and from the first to last I shrieked and yowled in pain and torment, fighting hard to keep my bottom in position throughout the leathering. Incredibly the tight fitting girdle seemed to transfer the heat to a much wider area, making it far more intense a punishment. By the time the seventh stroke finally landed I was exhausted and feeling well and truly thrashed. When the silence fell in the wake of the last stroke I was ordered back into the corner to reflect upon the pain of the punishment before the next set of seven were due. I struggled back to the corner, sobbing, sweating, trembling and miserable with both ends well and truly aflame.

“Allright Karen, something a little different this time. The next seven strokes will be from the junior cane. That should smarten you up a little!” 

“Face Patrice.”

Once more I turned and faced Patrice, and once more I stepped up to present my flaming bottom. Mistress took up Her position beside me, lining up my bottom with the cane, swishing and slicing the air beside my bent form, then tapping gently my begirdled bottom, teasing and taunting, drawing back every now and then to take Her measure. This bit was terribly nerve wracking and I flinched each time I felt the cane tap lightly on my bottom. Then just for a moment She was still. The cane was drawn back over Her shoulder, and as if in slow motion She brought it down…

WHOOSH! 

The first stroke sliced across my flaming buttocks like a red-hot blade and I reacted instantly. I was sure my cheeks had been flayed wide open and I shrieked out loud. I felt my knees buckle and my body contort as I struggled to cope with the pain. Somehow the effect of the stroke over the girdle proved harsher than ever before. It was a much more concentrated pain; but soon after the stroke was delivered, a second deeper pain followed almost immediately. 

WHOOSH! 

The second stroke fell before I had time to prepare and again I couldn’t help but shriek out loud again. I was sweating and trembling from the excruciating agony occurring in my pants and trying desperately to cope with the pain. 

WHOOSH! Each stroke caused me to shriek in agony as they fell in measured intervals, but each one harder than the one before. . There was no doubt that punishment was certainly the worse by far. I could not believe the intensity of the strokes and She was leaving me little time to recover between each. Pretty soon the pain of each stroke was melding into one and there existed nothing on this earth than the horrendous pain raining down on my bum, engulfing my body. I heard myself shrieking but was powerless to stop.

Finally the last stroke was delivered and I heard the command to step down. I was greatly relieved when I was ordered back to the corner. It took me quite a few minutes before I could compose myself in order to step down and struggle back to the corner. Once back in the safety of the corner I started to sob once more. I was feeling very sorry for myself and could think of nothing sweeter than to collapse my bum and balls into a bucket of iced water.

“Turn around, open wide Karen and do not swallow.” I was shocked to be receiving more Cod Liver Oil and could not understand what I had done to deserve another dose. 

“Too much whining and yelping going on, so this time you’ll take your punishment in silence. Understood?”

This was too much, the taste was only just subsiding from my first dose and now I would be put right back to square one with that disgusting oil. My first instincts to protest were suppressed immediately when the first spoonful was dumped into my waiting mouth. 

“Now you are not to swallow until I give the command after this next set of seven strokes and if you spill one drop of that oil on my lounge we will be starting all over again, understand?”

My eyes were wide open in fright and I vigorously nodded my head in agreement and took up my position.

This time Mistress picked up a heavy leather strap and swung it viciously across my girdled buttocks. I had to summon all my intestinal fortitude to keep from screaming out in pain, and bit my teeth hard to keep my mouth closed. It was a frightful strapping and I barely made it through each stroke much less hang on to that mouthful of bilge water. 

Finally it too was over and the last stroke was delivered leaving me quaking and trembling, and very scared. Mistress stood to the front of me, smiling. “You can swallow now Karen.”

“So, what was that little experience like, hmmm…?” 

I swallowed and gagged a few times before I could manage to speak at all. “It was disgusting Mistress, and very hard to keep from screaming out throughout the punishment. But the thought of spraying it all over the lounge kept me from yelling Mistress.”  

“Just as well you didn’t spill it over my lounge Karen. There would have been an extra special punishment if that had have happened. Right, off you go back to the corner and have a little time to reflect upon your punishment Karen.”

When I was called back to Sister Patrice some several minutes later Mistress had selected the dreaded New Zealand paddle for the next seven strokes. I groaned when I saw it and said a silent prayer to Sister Patrice to help me through this next round. It was another implement I would love to see retired. It does not look that menacing but its substantial slap is out of this world. It was a relief not to have to worry about keeping quiet throughout that punishment! 

“Step up Karen…”

The first stroke exploded with a loud CRACK! leaving me gasping silently in shock. The pain was excruciating and before I had time to recover, the next hearty slap exploded onto the other cheek. Again the shock took my breath away, and for a moment I didn’t know whether I was Arthur or Martha. She rained down the strokes, one after the other without pause and I was well and truly sobbing by the end of it. My bum felt like it was double its normal size and little clitty was throbbing violently with fiery pain. Mercifully it was over quickly and sent up a prayer of gratitude to Sister Patrice for her Mercy. 

“Step down Karen, and back to the corner. Let that lesson sink in for a minute or two.” 

Somehow I managed to step down off Patrice and hobbled back to face the corner once more, to ‘reflect upon the lesson’, although by now the lesson was long forgotten, and my world consisted entirely of pain.  I was feeling utterly bereft and my nether regions felt like they had been flambéed. I had two sets of seven to go. This was turning out a marathon punishment. 

              After several miserable minutes facing the wall, Mistress called me to step up for the sixth time. This time She has chosen the 2 tailed tawse. 

I watched in fright as She tapped the nasty strap malevolently against the palm of Her hand. Even the mere sound of it tapping lightly against her skin sent a cold shiver up my spine. Soon that would be flaying my bruised and swollen buttocks, a prospect I was not looking forward to. 

“Bend over Karen.” 

I stepped onto Patrice and bent over carefully. Immediately I felt the fire flare in my groin as the girdle pulled tight against tortured flesh.  

She drew the tawse back over Her shoulder and I caught my breath and waited for contact. 

WHACK! Again the impact upon girdle intensified the pain like nothing else I’d ever experienced. My knees went weak; my knuckles turned white, and little clitty was well and truly re-ignited from the moment of impact. 

WHACK! The second stroke came from the opposite side but the force of the blow was indescribable. I let out an anguished howl, which She ignored, but mercifully She allowed me time to recover before the next stroke was laid on. By the time the last stroke fell I was quite beside myself from the thrashing and truly grateful to hear the command to step down. 

For the final time I was ordered into the corner to contemplate my naughtiness. I must have gone into a semi trance because all too soon Mistress was calling me to step up for the last time. 

I turned for the final time and made my way back to Patrice. Just seven more strokes and it would be over. But I froze when I saw Mistress pick up the Rump Roaster again. 

“Allright Karen, seven strokes of the Rump Roaster and then its all over. Are you ready?”

“Yes Mistress…” I whimpered sorrowfully. I was most distressed to see that it was getting a second outing in this thrashing. I took a deep breath and tried to put myself in a trance. 

WHACK! 

“Oh God,” I heard a voice say, without realizing it was my own. This was going to be devastating. My knees buckled again.

“Bottom up Karen.” 

WHACK! 

In between strokes Mistress kept talking to me, asking me questions between each stroke, ensuring I would break my concentration, denying me the protection of a semi trance. Each stroke was a blistering agony. 

WHACK! 

“Don’t lose count now Karen, otherwise we’ll have to start all over again now from the beginning, won’t me?” 

“Yes Mistress,” I blubbered. How could She possibly imagine I’d lose count of these scorchers? 

WHACK! 

“And we wouldn’t want THAT now Karen, would we?” 

“No – Mistress,” I managed through the blinding pain. 

WHACK! 

“Arghh….” 

“How was that one Karen? Sounded like a real bugger!” 

“Yes, Mistress. It was dreadful.” I sobbed. I could scarcely breathe let alone answer Her questions.

WHACK! 

“Get those legs straight Karen, bottom up. Last stroke.”

WHACK!

The sense of relief when the last stroke was delivered was enormous. Thank God it was over. I didn’t think I could take much more.  

“Right Karen, you may step down, and go back to the corner to contemplate your punishment before you are released.”

I gratefully hobbled back to the corner to face the wall one final time to think about the error of my ways for several minutes before Mistress would release me. 

It was over.

I’d survived another Accountability Session. 

The End
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