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Chapter One

	I knew my wife could not be cheating on me. She was far too loyal and loving to me. She certainly had the explanations for why she was working late and why she now had to work away for a weekend. Her boss had asked for her specifically – what could she do?

	I gazed at my wife’s gorgeous, pleading, blue eyes and understood that she had to agree to her boss’s demands.

	As for the stockings and basque: “it is hot in these modern offices,” she cooed. In fact, she had spent a fortune on new under wear. But offices can be hot and stuffy and it would be unfair if she had to wear tights in such an environment.

	“I know it can’t be an affair,” I reassured her, “after all you have been off sex for almost a year now.”

	“Quite!” She gave me a peck on the cheek. Moments later she was off to her office. And I was left completely reassured. How foolish to harbor such doubts simply because she is so sexy and attractive and loves to flirt with men.

	I was fortunate to have a woman who did not mind being the breadwinner and having to work so late every night. She would inevitably return in the early hours completely flustered and exhausted. Yet, and this will tell you what sort of woman she was, despite her exhaustion she would look somehow serene and contented.

	As a freelance journalist I was left at home but please understand that I always did my share of the housework. Deborah was always kind enough to make me a list of the chores that had to be completed before I could do my own work. She was thoughtful like that. That is why I worshipped her. I was so lucky. Even if she had gone off sex for so long, she was still beautiful and men envied me.

	With Deborah going away for the weekend with her boss my first chore was to iron her suits and blouses. As a special treat, to demonstrate how sorry I was for doubting her, I would spend a lot of time on her new underwear, particularly the basque.

	It was after I had finished the ironing and the vacuuming that I realized it had gone eleven o’clock. Deborah says that I should always have a break at eleven. I made a coffee put my feet up, picked up the paper and almost fell off the sofa. There in the job vacancies was an advert for a position in Deborah’s company, Davies Ltd., for a publicist to work in the office.

	Wouldn’t Deborah be thrilled if I got the job! I rang immediately. The ever so polite receptionist put me through to Mister Davies himself.

	He was a bit frosty at first. Something about wanting a girl to do it. I pointed out that he was flying in the face of the sex discrimination act and that shut him up! I then played my ace hand and told him that he already employed my wife: Mrs. Hawkins.

	He was go smacked! “You’re Debbie’s husband?”

	“Deborah,” I corrected him. She hates being called Debbie, so patronizing and little girlish.

	“Er yes, Deborah.” Now he really was lost for words. “I’ll ring you back,” he replied lamely.

	Pleased with myself, I did the downstairs bathroom in record time. Since Deborah had landed such highly paid jobs, we had really been able to buy a lovely home with two bathrooms. Unfortunately, with so much housework I had little time for my journalism and had proved so unreliable to employers that I was rarely commissioned for new works.

	Not that I begrudge Deborah being the main breadwinner. Since she had the bank account changed into her name only, and my credit cards stopped, she has been very generous with me. However, much money I request for the weekly shopping she always gives me a little bit extra. ‘Get a little something for yourself while you are there’, she will say. She is thoughtful like that.

	Mr. Davies rang me back just after lunch. As I suspected, I had him on the rack. He told me to come in and “we would have a chat.”

	An hour later I was at the plush offices of Davies Ltd.

	I was greeted by the most adorable of secretaries. There was not anything they would not do for me. The place reeked of efficiency and was run by a formidable dark-haired woman who towered above my 5’6”. She introduced herself as Miss Morgan and the way she told me to sit and wait to be called was almost like an instruction from Deborah on a particularly bad day.

	Most extraordinary was how smart the girls were. There were five of them working silently and industriously behind their desks. They all wore sexy little kilt styled skirts that swayed around their bottoms whenever they walked around. Their attire consisted of the kilts, knee length white socks and crisp, white blouses. I approved. Smartness is the best quality about any office.

	Miss Morgan wore a tight knee length leather skirt that made her stand out from the other girls.

	Ten minutes later I was led by Miss Morgan into Mr. Davies’ office.

	My mouth fell agape. Not that Deborah had ever described him to me. She never mentioned anything about her work as she felt I would not understand it. But I did not expect him to be so tall, athletic and well, er, black. He did not bother to stand when I entered, nor did he offer me a chair so I stood.

	How despicably arrogant and loutish. His close-cropped black hair would have been repulsive to Deborah. She was always telling my how nice my hair was now that it grown long. In fact, she insisted on was making sure that I brushed it every day.

	This man could do with learning some manners I told myself. I could see that I could make a contribution here!

	“Debbie and me have discussed your situation and we agree that we could take you on under a short contract. We’ll see how you make out.”

	I smiled to myself. ‘Debbie’ as he referred to her would have wanted me here and he probably fought against it. This was their compromise.

	I would like to be in the same room when he called her Debbie to her face. Deborah had the most fearsome temper. I lived in mortal fear of her.

	“Fine,” I said. I am sure he thought I would say no. I had him yet again. “When do I start,” I asked pointedly.

	I am sure Debbie would be pleased to have me with her on her weekend away from home. She was terrible at ironing her dresses. That is why she always insisted I should do it for her. She was forced to admit that there was something I was better at than her.

	“Of course, you have to agree to the company rules.” Now he was fumbling for excuses.

	“Of course!” That got him.

	“Managers must always be referred to as Mister or Miss. No first name terms from the office staff to the managers.”

	Seemed fair enough. I did not mind if the girls addressed me formerly. It would be quite pleasant.

	“Any infringements and your contract is curtailed. Immediately”

	“Obviously.” Now I really had him. Wouldn’t Deborah be pleased.

	Now he fell silent. Brooding. He was desperately trying to find some other obstacle.

	“There is one small point,” he began.

	I remained silent, eager to agree to ‘the small point’.

	“I do not like the idea of husbands and wives working in the same company…”

	Tough, I thought, he cannot stop it happening.

	“…you must not, er,” he searched for the appropriate words, “make any advances to her whilst she is working.”

	“Fine,” I smiled. He was not going to get me on that one. I could be very professional.

	“Errmm,” he glared at me searching for the words.

	I had really got the better of Deborah’s boss!

	He winced, “that means no sex.”

	“Of course not,” I would not be making love to my wife in the office! The fool. Anyway, we had not made love for a year.

	“There is only one way I can ensure your co-operation in this delicate matter.”

	“Yes?” I asked. Now I knew he was struggling.

	He dropped a small device on the table. A small black tube with a curve in it attached to a black plastic looking loop.

	“It’s a chastity belt. If you agree to wear it then I know you will stand by your agreement.”

	He stared at me with dark cold brown eyes and I shivered. I had given him my word what more could he want. I stared at the awful little device on his desk.

	“Of course,” he said sitting back, hands clasped behind his head, “we could just say forget it. I am sure I will find opportunities for you in the future.”

	So that was his plan! I was not going to have that.

	“How long do I have to wear it in order to satisfy your suspicions,” I said pointedly.

	“Just while you are working. I will of course remove it when you are not at work and reapply it when you are.”

	There was something so horribly smug about him.

	“I agree!” I announced, calling his bluff.

	He raised an eyebrow but did not seem all that put out.

	He had me sign a document that was far too thick to read and then I caught my breath as he ordered:

	“Drop your pants then.”

	What an awfully crude man. How could Deborah put up with him?

	He picked up the device and stood. I was staggered to see how tall he was. Maybe 6’3”. I felt tiny and weak next to him.

	He stood over me and I knew I had no choice. I undid my trousers and pulled them down.

	He guffawed loudly. He really was dreadfully crude.

	Then I remembered what I was wearing. Deborah had insisted that I wear women’s panties. It was easier, she explained patiently to me, if she just bought the same underwear for both of us at the same time. Gradually she had thrown out my underpants until all I was left with were the silky briefs, she had chosen for me.

	At least these were just a little, tight, white pair with only a little decoration around the legs. Unfortunately, they had the uncomfortable thong piece at the rear which left my buttocks exposed.

	“Pull down your knickers,” he said cruelly.

	I really could not see the point in being so nasty about it. However, I quickly complied pulling the panties down to my knees.

	He held my penis between his thumb and forefinger. “It’s a good thing I got the extra small size,” he joked.

	I pretended that I had not heard his silly put down. Deborah has explained to me that with my penis growing to a full 4 and a half inches when it is erect it matches any man. She put my mind at rest about men being bigger.

	“It simply isn’t true,” she had laughed, when I raised the subject, (if you know what I mean), “that some men are even bigger than six inches.”

	That put my mind at rest I can tell you.

	‘It is all nonsense, she had declared. In fact, she spoke so confidently that I jokingly replied that she must have had a lot of experience! I must point out that it is not always wise to make a joke at the expense of Deborah. That night I was sent to bed at seven thirty and had to wash the dinner dishes the following morning!

	He wrapped the black circular section behind my balls, tight up to my body and slid the cylinder up my penis. It was all smooth plastic, but its weight suggested some dense metal beneath the plastic covering.

	“Anyway,” I said to throw him off guard, “how would you have known to get in the ‘extra small one’ not having seen mine before.”

	“I wonder,” he said with an awful grin.

	He put a tiny but formidable looking padlock through the ring and cylinder and it clicked tightly into place.

	I was going to lecture him on the fact that you cannot tell a man’s size from his height but I was more anxious to get dressed.

	The chastity belt was firm and heavy. There was something decidedly unyielding about it. I felt a tremor of fear in the pit of my stomach. I had given this somewhat arrogant, big, man control over my penis.

	“Pull up your knickers,” he said in a mocking tone.

	“Now look!” It was time to put my foot down.

	He picked up his phone: “Miss Morgan, come in here and take our new recruit to the fitting room.

	Aye-Aye. The door was about to open with me naked from the waist down save for a chastity belt.

	I gathered up my trousers and panties in one movement just as the door opened.

	To my shame my efforts resulted in me over balancing. I was left sitting on the floor, legs enmeshed in my trousers and panties.

	Miss Morgan smiled cruelly, obviously enjoying my embarrassment. For reasons of pure spite, she held the door wide open so that the girls in the office could see my shame.

	I was fuming I can tell you. I would seek the first available opportunity to let Miss Morgan know exactly what I thought of her behavior!

	The fitting room was little more than a small office with mirrors and changing rooms.

	“All office staff wear the same clothes,” Miss Morgan barked.

	“And they look very sweet,” I acknowledged.

	She held a kilt up to my waist sizing me up.

	I giggled. It was nice to be teased after the heavy fearsome Mister Davies.

	“Hold this,” she said sternly giving me the kilt on its hanger.

	I took it as she returned with a white, girl’s, silk blouse that fastened between the legs.

	“Try these.”

	I gaped at her open mouthed.

	“But I cannot wear a kilt…”

	That really upset her. “You signed the contract. You want to work in my office. You will wear the uniform. And be glad I don’t make you wear a short kilt like the other girls!”

	I was dumb founded.

	“Oh, please get a move on.”

	“I want to see Mister Davies!” I said as firmly as I could manage. I am fearful to say that my words trembled and sounded squeaky as I spoke them.

	“Mister Davies will see you later when we assess your performance for the day.”

	“Oh.”

	I was trapped. If I wanted to see Mr. Davies to explain the mistake Miss Morgan had made then I would have to go along with her.

	She prodded my tum. “Mmm. That’s not going to look very nice is it.”

	I looked down. Someone needed to tell her that she pokes too hard.

	“I suggest you wear this,” she sighed picking up a waist clincher.

	This was going too far.

	“Now look,” I spluttered.

	“Oh, well if you want to look like a man in possession of an enormous beer gut then forget it.” She threw the clincher aside. “Doesn’t bother me. No skin off my nose.”

	Now I was suspicious. Why was so ready to agree with me?

	“Why should I wear it?” I demanded.

	“Just get dressed quickly. You’ve wasted enough of my time!”

	As you can imagine I was not going to let her get away with that!

	“I might use it.” I said thoughtfully.

	She rolled her eyes up to the ceiling, a little too theatrically if you ask me.

	I snatched it up and disappeared into the changing room.

	As it happens the waist clincher was somewhat difficult to put on. Straps at the back and a final string pull-tie at the front. Once in it I must say that I felt a little breathless and bending down to pick up the blouse left me gasping for air. At first, I had problems with the tiny buttons up the front. They were on the wrong side. Though a pretty flap ran down the length of the blouse which would cover the buttons.

	The kilt was more of a skirt that you stepped into it rather than wrapping around the waist. It was also a good deal lighter than I imagined a kilt to be. I always thought of them as being made of rough, heavy, woven wool. This was quite a pleasant silky, light material.

	It zipped up the back and I was quite glad for the cincher. I don’t think it would have gone round my waist without it.

	I emerged from the fitting room with a flourish, feeling quite smart and confident.

	Miss Morgan eyed me up and down critically but reluctantly nodded her head.

	“You’ll do.”

	Talk about faint praise.

	She handed me a pair of white knee length socks. As I put them on, I realized how sheer they were. They felt quite nice against my legs. Deborah has encouraged me to keep my legs shaven, for aesthetic reasons, so as you can imagine it felt glorious to pull these on.

	“Size feet?” Barked miss courteous.

	“Sevens,” I replied. I can see Miss Morgan and me falling out before long.

	She brought out a pair of T bar shoes with a small raised heel. They reminded me of what the girls in school used to wear. It was time to assert myself.

	“Now, just a moment Miss Morgan,” I said forcefully.

	Her only reaction was to roll her eyes and storm out of the room shouting: “just get your ass out here when you are ready for some work!”

	That left me with no other choice than to don the footwear.

	I must say I felt deeply foolish. I slid my feet into the tiny shoes and took an age to get the tiny straps secured.

	I walked to the door feeling a little odd with the slightly raised heels and exposed legs.

	Outside the door Miss Morgan was rifling through some documents whilst one of the office girls, attired as I was, stood anxiously before her.

	I stared at the young girl waiting for her to look at me so that I could say hello. But she was clearly in total fear of Miss Morgan. Her hands stayed behind her back, her eyes were wide, her shapely legs nervously twitched.

	“It will do girl!” Miss Morgan snapped pushing the documents back into the grateful girl’s hands.

	“Oh, yes Miss Morgan, thank you Miss Morgan,” the girl obsequiously replied doing little bobs, like courtesies as she spoke.

	“You’re dismissed,” Miss Morgan said with a bored, pained lilt.

	The young girl practically fled back into the office.

	What an office bully! Wait until I tell Mister Davies about this unpleasant bitch. I am sure that he will sort her out.

	Miss Morgan turned to a machine in the corner. “what’s your name again?”

	“Hawkins.”

	She sighed impatiently. “Your Christian name you little fool.”

	“Lindsay,” I said somewhat shocked at her tone.

	She banged away at a few buttons and the machine clanged. Something metallic clattered to the pocket at the base of the machine. She snatched it up. It was one of those name badges you get at commercial fairs.

	She turned and fastened it to my blouse at chest height.

	I looked down. It read: “Linzi.” With ‘Davies Ltd.’ stamped beneath it. Now I had her!

	“You’ve misspelt my name!” I announced triumphantly.

	“So?” She arched her eyebrow.

	“Well….er….um….”

	“Now listen carefully. You are entering a very efficient office. I mean to keep it like that. I demand respect from all office staff and require you to serve our customer’s needs and our manager’s needs with the same courteous regard. Everyone is to be addressed as Mister, Mrs. or Miss, apart from your fellow office girls of course. They should always be addressed by their Christian names.”

	I tried to interject. “I am not an office…”

	“Your duties are as stated in your contract. Veer from them and I will be on top of you like a ton of bricks. If your performance does not meet with my high standards then you will be sent to Mister Davies. I can assure you that you will not want to visit him twice. Understand Linzi?”

	“Er yes…but it’s not Linzi, it’s Lindsay. And I am here to do publicity work not office work.” I do detest people foolish enough not to listen.

	She stepped forward, towering and intimidating. “Listen Linzi,” she spat pointedly, “the job description includes publicity amongst your office duties. More importantly your contract clearly states that you must perform tasks that are specifically given to you by the managers here. Is that clear Linzi?”

	“Yes…but my name is…”

	“Yes Miss Morgan! Let’s start as we mean to go along, shall we?” She snapped.

	“Yes …Miss Morgan. All I wanted to say was…”

	“I’m too busy to listen to you right now. It’s time you did some work around here.”

	She opened the office door and I walked into the quiet, professional world of Davies Ltd.

	The girls went busily about their work desperately trying to avoid Miss Morgan’s eye.

	“Here’s your desk.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.”

	I sat at a desk with a computer, and a small telephone switchboard. I was grateful to sweep my bare legs under the table, though I was shocked by how much a kilt rides up when you sit down. I tugged at it uselessly.

	“Until we can find you something useful to do you will be our receptionist.”

	Receptionist! I had to say something, but I did not exactly relish an argument in front of the other girls.

	“When the phone rings you lift it up and say: “Good Morning you are through to Davies Limited, this is Linzi speaking, how may I be of service to you.” Try it.

	“Er good morning,” I stammered, “you are ….”

	“With the phone in your hand you little fool.”

	I could hear some giggles coming from the other girls.

	“Silence,” Miss Morgan commanded and the office returned to the quiet, smooth running machine.

	I lifted up the phone, my mouth feeling dry. “Good Morning you are through to Davies Limited, this is Lindsay speaking, how may I be of service to you.”

	“What is your name?” She sighed as if talking to the most stupid person on the planet.

	“Lyndsay,” I said, trying to sound resolute, but failing miserably under her wilting gaze.

	“What is on your badge?”

	“Well, that is wrong…” I protested.

	“What is on your badge?” She insisted.

	“Linzi,” I replied.

	“Exactly. Now is it not going to confuse things around here if you have two names?”

	“Well, I suppose it might.” It did seem logical; she did have a point.

	“So, let us stay with Linzi.” She said emphatically. “So, do it again. And this time make sure you sound like you are offering a service. Say it with a smile fixed to your face.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I swallowed and found a smile. I must say I felt deeply silly as I went through with the mantra wearing such a ridiculous fixed grin. “Good Morning. You are through to Davies Limited, this is Linzi speaking, how may I be of service to you?”

	“It will have to do. You then put the caller through to the manager asked for. Now I am going to my desk,” She announced marching back passed the girls. “But I will keep an eye on you Linzi.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said relieved to finally see the back of her.

	Miss Morgan sat behind a desk facing us and glowered at us. She appeared to be taking in every detail of the room.

	Then I noticed that the blond girl who had been outside the fitting room was sat with her hand stuck straight up. Her face was slightly flushed as well it might be, having to engage in such a demeaning act in order to get attention.

	However, Miss Morgan deliberately ignored her, her eyes sweeping the room.

	The blond girl tried to make her hand higher.

	Suddenly Miss Morgan’s eyes narrowed on a short timid looking brunette with a cute face.

	“Venessa!”

	“Yes Miss Morgan?” Venessa trembled.

	“Don’t slouch girl! That is hardly going to impress our clients is it?”

	Venessa shot up in her chair. “No Miss Morgan. Sorry Miss Morgan.”

	My stomach turned over. Clients? In here. Seeing me dressed like this, sat behind a desk like some junior office girl.

	“Linzi!”

	I leapt upright.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” my mouth dried immediately.

	“Keep your legs together! You’re not in some tarty discotheque now!”

	My thighs slammed together as if on elastic. I felt my cheeks burn. Oh, God. This was dreadful.

	“And finally, you Katie.”

	I turned to see the blond girl gratefully drop her arm and plead earnestly: “please Miss Morgan may I go to the toilet.”

	“You may,” announced Miss Morgan loudly in order to heighten poor Katie’s mortification.

	The blond girl rose briskly, her little kilt flapping about her legs.

	“In a moment,” Miss Morgan continued sadistically. “Finish your work first.”

	Katie froze, bewildered and then sat down again, her face puckered in discomfort.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” she choked.

	I noticed that Miss Morgan bore a smug, satisfied leer. What a hateful woman. If that cow thought that I would be putting my hand up if I wanted to spend a penny, she was very much mistaken!

	Just then the phone rang. Oh, God. My stomach turned over. I could see that I had Miss Morgan’s undivided attention. I lifted the handset with a shaking hand and closed my eyes. From somewhere I found a wide smile: “Good Morning you are through to Davies Limited, this is Linzi speaking, how may I be of service to you.”

	I had no idea whether I had spoken the words. All I could hear was the boom-boom of my thumping heart. A male voice at the other end of the receiver said something.

	“I’m sorry, could you repeat that,” I whispered desperate that miss Morgan had not heard me.

	“I would like to speak to Mr. Davies please,” the voice said, emphatically as if I were a total idiot.

	“Yes sir, certainly,” I said. I put the call on hold and pressed the button marked Mr. Davies.

	Somehow, I managed to put the call through. I put the phone down and sat back in my seat as if I had been through the worst ordeal imaginable.

	“Linzi, Linzi, Linzi!”

	I gasped. Miss Morgan was right next to me.

	“Yes, miss Morgan?” I gulped.

	“Did you ask for the caller’s name before you put him through?”

	“I…er...no Miss Morgan.”

	Miss Morgan pursed her lips angrily. Please don’t shout at me in front of all the girls. Please.

	“Write out a hundred times in your neatest handwriting: Even fluffy headed receptionists like me must always ask for the caller’s name.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said smartly. Phew. That was a close one. I had a little victory there.

	I set about my task with earnest. I gratefully wrote, as neatly as I could; ‘even fluffy headed receptionists like me must always ask for the caller’s name.’ Then I began again directly beneath the first line.

	Miss Morgan walked away: “Oh, Katie?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan?” Katie asked hopefully.

	“You may now visit the toilet.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan. Thank you, Miss Morgan,”

	I heard Katie getting up and going to the door.

	“And do hurry up girl!”

	“Yes Miss Morgan. Of course, Miss Morgan.”

	I heard the office door shut.

	As Miss Morgan returned to her seat, I ensured that my legs were firmly together beneath my desk. I felt an odd stirring in my groin. As if I were feeling sexually excited. It was then that I remembered the tube that was locked so firmly around my member.

	Ugh. I was desperate to have a wank. I crossed my legs trying to forget about it. I concentrated on my lines. I knew that the device would remain steadfast and that I would have to control my whims. ‘Even fluffy headed receptionists like me must always ask for the caller’s name,’ I wrote desperate to take my mind off my enclosed, imprisoned member.

	Just then the office outer door opened. Oh, thank God. It was Deborah.

	She looked fantastic in a light grey trouser suit, her lovely long legs and blond hair seeming to brighten up the office.

	“Hello girls!” She announced.

	“Good morning Miss Ford.”

	My mouth fell open. Miss? She was my wife! Miss Ford? That was her maiden name!

	She saw me and I have never felt so grateful and so relieved. She would sort out the dreadful Miss Morgan for me.

	“Oh, hi!” She strode up to me and examined my name plate. “Linzi. Oh, that is sweet. Are you settling in here alright Linzi?”

	“Uhm. Yes. Thank you.” I said in shock.

	She then turned and asked Miss Morgan: “and how is how new recruit shaping up Miss Morgan?”

	Miss Morgan came over with an ugly, superior smirk on her face. I felt a tremor in my tummy.

	“Early days Miss Ford, early days,” she was now towering above me.

	My cheeks flushed hot as I looked up at my wife. She was a manager, wasn’t she? I had to say something.

	“I’m the new publicity manager here,” I said weakly.

	Deborah laughed gaily. “Oh, are you my sweet. A manager eh? She winked at Miss Morgan. “My, my. And what does a publicity,” she paused to emphasis the next word, “manager, do?”

	She had an awful smile on her face. Wait till we got home, then I would tell her how uncomfortable she made me feel.

	“I, er, answer the phone,” I said lamely.

	The other girls laughed.

	“Silence,” commanded Miss Morgan.

	Deborah turned the sheet of paper on which I was writing my lines around. She pursed her lips: “but room for improvement eh Miss Morgan?”

	“There certainly is,” Miss Morgan announced spitefully.

	“Well,” Deborah said, bringing the conversation to a close. “We had better watch out for you then. A manager eh?”

	“Yes,” I said uncertainly.

	“And you concentrate on your lines Linzi.”

	I nodded shamefaced.

	She walked off, her gorgeous bottom wriggling in her trouser suit.

	I looked up and saw that Miss Morgan was not very pleased with me.

	Katie came back into the room and saw my wife. She smiled and did her little bob again as she said: “Good Morning miss Ford.”

	“Good morning Katie,” my wife replied.

	Deborah opened Mr. Davies’s door. “Hi Bryan. I’m back. They’re coming over after lunch. We have a chance to brush up on our figures if you have some time to spare.”

	“Great Debbie, I always have time for you.”

	Deborah closed the door and without a glance back at me marched to her own sales office and closed the door.

	Well! He called her Debbie and got away with it. She had clearly not heard the oaf. I once called her Debbie because I was cross with her and was forced to empty the airing cupboard and iron everything.

	“Coffee break girls,” Miss Morgan announced.

	A general murmur of relief ran around the office. I must say that I felt I it too. I stretched out my legs feeling their unaccustomed nakedness beneath the kilt.

	“Not you Linzi, nor you Beckie!”

	A red-haired girl looked horror struck. I took it that she was Beckie.

	“Oh, please miss Morgan. I am so sorry. I have rewritten all the letters again.” Beckie stood cowed before Miss Morgan. She also did the same bobbing motion as Katie.

	“Come with me girls,” Miss Morgan announced casually as she headed for Mr. Davies’ office.

	Beckie looked at me earnestly, but I was helpless. What could I do?

	Nothing except follow Beckie into Mr. Davies’s office whilst Miss Morgan held the door open for us.

	I noticed the other girls were keeping a concerned eye on us as they made their coffee.

	“Katie. One coffee for Mr. Davies and one tea for me.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” Katie said.

	Miss Morgan closed the door making me feel trapped and vulnerable. There is something odd about having just a little kilt around your legs.

	Mr. Davies rubbed his face, as if irritated and tired at the same time.

	“Katie this is your second visit here this week!”

	“Oh, yes Mr. Davies, but you see…”

	“Shut up,” Mr. Davies commanded.

	Katie shut up and shuffled in her short kilt. At least mine was not that short!

	“Yes, mister Davies,” Katie whispered her hands hugging her bottom.

	“What do you suggest Miss Morgan?”

	Katie peered imploringly at Miss Morgan.

	The dark-haired woman gave that chilling sadistic smile that I had already come to fear. “At least twelve Mr. Davies.”

	Katie whimpered.

	“I fear you are right.” Mr. Davies rose and removed his jacket. “Lie over my desk Katie.”

	“Yes, Mister Davies.”

	Katie lay smartly over his desk her cute bottom pushing up her little kilt. Her legs shuffled.

	Mister Davies came around and lifted up Katie’s kilt and lay it flat on the small of her back.

	She wriggled vulnerably.

	Suddenly I realized that Katie was wearing the same white kickers as the ones Deborah had me wear. They had the same little lacy motifs around the legs.

	What a coincidence. But one I would certainly not share with Deborah. I was not allowed to look at other women. I could never explain how I came to see Katie’s underwear.

	Miss Morgan appeared with a thin long cane and handed it smugly to Mr. Davies before stepping back.

	“Usual rules Katie. You should know them by heart by now!”

	“Yes Mr. Davies,” came the muffled voice. She must have buried her face in her arms.

	The canning took five minutes. The blows were landed precisely and rhythmically in a slow continuous manner

	At first, Katie barely reacted but gradually her humphs on each blow, gave way to grunts and then to cries.

	The poor girl’s backside was layered with neat red tramlines. They looked somehow decorative across the tight white knickers.

	During this the door was knocked. Miss Morgan said ‘come in’ and in a totally surreal moment Katie entered with a tray carrying a coffee and tea. She put it on the desk as if what was taking place was the most natural thing in the world. She then stood waiting to be dismissed without catching my eyes or looking at poor Katie.

	“Run along,” Miss Morgan barked.

	“Yes Miss Morgan, thank you Miss Morgan,” Katie said eager to get out.

	The door closed. Mr. Davies sipped his coffee and the beating resumed.

	At last Mr. Davies rested the cane on his desk and rubbed his arm.

	“You may rise.” Mr. Davies said.

	“Yes Mr. Davies.” Katie sniffed as she rose stiffly, her hands suspended behind her.

	Miss Morgan stepped forward, “don’t you dare even think about touching your bottom you naughty girl.”

	“No Miss Morgan.”

	I could tell that the poor girl would dearly love to rub her bruised flesh. She held onto the back of her kilt, tugging it.

	“Run along,” Miss Morgan said cruelly.

	“Yes Miss Morgan. Thank you, Mister Davies.”

	I did not dare to turn around to see Katie leave. But when the door closed behind her I felt my heart thumping. This did not seem a wise time to complain about the over bearing nature of Miss Morgan’s’ management style.

	“Now then,” Mr. Davies stared hard at my name badge, “Linzie. What’s the problem here?”

	Now was my chance! “Well, there seems to have been a complete misunderstanding…”

	“Waste of space,” spat Miss Morgan cutting me off. “First nothing but complaints about the uniform.”

	“Well, I er….” I interjected.

	“What is wrong with the uniform Linzie?”

	I goldfished, mouth opening and closing but nothing being said. I was desperately trying to find the words. Here I was, a grown man standing before them wearing a kilt that looked more like a skirt, a blouse that was definitely a girl’s and these socks and shoes. Was he blind?

	Mr. Davies looked at Miss Morgan in disbelief. “Have any of the other office staff expressed their displeasure with the uniform?”

	“Of course not. They love it Mr. Davies and are very grateful to you for providing it.”

	Mr. Davies shook his head sadly as if standing before an ungrateful child.

	“There’s plenty more I’m afraid. Atrocious telephone manners.” Continued Miss Morgan.

	Mr. Davies tutted.

	Was this some dreadful joke?

	“And worst of all when the sales manager greeted every one, this stuck-up little tramp did not even have the good manners to reply.”

	Didn’t I? “Oh, yes,” I exclaimed, remembering. “She said hello girls. Well, clearly I am not a girl?”

	Mr. Davies slumped onto his desk and stared at me. “Linzie, Linzie, Linzie. What are we going to do with you? A busy manager finds time to greet you all and you do not have the courtesy to even reply.”

	Put like that it did sound bad.

	“It is worse,” Miss Morgan continued, “when miss Ford then made a special effort to make the new member of staff feel at home not once did Linzie address her as Miss Ford.”

	This was crazy. I looked desperately at Mr. Davies.

	“Linzi. It was made quite clear to you in the contract that you were to address managers as Mister, Miss or Mrs.,” Mr. Davies said emphatically.

	“I didn’t read the contract,” I said sharply. My best defense; ignorance. I felt pleased with myself for scoring a point at long last.

	Miss Morgan came up next to me, towering above me and making me shiver. “But I did tell you before you even entered the office. Did I not?”

	“Er yes Miss Morgan. Sorry Miss Morgan.”

	Mr. Davies shook his head, “and I mentioned it to you before that!”

	I was defeated. I would have to go along with them until I could find the right words to explain how wrong they were. “I’m sorry Mr. Davies it will not happen again.”

	“How many Miss Morgan?” Mr. Davies looked inquisitively at Miss Morgan.

	“I resign!” I announced quickly. Sod the lot of you, I thought.

	“Resignation accepted.”

	Relief flooded through me. I sighed. The nightmare was over.

	“How many Miss Morgan?”

	“I’ve resigned,” I squeaked, twisting on my low-heeled shoes.

	“I think we are talking about a major lesson in manners, courtesy and professionalism, Mr. Davies.”

	Mr. Davies nodded sagely. “I think you are right.”

	Oh God. Were they deaf? “I told you. I have resigned.”

	Miss Morgan sighed loudly. “Still isn’t saying Mr. Davies, Mr. Davies.”

	“I noticed Miss Morgan.”

	I felt my cheeks burn and tears formed in my eyes. “Mr. Davies, please I have said I resigned.”

	“I heard you Linzi. And I accepted. You must now work a months notice. And believe me we will endeavor to send you onto your next employer with at least a modicum of good manners.”

	“Please ask Deborah to come in here,” I squealed plaintively.

	Mr. Davies looked very crossly at me.

	“I mean Miss Ford.” I corrected myself. “Please. She will help me.”

	Mr. Davies lifted up his phone with a sigh and tapped out a number. “Debbie? Hi. Will you join us? I know how busy you are. Some staff problems. Great.” He put down the phone. “She is on her way.”

	I felt so relieved. “She will tell you.”

	The door opened and my wonderful wife entered. Never was I so pleased to see her!

	“Deborah…” I began but was smartly cut off.

	Mr. Davies stood. “Debbie, our new member of staff here has been found to be disobedient, impolite and incompetent. Linzi seems to feel that you will explain to us why she should not be punished.”

	“Oh?” Deborah looked quizzically at me. “You know Linzi you do have flights of fantasy above your station.” Deborah giggled. She turned to Mr. Davies, “Linzi kept seeing the position as one of a manager.”

	They all laughed at me.

	“Please Deb, er Miss Ford…”

	“And about time to!” Deborah spoke as if she were an impatient school teacher. “Miss Ford to the likes of all office staff.”

	The nightmare was worsening. Why was she doing this. Deborah was capable of teasing me something rotten at home. Several times she had reduced me to tears but then she would give me a big hug and tell me not be silly. Yet here we seemed a million miles away from a hug.

	“I’ve heard enough,” Mr. Davies announced lifting up the cane. “Thank you, Debbie.”

	“Thank you, Bryan.”

	With that my one hope of avoiding this frightful situation walked out of the door.

	Oh God. I felt my mind move into a haze. I could not think.

	“Bend over the desk Linzie.”

	My mind was in turmoil. I did not know what to do. I found myself bending over the desk. My kilt was thrown up at the back revealing my panties to Miss Morgan and Mr. Davies. This was horrible.

	“Why is Linzie permitted a long skirt Miss Morgan?” I heard Mr. Davies ask.

	“I’ll correct the matter after lunch Mr. Davies.”

	“The office cannot look smart if one member is not wearing the regulation uniform Miss Morgan.”

	“Quite Mr. Davies.”

	I heard some movement and then my ordeal began.

	The first slash was truly painful. A hot line razored across my buttocks. I think I squealed. The next one came quite close to it and was just as searing. Then the third.

	I had a mental image of poor Katie in the same position with her tight white knickers and stripped bottom. I knew that mine was going to look exactly the same. How shameful!

	I had not been counting and the strokes went on forever. Once he had covered my buttocks he moved down to the backs of my thighs. He started just below my knickers and worked slowly down to half way between my bottom and knees. Then he made his way back up again. This was agony.

	I squealed and cried like a little girl. Hot tears flooded down my cheeks.

	All I wanted was for this chastisement to end. I vowed never be put myself into this position again.

	If they wanted me to call them all Mr. or Mrs. or Miss or sir or even my Lord, I would have agreed. Readily and eagerly.

	“Thank you, Linzie.”

	It had been Mr. Davies who had spoken. I dared not rise just yet.

	Miss Morgan spoke next. “Come on Linzi, you are shirking! Back to work!”

	I rose as stiff and painful as I can ever remember myself being. My ass and legs were on fire.

	As I straightened, I felt the kilt drop back over my legs. It tickled the burning irritation at the back of my legs.

	I went to grip my burning cheeks.

	“Now, now, Linzi,” Miss Morgan said warningly. “Little hands are not allowed to touch burning bottoms. It is part of your punishment that you will spend the rest of the day never able to get comfortable on your secretarial chair.”

	“Yes, Miss Morgan, “I heard myself whisper.

	“Good. Now thank Mr. Davies for giving you his valuable time.”

	“Thank you, mister Davies,” I croaked eager to be out of the room.

	“Run along now Linzi and don’t let me see you in here again!”

	“No, Mr. Davies, thank Mr. Davies.”

	Tearfully I made my way back to my desk. I needed to go the toilet to dry my eyes and have a surreptitious rub of my enflamed cheeks. But I would not give Miss Morgan the satisfaction of me going without permission. That would leave me open to more punishment. I would show her! I would wait and then put up my hand as Katie had done earlier. Then I would ask permission and no doubt Miss Morgan would feel some sympathy for my plight and let me go immediately

	I was not going to let those two bullies get the better of me!

	As for Deborah, well, she had a lot of explaining to do.


Chapter Two

	The office clock turned slowly.

	My burning backside and raw thighs made sitting comfortably totally impossible. I wriggled and squirmed, constantly trying to move a different part of my searing bottom onto the hard wooden chair. No sooner would I find a less uncomfortable position than, within seconds, the chair would exacerbate the stinging and I would have to fidget again. What a cruel punishment a spanking is.

	Needless to say, that Miss Morgan was permanently on my case. “Stop wriggling girl!”

	I would then of course have to keep still for a while. Oh, what torture. If my darling Deborah knew what agonies I was going through she would put a stop to it immediately.

	Worse, my penis was desperate for relief in two very different ways. I had not urinated since I left the house this morning and my bladder was aching. Secondly, for some bizarre reason my penis was frantic to erect itself. I guessed that the reason for this was that the chastity belt that held it was rubbing and exciting it. However, as it tried to stiffen the tube held it in place preventing it from expansion. This in turn excited it more. I could see that I was being tormented far more than Mr. Davies intended when he insisted, I wore it.

	When Mr. Davies chose to remove it, I would ensure that he would not be allowed to replace it.

	I was now desperate for a pee. I crossed my legs gingerly. It was still only twelve o’clock. When were we allowed to go for lunch so that I could relieve myself?

	Half an hour ago Vanessa, the short cute brunette, had put her hand up and was allowed to go to the toilet straight away.

	If she was allowed, then so, surely, would I.

	Were the hands on the clock actually turning?

	I groaned.

	“Did I hear someone!” Roared Miss Morgan looking directly at me.

	I kept my head down, avoiding eye contact.

	This was ridiculous. I made a decision. I raised my hand high so that Miss Morgan would clearly see it.

	She just carried on writing. I coughed to attract her attention but still she worked on.

	I glanced around at the other girls looking for support. They simply smiled spitefully and looked away. Bitches!

	“Miss Morgan,” I said softly.

	“I hope no one is trying to distract me,” she said firmly, still concentrating on her writing.

	Oh, that woman! Some people are just useless with authority. You give them a little bit of power and it goes to their heads. I was certain that within a matter of days Mr. Davies would recognize my qualities and elevate me to her position. Then I would show this jumped-up cow who was the boss. And for that matter I would keep a firm hand on these silly girls who were now tittering about my predicament.

	“Miss Morgan,” I repeated, my arm straining in the thin material of the blouse.

	I regretted saying it the moment the words tumbled from my mouth. I felt the office hold its breath. Miss Morgan froze and then her fearsome eyes rose slowly to mine. I felt my tummy turn over. Oh, dear. I hope I was not in line for another visit to Mr. Davies. I wriggled self-consciously.

	Miss Morgan put her pen down and stared hard at me. I lowered my arm and looked back to my lines.

	“Even fluffy headed receptionists like me must always ask for the caller’s name,” was written out neatly on the page. I had reached eighty lines.

	“Linzi!”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I shot up in my seat.

	“You must never, ever, call out. Is that clear?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said earnestly, “but you see I.”

	“Have I asked you a question?”

	I thought for a moment. She had not. “No Miss Morgan.”

	“Then should you be speaking?”

	The answer was obvious: “No Miss Morgan.”

	She gave me a withering, admonishing glare and then returned to her writing.

	I stamped my foot in frustration. I had never been made to feel so powerless. At least Deborah allowed me a right to reply, even if I did sometimes have to put it in writing.

	My bladder was now hurting. It hurt so much it even distracted from the ache of my buttocks and thighs. I put my hand up again, I was going to show her that she was not going to get the better of me!

	I rubbed my bare thighs together under the thin material of the kilt. I did anything I could to try and distract myself from what I so desperately needed to do.

	I am sure that Katie chuckled at my discomfort. It was a good thing for her that Miss Morgan did not hear her.

	Finally, Miss Morgan sat up, put down her pen, and looked at me in what I can only describe as a disdainful manner.

	“Yes Linzi?”

	I sighed, at last! “Please miss Morgan may I go to the toilet.”

	“There now. Isn’t that the best way? Wait until you are spoken to and then reply.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.” My bladder burnt.

	“Have you finished your lines?”

	“Er. Nearly Miss Morgan.”

	“Nearly?” She repeated doubtfully. “Then I suggest you finish them and then you may ask again.”

	She picked up a report and flicked through it. Our little conversation was at an end.

	I stared down at my lines. I had twenty left to do! I picked up my pen and started writing furiously: ‘even fluffy headed receptionists like me must always ask for the caller’s name.”

	Miss Morgan’s voice broke through my world of pain and discomfort. This time she sounded patronizing. “I hope you are writing them out neatly Linzi. It would be a terrible shame if you had to write them all out again.”

	Oh, the horrible bitch! And this time I definitely heard Katie snigger.

	“Katie, was that you making that awful noise?” Miss Morgan asked.

	Ha, ha. Little Katie was in for it now.

	Miss Morgan froze her with an icy gaze: “I thought you would have learnt quite a lesson this morning.”

	Katie lowered her head and blushed. “Yes Miss Morgan.”

	“Why don’t you stand at the back facing the wall for a while?”

	Katie rose tugging down her tiny skirt over a bottom I knew was as enflamed as mine. She walked to the back of the office with head hung down.

	“That will give you a moment to contemplate your naughty, errant ways.”

	Katie faced the wall and did that little bob I had witnessed so many times before. “Yes Miss Morgan.”

	It was a good ten minutes before I had finished my lines. I now had my hand up again. Yet again Miss Morgan was in no hurry to acknowledge me. I crossed and uncrossed my naked thighs and bent my stomach double to try and relieve the weight.

	“Now then Linzi I think you have something to ask of me?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan. Please may I go to the bathroom. I have finished my lines.”

	“Bring them to me.”

	I rose carefully. My bladder was bursting. Any sudden movements could easily lead to an embarrassing moment.

	I handed her the three sheets with the hundred lines on. She scrutinized them carefully and then laid them face down on the desk.

	“And what do they say?”

	I swallowed. My head was spinning from the need to pee. “Even fluffy headed receptionists like me must always ask for the caller’s name”.

	“Good girl! Well done. You seem to have learnt your lesson.”

	“Oh, yes Miss Morgan. Thank you, Miss Morgan.” Oh, let me go, you horrible cow!

	“So, it won’t happen again?”

	“No Miss Morgan.”

	“Good, then run along and hurry back.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan, thank you Miss Morgan.”

	I felt so grateful and, I kid you not, I even found myself performing the little bob I had witnessed the other girls executing.

	However, my needs were too urgent to analyses what was happening.

	Out in the corridor the Gents was next to the Girls toilets.

	I went into the Gents and saw the three urinals.

	I went up to them knock kneed, desperate to hold it all inside for just another few seconds.

	It was then, as I fumbled beneath the kilt, that it dawned on me. Mr. Davies’s cruel restraint bent my penis backwards between my legs. I could not pee forwards like a man.

	I twisted around and backed up to the urinal, tugging down my knickers but soon realized that this was a recipe for a disaster. I would spray everywhere including down my legs and socks.

	I looked around the toilets in disbelief. They only had urinals. No cubicles

	There was only one thing for it.

	I shot into the ladies. I was dashing so fast that I barely noticed the glamorous, blond woman at the wash basins touching up her makeup.

	“Hello Linzi,” she said amused at my knock-kneed running.

	I did not answer. There was no time. I dashed into the cubical. Slammed the door shut and sat down. Tugging my knickers down in the same movement.

	No one in history felt the relief I felt at that particular moment. It gushed like Niagara and went on for ages. I thought I would never stop.

	When it was finally empty, I felt the greatest release ever.

	I exhaled loudly.

	“Are you all right Linzi?” she sounded amused.

	I wiped myself between the legs with a tissue, pulled up my knickers and came out to face Deborah.

	Fortunately, she was in a good mood. I hated having to ask anything of her when she was in a dark forbidding mood. But she was smiling and her eyes were glittering.

	She had just finished doing her eyes.

	“Better Linzi?” She asked as if entertained by my exploits.

	“Yes Miss Ford.” I washed my hands and carefully asked, “do you think it’s all right to call you by your Christian name? I mean, I you are married to me,” I added uncertainly, my voice trailing away.

	I saw the smile leave her mouth.

	I quickly added; “I mean in here. In private.”

	“Best not,” she confided. “What if Miss Morgan were to come in and over hear you?”

	“That’s true,” I agreed. That was a good point. You could always rely on Deborah to see the problem as a whole. “But why Miss Ford and not Mrs. Hawkins, after all you are my wife. You should use my surname.” I had never heard of anyone other than actresses retaining their maiden name.

	My wife put her makeup back into her bag and turned her face one way, then the other, in the mirror, to check that she was fine. She looked great of course. She always did.

	“Well, it would not do for the others to know we are married, would it dear?”

	Why not, I wondered. “Oh,” I said uncertainly.

	“The other girls in the office might feel that you are getting special favors from me.”

	I nodded. That made sense.

	She sped towards the door pulling her shoulder bag on.

	“Er Miss Ford,” I said quickly as she held the door open. “I’ll meet you at lunchtime. There is so much you need to know about what happens in the office.”

	“It all sounds riveting Linzi but I am afraid that Mr. Davies is taking me out to lunch today.”

	The door closed before she could hear me ask about later.

	I looked about the deserted toilets and satisfied that I was alone gave my beaten bottom a great big joyous rub. Ha! Miss Morgan would not know about that! I notched that up as another victory over the horrible cow.

	*****

	Our lunch turned out to be a bizarre affair.

	Miss Morgan led us single file, like school children, to a small room where the six of us sat in rows.

	A waitress then gave us a selection of sandwiches along with a choice of orange or apple juice. She wore a short blue shift that buttoned up the front, along with an apron and cap.

	Each of the girls in turn ignored the waitress and thanked Miss Morgan for their food. I, of course, was smart enough to do likewise. The waitress seemed to be in as much awe of Miss Morgan as the other office girls. After we started eating, in total silence, I should add, the waitress delivered to Miss Morgan a plate of steaming tagliatelle with chicken in a cream sauce.

	She then poured Miss Morgan a glass of cool, dry, white wine and stood beside her awaiting any future requests.

	It became even weirder. When we finished our plain sandwiches we simply sat there and waited patiently for Miss Morgan to finish her meal. Unbelievably the waitress took away her empty plate but then returned with a dish of chocolate cake and cream. Worse, Miss Morgan’s, glass was then topped up with more wine.

	This was dreadfully unfair. However, none of the other girls complained so I sat with them, simply staring patiently into space. Yet another complaint to be made to Deborah - when she had a moment to spare me.

	Miss Morgan barely touched her sweet. She glanced about and said to the red head, Beckie, “you’ve been a good girl this morning. Here, finish this.”

	With that she pushed the scrumptious sweet in the direction of the over joyed girl.

	“Thank you Miss. Oh, Thank you.”

	The rest of us sulked and pouted. As you know I had completed one hundred lines to her satisfaction. If anyone deserved a treat it should have been me.

	Miss Morgan rose. “Come with me Linzi. We have something to sort out don’t we.”

	“Do we Miss Morgan?”

	“Such an airhead.” Miss Morgan smiled sweetly, all the girls laughed at me. “Have you forgotten so soon?”

	I did not know what she was talking about, but being laughed at by this bunch of silly girls was too much. I stood, said nothing more, and followed the tall woman out of the canteen.

	As soon as I closed the door behind me, I could hear the girls start jabbering. I decided not to tell Miss Morgan about their lapse.

	We headed back to the fitting room. Thank God I was going to be given back my trousers.

	Two minutes later I felt fit to burst into tears.

	In a moment of absolute shame Miss Morgan stripped me of my kilt and gave me a tiny, even lighter, and much shorter kilt of the type the other girls wore. It must have been only twelve inches deep.

	As I stood in my socks and knickers feeling sniffles coming on, I decided to try and reason with her. “Please Miss Morgan this is definitely not a kilt. It’s a mini skirt made of some satin tartan material.”

	“You heard Mr. Davies, didn’t you? He is a stickler for presentation in his office. Now imagine if some of the other girls complained because you were allowed to wear a longer kilt than them.”

	This was crazy. It was not a kilt.

	“Of course, if you want me to interrupt Mr. Davies’s important lunch date and ask him.”

	Hmmph! He was not on a date! He was with my wife. However, I felt it was wise not to disrupt his lunch.

	“Can we ask him later Miss Morgan,” I pleaded sorrowfully.

	“Of course, you can Linzi.”

	Having squeezed that concession out of her I stepped into the kilt and pulled it up. Even with the zipper open at the back it was a struggle to get it over my hips.

	It fitted tightly around my waist and flared out around my hips and thighs. I reached around for the zip.

	“Mmmm, you do have nice legs Linzi.” Miss Morgan said admiringly as she pulled up my zip for me.

	“Thank you, Miss Morgan.”

	“A short kilt really suits you, you know.”

	I had not thought of that. I turned to admire myself in the fill length mirror. She did have a point. My smooth, shaved legs did look sexy with more leg exposed between the kilt and the thin white, knee length socks.

	Miss Morgan put her arm around my shoulder and whispered: “in fact I would love to nibble the insides of your thighs.”

	I tried to push her off, but my efforts were halfhearted. I wanted to hear what else she would say. I felt my heart thumping.

	She squeezed my waist. “And then I could tickle your hot bottom.”

	I felt her hand running up the back of my thigh. For some reason my knees had gone weak and my mind numb. I simply stood there, trembling, allowing her to take liberties.

	She patted my bottom through the knickers and said thoughtfully: “It is a shame the other girls can get away with tricks to make their legs appear longer and more attractive”.

	I turned to her in horror. I bet the other girls did have to tricks to make themselves more attractive.

	“What tricks Miss Morgan?”

	“They always ensure they wear slightly higher heels than anyone else. It makes their legs look longer, slimmer.”

	“That’s unfair,” I pouted.

	She patted my bottom. “It is. Their legs are in no way as lovely as yours. Yet by wearing the higher heels they can.”

	“I have an idea,” I said before adding very quickly, “Miss Morgan.” I was not going to upset her when she was being so kind to me. I gushed at her: “why not let me have higher heels too!”

	She patted my bum firmly. “You clever little thing you! That would put a stop to their tricks.”

	“Exactly!” I said triumphantly. I could see that Miss Morgan could be quite smart at times. She certainly cottoned on to my plan very quickly.

	So, at one thirty p.m. exactly we returned jubilantly to the office. Miss Morgan held my waist in a very protective manner on the walk back, making me feel relaxed and confident. As you can imagine after my dreadful morning with its humiliations and beating, this was a very welcome moment.

	It was odd walking in the higher heels and short kilt. I was constantly tugging the hem at the back, feeling sure that it was not covering my knickers. Miss Morgan slapped my hands quite a few times. “Keep your hands at you side!” she warned me. She should try wearing such a short kilt. But there again, not everyone’s legs could be as nice as mine. I felt so wonderfully assured.

	I could not wait to see the look on the other girl’s faces. They would be so jealous when I walked in. Me with Miss Morgan’s arm around my waist. Of course, I had to be careful if Deborah was there, she would make life hell for me if she saw me with another woman.

	I opened the door wide, ready for my acclaim.

	The shove in my back propelled me into the middle of the office. I was not quick enough to grab hold of the hem of the short kilt as it flapped around my knickers. The three-inch heels forced me to use my arms to desperately keep my balance. I could easily end up landing on my sore bottom on the floor.

	“Now get back to your desk!” Commanded Miss Morgan in her sternest of voices.

	I stood flushed and shell shocked in the middle of the room, all the girls staring in surprise at my entrance.

	“And be sharp about it!”

	I sat smartly down at my desk totally in disbelief. Why the change in her manner?

	“Linzi will be receptionist for the next half hour,” she thundered as the office listened.

	“Then she will join Beckie and Katie in the conference room to keep Mr. Davies and Miss Ford’s clients happy.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” we chanted in unison.

	“Jilly will man the reception desk for the remainder of the afternoon.”

	A dark-skinned girl with short black hair nodded fearfully, “yes Miss Morgan.”

	“Sharon!”

	“Yes Miss Morgan?” It was the first time I had heard the curvy blond speak. Her blue eyes were wide with trepidation.

	“Make sure the uniforms are ready for tonight”.

	Sharon leapt up, performed the familiar bob and ran from the room, her short skirt swinging most sexily around her hips.

	I tugged hard on the hem of my own kilt to try and cover some of the cold chair, but to no avail. My still sore thighs now had the further discomfort of sitting directly upon the wooden chair. Short skirts were all right when showing off your legs but so impractical when sitting.

	I sat waiting patiently for the phone to ring. But now I had new fears. Why did Miss Morgan embarrass me like that, especially as she was so nice to me in the corridor? I guessed that really, she fancied me and had to hide her feelings from the rest of the office. For that reason, it was probably wise of her to push me around like that. No one would then suspect that she and I were so close.

	The second fear was about keeping my wife and her boss’s clients happy in the conference room. Needless to say, there was no way I was going to parade around in this little kilt before a group of men. I wondered if I should write a note to Miss Morgan to explain my position.

	Then the phone rang and I answered with my well-rehearsed mantra: “Good Morning. You are through to Davies Limited, this is Linzi speaking, how may I be of service to you?”.

	In fact, the phone was busy for the next half an hour, leaving me little time to try and understand what was happening. I really needed Deborah to help me make sense of it all.

	*****

	Mr. Davies and my wife returned just after two. They were in good spirits, laughing and joking. Mr. Davies kept his arm around my wife as they swaggered across to his office. I know Deborah would have a few things to say to him about that! Even I, her husband, was not allowed to touch her without instruction.

	They said ‘good afternoon girls’ and we had to reply in unison, “good afternoon Mr. Davies, good afternoon Miss Ford.”

	Then they went in to Mr. Davies’s office. I must say I was quite distracted as I waited for my wife to give her boss a good telling off for putting his arm around her. But they must have straightened it out very quickly because all I could hear was Deborah giggling and laughing. Then it went quiet. I noticed that some of the office girls were stealing glances in the direction of Mr. Davies’ office, no doubt wondering what was going on.

	Fifteen minutes later they re-emerged with my wife looking a bit flushed, a sure sign that she had given him a pretty hard time. I almost felt sorry for the arrogant bastard. I bet she really tore him off a strip!

	Deborah told Miss Morgan that they were going down to the Conference room. When they left, Miss Morgan stood and called Beckie, Katie and myself out to the front of the office.

	Now was the time to tell her that I would find it deeply humiliating to parade around a room in front of clients dressed like this.

	As I walked to the front, I was pleasantly distracted by the way Katie and Beckie’s skirts swished around the tops of their legs.

	Katie had long legs and Beckie short and curvy but, as Miss Morgan had correctly pointed out, the short skirts and high heels made their legs appear equally attractive.

	Then I remembered how Miss Morgan had told me that my legs were better than any of the other girls. I felt a flush of amused confidence.

	“Now you girls better not let me down on this,” She glared at us one by one making us all feel anxious. “Follow me.”

	This was my opportunity to point out the error of her ways. I intended to be firm and resolute. “Oh, Miss Morgan.”

	“Shut up Linzi.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.”

	She could be very cruel sometimes. I know she had to hide her true feelings about me from the rest of the office staff, but really! She could go too far at times.

	We were taken past the conference room, which was one of those expensive looking light wood paneled rooms with a huge impressive table. I could make out Deborah and Mr. Davies hunched over some documents. It was only a quick view and oddly it looked as though he had his hand on her bottom. I know what you are thinking: no way would any man dare do that to Deborah. It just goes to show how seeing is not always believing.

	Miss Morgan took us into the next room, which was a good deal smaller.

	It had a drinks bar and lots of cupboards. Two coffee machines stood on the counter.

	When would Miss Morgan listen to me? Soon it would be too late to replace me. I would have to consider simply walking out.

	“Take these, put them on.”

	Miss Morgan handed us some very frilly lacy items. I saw the girls unfold them and pull them on around their waists. They were aprons!

	“Let one of the other girls tie the bow at the back. I want you to look perfect for our clients. Nice and big and perfect.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” Beckie and Katie said as a chorus.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said a little while afterwards. “Er Miss Morgan, may I have I word?”

	“Put your apron on please Linzi!”

	“It’s just that.”

	“Not another word until you are wearing your apron.”

	Her eyes rolled to the ceiling to demonstrate that she was not even going to look at me until I had put on the ridiculous garment.

	I pulled the tie ends around my surprisingly narrow waist and Katie pulled them taut and I felt her fasten them behind me. I could see Beckie fidgeting as she pulled the apron neatly around her own waist. The bow was so large and flouncy that it was comical. I smiled at the silliness. It made her look delightfully impractical, and decoratively feminine.

	Then Katie walked over to a mirror to check her appearance and I realized that hers was exactly the same as Beckie’s. I understood immediately that my bow would look equally as preposterous.

	I stepped over to the mirror desperate to see how awful it looked. Even from the side angle it stuck out a long way, leaving the strands of the ribbon, along with the bows to bounce on my bottom.

	“Stop admiring yourself Linzi and put this on,” Miss Morgan rebuked me

	“Oh, I was not admir…” I was cut off by the sight of the next item.

	You will not believe this, but she handed me a sort of lacy maids cap every bit as flouncy as the apron.

	Katie and Beckie tied theirs around their heads so that the front frilly part stuck up, neat and white.

	“Oh, no.” I said defiantly.

	“Hygiene regulations,” Miss Morgan said matter of factly. “It’s the law.”

	“Here let me help you,” said Beckie. The nasty, little bitch was smirking at me as she tied it onto my head. She then draped my long hair around the head band section so that the front cap appeared to stand up on its own.

	I gave her a withering look to tell her that one day I would get my own back for this.

	Then I heard voices and laughing in the conference room. The clients were arriving! My stomach turned over. Oh, dear. I still had not told Miss Morgan that I would not be able to help out.

	“Right girls. We will be offering coffee,” she began itemizing her list on her fingers, “tea, natural water and fizzy water during the presentation.”

	“Er Miss Morgan.” I had to tell her sometime. For her benefit as much as mine. She was wasting her time with me. She would only have to explain the same things to the next girl who would replace me.

	The slap across my thigh shocked me. It was a long moment before the impact and the sting registered.

	“Owch!”

	“Now pay attention!” She glared at me with that withering stare.

	I wanted to rub my scolded thigh but knew better by now. This was clearly the disadvantage of wearing a short skirt. She could slap me quite high up the leg with hardly any effort and there was little I could do to prevent it.

	I decided to pay attention. Best wait until after the spiel before informing her of my departure.

	“I hope you all got that because I will not be repeating it.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” we said together.

	“You will service the client’s needs. What they want, they get! Mr. Davies and Miss Ford will be far too busy to concern themselves with such trivia.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” we chorused.

	“At some point Mr. Davies will offer the clients sandwiches. You will take their orders and ensure that the client gets what he wants and that it is suitably presented.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.”

	“Woe betide any young lady that does not perform obediently and smartly. I want obedient girls and smart girls. What do I want?”

	It was as if we had rehearsed it for a school play. We spoke in unison. “Obedient girls and smart girls, Miss Morgan.”

	She humphed, which I was beginning to learn, was her way of saying: ‘it will have to do.’

	She was not the most encouraging of people.

	I saw Katie nervously brushing her apron flat and Beckie touched her hair.

	Oh god. I felt as frightened as the both of them and I was not even going in!

	Miss Morgan opened the door and stepped inside leaving me with the two nervous girls.

	I had to confide with them, I had no one else to talk to.

	“Listen. I don’t want to let you down, but I will not, I repeat, not be going in there. It’s all right for you girls to.”

	Beckie and Katie exchanged an astonished, hurt look.

	Beckie was fuming: “and don’t you think for one moment that we girls always enjoy flaunting ourselves before men like this. God knows what they must think of us. Especially dressed like this”

	“I know what they think of us,” said Katie.

	Beckie squared up to me and as short as she was, I felt quite intimidated by her venom. “It will do you good to feel what it’s like to parade around in front of strangers with an inane smile on your face.”

	Miss Morgan reappeared and opened the doors wide revealing us to the clients who were now sat around the table.

	Oh God. Deborah stood at one end of the room near a huge computer screen. Mr. Davies sat at the head of the table, quietly in control.

	Around the table were five men and two women. They all appeared superior to us. More important. I do not know why. Perhaps it was the thought that we were there simply to serve them.

	“In you go, girls,” ordered Miss Morgan.

	*****

	I saw the other two girls turn on their smiles and walk in, their skirts swaying around the tops of their legs.

	I tried to explain to Miss Morgan for the umpteenth time that there was no way I could go in when she simply gave me the evil eye. Obviously now was not the right time. I followed the other two into the room. I would have to state my position as soon as possible.

	Miss Morgan raced around in front of us and I could feel my little kilt flapping against my bottom. I knew the heels would make it more pronounced and that I appeared to wriggle as much as the other two girls.

	I took a quick peek at the clients and noted that they were eyeing us up in turn. Taking in everything from the heeled T bar shoes, the silky knee length socks, the tiny sexy kilts, the sheer blouses to the daft apron and cap.

	And throughout this ordeal I simply smiled as if I was happy to let this happen.

	I watched as Katie reached the front, turn and face the audience. She bent one knee in front of the other and clasped her hands behind her back in a most supine manner.

	Beckie stood next to her and did exactly the same. Both wearing those idiotic smiles.

	I decided that for the moment it would be wise to play along with this act and mimicked their actions.

	I turned to face Mr. Davies, my amused wife, and their clients dressed like a sexy girl from a male fantasy. I let my knee drop in front of my other leg and put my hands behind my back putting myself on show. And of course, I smiled. I smiled broadly as if I was having the most fun in the world. How mortifying.

	You will not believe this but our audience applauded. All we did was walk in and stand before them and they clapped.

	Then I noticed that their praise was aimed not at us and our performance, but at Mr. Davies and my wife. Deborah modestly directed the clapping back to Mr. Davies who lapped it up like the arrogant bastard he was. I really detested him and was quite sure that Deborah could not wait to move to another job. She was very brave to stick with Mr. Davies for so long. I admired her greatly.

	Miss Morgan stepped forwards. “This is Beckie,”

	Beckie did the bob business, her skirt flapping as she rose back up.

	“This is Katie.”

	Katie followed suit, the smile not wavering on her lips. My tummy was doing somersaults. When would my ordeal end?

	“And this is Linzi.”

	I performed the bob, smile and all. I kept my hands behind my back even though I felt quite sure my kilt was short enough to bounce up and show my knickers.

	“Linzi is new, so be gentle with her.”

	The clients laughed at me and I blushed hot red.

	Miss Morgan continued: “if you require anything at all from my little darlings please just call one over and they will be happy to service your every need.”

	They chuckled again and I felt more humiliated than I had ever been before. And I include the terrible day when Deborah stripped me naked and locked me outside the house after I had burnt her lunch of grilled cheese.

	She did allow me back inside but only after all the neighbors had gathered at our gate to laugh at me. I was so incensed that for once I stood up to her. I informed her that if there should be a repeat of such an awful punishment, I would leave her. She promptly threw me out again! I spent the afternoon, cold and naked in the garden shed. She is not a girl to be trifled with I can tell you.

	Miss Morgan walked away. “I’ll start the coffee and tea, girls,” she told us and then promptly left us.

	I felt so exposed and vulnerable. I would have given anything to be allowed to sit down. Even when Deborah began her presentation, I know the clients continued to eyeball us. What was the point in making us distract the clients like this? Mr. Davies obviously understands little about business. He would soon learn to appreciate what I could offer his company.

	I noticed that the two women clients were just as bad as the men. If not worse! I am sure that neither of them played the slightest attention to Deborah. Rather they amused themselves with us.

	In fact, I was called over by one of the women soon after Deborah had begun pointing at the large computer screen.

	I kept my smile and quietly asked, “yes miss?” This was what I had seen the other girls do when the men had called them over. Except of course all the men had to be called ‘sir’. How degrading. Then they would scurry away to do their bidding.

	“Be a dear,” the lady began eyeing my thighs.

	I noticed that she was only young. Perhaps little more than twenty. Here she was ordering around a man dressed in this demeaning garb who was ten years older.

	She took the opportunity of staring at my legs before returning her eyes very slowly and deliberately to mine. “Be a dear, and fetch me a coffee. One sugar and milk please. Thank you.”

	“Yes miss,” I bobbed.

	I returned calmly to the first room with the bar when everything suddenly speeded up. It was like another world.

	“What is it?” Miss Morgan barked at me.

	“Coffee. White one sugar,” I replied quickly.

	Beckie was pouring a tea and adding a sugar to her cup. She too was moving briskly. Outside in the conference room she moved languidly and easily but here she was moving at break neck speed. She put the tea onto a tray and added a plate of biscuits. She then dashed to the door. At that point she slowed down, fixed the smile and returned with same the grace she possessed when she left.

	To the clients we appeared calm and efficient, but behind the scenes the proverbial swan was kicking its shapely legs like mad. My client’s coffee was placed on the tray. I added the biscuits myself. If Miss Morgan was impressed with my initiative, she certainly hid it.

	As I waited for her praise, she stared at me in disbelief.

	“Go girl, go!” She barked at me.

	I fled as far as the conference room door and then settled to the slow-paced wriggling walk.

	I gave the client her coffee and she accepted the biscuits. She gave me a nastily, haughty smile and I did a bob. I returned to my place next to the other two girls.

	This was going to be a long, hard afternoon. I wished to God I was not wearing heels. Not so much because of the insistent attention my legs received, that was quite nice, but because they were aching from having the muscles at the back of the legs stretched.

	No sooner was I back in line with Beckie and Katie than the other woman, who was sat on the opposite side of the table, crooked her finger at me.

	I wriggled gracefully around to her, smile in place.

	“I would like a Perrier water. Ice and lemon.”

	“Yes Miss.” I bobbed.

	I carried out that and many more demeaning little errands before presentation was over and the clients ordered their sandwiches from us.

	I swear that some of the men were so lusty that they even eyed me!

	To my chagrin Deborah totally ignored me! When she wanted something, she called over Beckie first and then Katie, but never me! I suppose it was to save me some embarrassment but it actually made me feel insulted. I was doing just as good a job as the other two girls.

	In the second half the men asked a lot of technical questions to which Mr. Davies and Deborah answered calmly and authoritatively. I must say that even if I did not understand the questions, I was very impressed with the way they answered them.

	A chubby man in his fifties, who seemed to be in charge of all of the clients, then thanked Mr. Davies and Miss Ford for their efforts and said that he and his team were all looking forward to the party downstairs. Apparently, the rest of this man’s staff would be there.

	Needless to say, no thanks were offered to the three of us office girls who had walked our legs off catering to their every need.

	As soon as Mr. Davies led them out Miss Morgan reappeared from the second room with the speed of a gazelle.

	“Quickly girls. I want this place sorted and you in positions for the party in fifteen minutes!”

	Katie and Beckie threw themselves at the table, gathering up plates and cups in double quick time.

	“Miss Morgan,” I said. I should point out that as I spoke, the two other girls exchanged a look and rolled their eyes to the ceiling. One day I would make them very sorry in deed for their cheekiness. Miss Morgan turned on me with one of her frosty stares. I stepped back involuntarily and gripped my hands defensively in front of me. What do girls do with their hands when they are without pockets?

	“What is it now Linzi?”

	She really emphasized the ‘now’ as if I had spent all day moaning.

	“Sorry Miss Morgan, but it is now five o’clock, and my wife likes me to be at home before her so that I can prepare her a meal.”

	Miss Morgan picked up a long ruler from the table and headed towards me like a tank. Oh, Dear!

	I backed up until I was flat against the wall. “Please Miss Morgan,” I whined, “it’s just that you don’t know how angry she gets and… Ow! Oooooh!”

	She struck me twice on the bare thigh with the horrible ruler. This was definitely the last time I wore a short kilt no matter how good anyone said my legs were.

	“Now you listen to me,” Miss Morgan stated wagging the ruler at me, “I have never before come across such a lazy, idle, good for nothing, tramp like you.”

	As you can imagine I was ready to protest most vehemently at such an outrageous put down. However, when my mouth opened, she had the temerity to slap my thigh again. Oh, god, how those stings hurt. I felt my eyes go hot, the way they do before I start crying.

	“You will listen! I have other uses for your mouth tonight.”

	Katie guffawed and Miss Morgan turned on her heel to face the girl. Katie fled into the second room carrying a jug of water.

	Angrily Miss Morgan swung back to face me, making me cower. “And you are a bad influence!”

	Me a bad influence!

	“I do not have the time to make you stand in the corner. There is far too much to do. The party will start shortly and all the girls will need to be down stairs serving drinks.”

	Serving drinks? Me a cheap barmaid! “Now if you will please give me a chance Miss Morgan.”

	Oooooh! I danced on one leg as the dreadful ruler cut my thigh.

	“Tonight, you will report to my room before we make the trip to the hotel.”

	“Hotel?” I stammered. Yeaow. I started to cry. “Please don’t hit me again.”

	She took hold of my chin and lifted my tear-stained face forcing me to look directly at her. “Have I got a good girl before me or a naughty girl?” she demanded.

	I did not fancy replying to that question. I continued to blub, hoping for some sympathy. You can imagine how much sympathy I got from that disdainful cow! She simply squeezed my jaw tighter.

	“A good girl Miss Morgan,” I whimpered immediately through my crushed mouth.

	She released me. “I thought so. Now tonight I will give you a further twenty strokes of the cane.”

	I did not feel up to protesting right there and then. Besides, as I intended to be at home with my adorable Deborah tonight, Miss Morgan would not have an opportunity to punish me. That would teach her. She would be in her room sadistically swinging her cane and I would be at home tucked up in bed with Deborah. Yet again I had got one over on her.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said letting her feel that she had got away with it on this occasion.

	I sniffled back my tears and helped the girls with the dishes and plates.

	Then Beckie vacuumed the floor whilst Katie and I did the washing up.

	We had barely finished when the other girls from the office trooped in. As ever none of the girls dared to speak.

	I vowed to myself that when Deborah and Mr. Davies promoted me to office manager, which would surely happen sooner rather than later, I would allow the girls to talk, well, at least during their breaks.

	At last, with everything cleaned up six similarly attired girls stood in a neat line. Our hands clasped behind our backs, one knee slightly bent in front of the other, while we faced Miss Morgan.

	Miss Morgan inspected us all, taking in every line, every detail: ‘pull those socks straight girl, brush your hair, straighten your cap. Tie your apron again.”

	Each one of us was found to be remiss in some aspect.

	We were then ordered to turn around so that she could inspect our backs. This was going too far! I already felt self-conscious about my little kilt and the big bow that flounced on it as I walked. However, I chose to follow her instructions in this instance and turned with the other girls.

	“Turn back.”

	We did so.

	“There will be fifty people down stairs in the bar area. Davies Limited have booked the bar for the night. You will remain in position until midnight. You may then have a light meal, something to drink and be sure to be on the coach for the hotel by half twelve.”

	Until midnight? Coach for half twelve? To a hotel? Oh dear no. Deborah would be furious. I would have to escape. There was clearly no point in trying to reason with the intractable Miss Morgan. Nor did I relish having a row with her in front of the other girls. As I had taken to letting her think she always got the better of me, discussing anything was futile.

	“I want to make this quite clear girls: you serve the women as well as the men!”

	I think one of the girls groaned at this but no one was quite sure who it was. Miss Morgan eyed us all angrily and then continued.

	“The women are as much our clients as are the men.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.”

	“And if anyone asks you for a more personal service you must make it clear that you are only allowed half an hour. You see me when you leave with the client and then you will see me when you return.”

	Personal service? Leaving with the client? I wondered what the clients could want. Iron their shirts? Pack their cases? Sew Buttons on shirts? Of course, Deborah had ensured that I was competent in all these housecrafts. It was a shame that I was not going to be staying so that I could impress the clients with my honed skills and services.

	Meanwhile Miss Morgan droned on and on.

	“You will not accept money for services rendered. They will be invoiced by myself and Mister Davies later, as we see fit.”

	Accept money? Gosh, would they give us tips for carrying out chores?

	“The last thing I want is a bunch of fluffy heads like yourselves running around with cash stuffed in your knickers and bras.”

	Oh, she did have a crude way of putting it.

	“Finally, some of your girls are more experienced than others in these matters.”

	She was looking at me!

	I shuffled my feet, hurt being thought of as less capable than any of these airheads at domestic chores.

	“....it might be wise if you resist any exhalations from clients, to go to a room if you are not confident that you can satisfy their needs!”

	I just had to speak up for myself. “If it pleases you Miss Morgan. I would like to point out that I can match any of these girls in any of the skills required by the clients.”

	The other girls laughed and I turned red with indignation.

	“I can! I have been well taught.”

	They laughed again, even louder. Oh, this was awful.

	Even Miss Morgan was smiling. “Linzi that is very noble and brave of you but if you are in any doubt see me and one of the more experienced girls will take over.”

	Now I was cross. I had a good mind to stay and prove that I could satisfy a client’s needs as well as any of these foolish girls. If not better. Perhaps I could delay my escape just to prove a point. Deborah was a stickler for perfect ironing. Indeed house hold chores were an important part of her life: she demanded that I did them perfectly at all times.

	She clapped her hands. “Sharon and Vanessa, you will be in uniform tonight.”

	I saw Sharon and Vanessa’s face fall. Katie, Beckie and Jilly looked very pleased with themselves.

	“Single file, down stairs. No chatting,” Miss Morgan barked.

	Now would not be a good moment to make good my escape. Too many girls around.

	“Linzi?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan?”

	“I was impressed with your little speech just now. About being open for personal services with our clients.”

	“Thank you, Miss Morgan,” again I did that involuntary bob. I must stop doing it.

	“I think you may need a little help in some departments though.” She wore a mischievous smile.

	“Oh, no, really Miss Morgan I am quite capable of doing these things myself. No trouble at all.”

	She smiled softly again, as she had done when I donned the short kilt. She moved in close to me. My heart missed a beat. There was definitely something sexy about her. I know she fancied me. It made me so nervous. Deborah would not even let me speak to another woman let alone allow me to be touched like this. Miss Morgan put her arm around my waist and guided me away from the direction in which the other girls had gone.

	Shamelessly I cuddled up close to her. The stinging from the ruler was fading now, though Mr. Davies’s beating was still burning my bottom and thighs. I decided that perhaps she was not so bad after all.

	We returned to the fitting room. I was so happy, so relieved. She had listened. She was going to give me back my trousers and let me go home to my darling Deborah.

	She closed the door and held my hand firmly. I could hear my heart thumping.

	“Now Linzi I know that you want to do as well as those other girls.”

	“I can do better!” I interrupted but she put her finger on my mouth to gently shut me up.

	“I bet you can!” She nodded. “But you know what will happen don’t you?”

	I shook my head, my eyes wide with fear. She was warning me about something.

	“The other girls will attract more requests from the clients. You see? Then they will crow over how they did everything much better than you. They can be very cruel and bitchy at times.”

	She was right, they were a bitchy lot. I bit my lip. That was an awful thought.

	“You want to do as well as them, don’t you?”

	“Better Miss Morgan!” I announced. I could iron as well as anyone. Deborah often praised my packing abilities. I could cook and sew. I would show these silly girls who was better.

	“The secret is to attract the attention of the clients. Now you do have your nice legs...”

	I blushed and bowed my head, shuffling with humility. She was so honest.

	“But of course, in a dark bar, full of people, your lovely pins will be hidden from view.”

	I nodded, disappointed with that thought.

	“The clients will judge the girls on what they can see.” She said knowingly. “Boobs.”

	My mouth hung open. “boobs Miss Morgan?”.

	“Oh, yes. Believe me I know these girls. They will stop at nothing to attract attention.”

	“That’s not fair!” I pouted. “I haven’t got any.”

	Miss Morgan smiled triumphantly. I had a wonderful feeling that she was going to help me.

	She opened a white box and from beneath a mountain of pretty tissue paper she pulled out a black corset.

	“Oh, I don’t think.”

	“Quiet Linzi, and think about it for a moment.”

	She put her arm around my shoulder. At least she was someone who was looking after my interests.

	“Do you really want to be the only member of that office not to have any requests from a client?”

	I shook my head.

	“Do you want to sit on the coach tonight with all the other girls looking down their noses at you?”

	“No miss Morgan.”

	Of course, I would not be on the coach. I would have escaped by then. But she did have a point. On Monday morning when I returned to the office, probably as manager by then, I would have to face the other girls. I am sure that they would lord it over me if they had enjoyed more requests.

	“There then! Once you have that on you should try these,” she plucked out two very real looking silicone boobs, “you put these in the cups.”

	“Oh, I can’t do that. That’s.” I said shyly, “not right.”

	She smiled. “All the other girls use something to help them up there.”

	Do they now! That clinched it.

	“Thank you, Miss Morgan. I think that on this occasion I will bow to your judgement and advice.”

	She sighed and then smiled. I decided to turn up at the reception down stairs and get more attention than the other girls, perform more chores and then still make good my escape! On Monday morning I could hold my head up high.

	“One other little thing,” Miss Morgan said.

	Oh, she was thoughtful.

	She held out a small white tube of adhesive to me. “This will help secure the boobs to your chest. Stop them slipping out of the cups.”

	“Thank you, Miss Morgan. I suppose a simple hot shower will release the glue at the end of the night.”

	“I’m sure,” she said dismissively.

	Suddenly I kissed her on the cheek. She was so kind and helpful to me.

	Then I went and prepared myself for tonight. I would show these inane girls a thing or two. I would ensure that I attracted most of the client’s attention. I giggled to myself. I bet I would leave some of those girls empty handed.

	 


Chapter Three

	Once I was naked in the fitting room, I put some of the glue onto the breast forms and stuck them into position.

	The glue dried very quickly. In the privacy of the changing room, I bounced up and down making them jiggle like real breasts. I giggled uncontrollably.

	“What are you doing in there girl?”

	“Sorry Miss Morgan.” I held them in my hands and they felt so true to life that it took my breath away.

	“Hurry up girl. Don’t let me think that you are in there shirking, whilst the other girls are working hard down stairs.”

	“No Miss Morgan.”

	I squeezed into the corset, then the corset squeezed me. As I pulled the draw strings closed in front of my new boobs, I felt my lungs fight for air.

	The only odd thing was the corset had suspenders hanging from it. Honestly! They teased and tickled my naked thighs. Wait until I pointed this out to Miss Morgan. I am sure that she would have a good laugh at her mistake.

	I pulled back the curtain and announced myself with a: “dah-dah!”

	“Oh, do get on with it,” she said stuffily.

	She could have at least smiled! Well, I would show her. I held up the suspenders at the front and looked at her haughtily. “And what about these Miss Morgan?”

	She held out a pair of sheer black stockings. “Just move your ass. If we are late then you are in trouble. Trouble with a capital T!”

	I took the stockings and stared at them in astonishment. “I don’t understand.”

	“It’s really quite simple. You roll one up at a time and.”

	“I know how to do it,” I said angrily, feeling my cheeks flush.

	Deborah wore stockings when she went out with the girls or when was working late at the office. ‘Cooler and more comfortable,’ she would assure me. I did not mind her wearing such sexy apparel, I just wished she would wear them for me. I thought girls looked dead sexy in stockings.

	I pulled them through my fingers. They felt fantastically sensuous. Had I been alone I might well have been tempted to give them a try. But for now, I had to put a stop to this, it was becoming ridiculous

	“Miss Morgan,” I said resolutely, “I think that this is going too far!”

	I offered the stockings back to her but she stood, hands on hips, glaring at me. It was an expression that I am sure some people would find quite fearsome. But she was not going to intimidate me! I decided to really show her who was boss. I threw the stockings down at her feet.

	“There!” I declared, in a ‘what are you going to do about that’ manner.

	“Petulant as well as disobedient. Shall I call Mr. Davies?”

	Oh! I swallowed. I could hardly go back on the stand I had made. I would look foolish. However, the thought of Mr. Davies made my bottom feel raw. My bum was still stinging from this morning’s thrashing.

	“Right!” Miss Morgan picked up the phone and tapped out two numbers.

	“Oh, Miss Morgan,” I whined, trying to think of a way out of this situation that could save face for both of us. Obviously, I was not going to wear the stockings and I understood how difficult it is for a manager like Miss Morgan to be seen to back down. Perhaps there was a compromise. “Perhaps we should discuss this first,” I ventured weakly.

	She simply exhaled impatiently. “Oh, Mr. Davies? I am in the fitting room. Yes, it is an emergency. I know you are busy, but if you want a full complement of girls down stairs then I think you had better call up here. Yes, immediately.”

	She put the phone down and smiled triumphantly.

	I felt myself shake. Oh, this was silly. It was only a pair of stockings after all. I could have put them on and then, later, I could have asked Mr. Davies if I really needed to wear them. He would obviously say no and the matter would be closed. I can be a bit dippy at times. I hated confrontations. If Deborah was in a foul mood, I would lock myself in the bathroom until she had regained some composure.

	The door thumped open. It is easy to forget how large Mr. Davies is. He seemed huge at that moment. I backed away, the stockings still on the floor.

	“Not you again!” Mr. Davies stormed.

	“More trouble than she is worth Mr. Davies,” Miss Morgan said with smug satisfaction. “When I requested that she put the stockings on she threw them at my feet. Quite insolent.”

	Mr. Davies burst across the room and grabbed my arm with one large forceful hand. He hauled me to a chair and sat down. I squealed in protest.

	Miss Morgan asked: “shall I get you your cane? A paddle perhaps?”

	Mr. Davies sat down and in one fluent movement threw me down over his lap. I was left looking at the carpet, my bare legs kicking. The brief vision of my bouncing boobs filled my line of sight. They did not seem so amusing now as they jiggled whilst I struggled upside down.

	“No thank you Miss Morgan. There is not time. A good hand spanking will have to do.”

	“Very wise,” Miss Morgan nodded, “ideal for a cheeky little minx like her.”

	Wearing only a corset and the chastity belt I was damn near naked from the waist down. I felt totally exposed and ashamed. But any thoughts of mental pain soon gave way to the physical pain of a strong man intent on spanking the living day lights out of me.

	How I screamed. I cried. I kicked my legs. It was a shameless act but I completely lost control. The spanking really hurt on my already aching backside and he was unrelenting.

	“I’ll wear them,” I shrieked, “honest!”

	Owch! Yeow! It did no good. The beating continued. Unlike his office canning which was slow and regular this was brutal and fast.

	“I’ll be good. I promise. I’ll do anything. Oh. Oh!”

	For a long time, he beat and I yelped like a puppy, offering promises until, as suddenly as it had begun, it ended. He stood up, rolling me unceremoniously off his lap and on to the floor.

	I wept like a baby.

	“Right,” he announced smoothing out his trousers, “I do not expect to be disturbed again.”

	“No Mr. Davies,” I cried.

	He kicked the stockings over to me and I wiped my eyes with my arm and set about rolling them up my smoothly shaven legs.

	I heard the door slam shut but dared not look up. Instead, I sat on my bruised bottom and pulled up the sheer black hose. I twisted to do up the tabs on the suspenders.

	I was still grizzling when I stood up, now corseted and wearing stockings.

	Miss Morgan lifted my chin tenderly and spoke softly as I sniffled. “There now, is that so bad?”

	“No Miss Morgan,” I blubbered.

	“Shall we move on?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.” I wiped my eyes with my hand.

	“Good.” She handed me a little pair of black frilly knickers.

	“Oh,” I said. I thought it best not to argue but wondered where my little white knickers had gone.

	“Your corset is black so your pants should match,” she said evenly.

	That made sense. I took them from her and stepped into the tight elastic. They were much more constricting than my own white ones. They were incredibly tight and firm.

	Then the worst part. I stared in horror at what she was offering me.

	“Oh, no,” I whispered under my breath.

	She was holding out a short black dress with an ‘A line’ pleated skirt.

	I looked earnestly into her hard brown eyes, pleading silently with her.

	She raised an eyebrow and I shook my head.

	“Shall we discuss the matter with Mr. Davies?”

	“Oh, no Miss Morgan, please, no. It’s just that...”

	“Well?”

	“It’s a dress.”

	“Clever girl,” she continued to hold it out for me.

	I shook my head and she draped it over my arm. It felt cool and silky. I wanted to touch and stroke it.

	She then walked over to the phone.

	Oh God! I shook in terror.

	She raised the handset.

	Oh please, please!

	She was about to stab the first button when I hurriedly stepped into the dress.

	She slowly replaced the receiver with that awful smirk she wears when she thinks she has won.

	I pulled it up blindly. I did not know how I was going to get out of this but I knew that the alternative would be another visit from that awful Mr. Davies.

	And I thought Miss Morgan was my friend. How I hated her. As soon as I got my strength back, I would say something very hurtful to her. That would teach her.

	“Turn around girl.”

	I turned and she pulled the zip up. She even managed to make that seem harsh.

	“And turn back.”

	I did so, twisting and turning for her like an obedient dummy.

	She pulled and pushed the front of the dress until she was satisfied.

	“Cleavage is very important to a girl in your position.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said. I was not going to give her another excuse to punish me. I wondered if that was what she was trying to achieve with these humiliating exercises. Turn this way, turn that!

	“Sit!”

	Humph! Was I a little puppy dog now? I sat on the chair behind me and she fell to her knees lifting up my now stockinged feet.

	“What are you doing!” I shouted.

	She was forcing my feet into a pair of tight strappy stiletto shoes.

	She looked fiercely at me and I bit my lip. “Sorry Miss Morgan.”

	Oh, if only Deborah could see what dreadful torments they were inflicting on her poor Lyndsay. Of course, she had her own torments. She had to put up with that arrogant conceited Mr. Davies. She was probably with him right now preparing for the party. I felt as much sympathy for her as I did for myself.

	“Now the other foot.”

	Oh! “Yes Miss Morgan.”

	I felt my other foot being strapped into position. The straps were awfully tight and uncomfortable. I leaned down to loosen them and had a slap to my hand for my trouble.

	“Look carefully girl,” she commanded.

	I looked at the shoes. On a girl they would have been very sexy. Black strappy high heels. I turned my feet around to study them.

	Miss Morgan rose: “they have tiny steel locks securing the straps shut.” She looked down at me, sat on the chair in my short black dress and smiled impishly. “Only the person with the key can release them. And the only person you know who has definitely not been trusted with the key is you. I won’t tell you who actually possess it.”

	I was horrified. “So, I cannot take them off until someone allows me to do so!”

	She nodded delightedly.

	“And I do not even know who has the key!”

	She ruffled my hair. “Clever girl. And of course, if you cannot remove the shoes then you cannot remove the stockings. So, be a careful girl tonight and do not get a run in them. You will look terribly tarty walking around all night with a ladder in your stockings.”

	“I am going to tell Deborah, I mean Miss Ford, all about you!” I am ashamed to admit that I started to cry again. The combined effect of the spanking, my tribulations and now this indignity were the last straw.

	Miss Morgan stroked my face. “Silly girl you bring it all upon yourself, don’t you?”

	I cried and shook my head.

	Miss Morgan kissed my tear run cheeks. “Had you put on your stockings as requested none of this would have happened would it?”

	I sniffled. “I suppose not,” I pouted.

	“Naughty girls must face consequences, just as good behavior brings rewards to good, well behaved, young ladies. I hope you will find that out at some stage. My girls are very contented girls.”

	I looked at her hopefully. “Does that mean that if I am good you will let me go home early tonight?”

	Her face brightened up; “it might. That is all to do with the managers.”

	I nodded. Now I understood. Silly me. If I had co-operated then life would be much easier for me and I could go home early.

	“So put this apron on and.”

	“Ooooh!” I exclaimed clenching my fists. This was a bigger apron than the one I had worn earlier. It went over the head and would cover a girl from her boobs down to above the hem of the skirt. It was just as flouncy as the smaller one I had worn when serving the clients.

	“Am I looking at a naughty girl or a good girl?”

	“A good girl Miss Morgan,” I whispered petulantly.

	Needless to say, I put on the apron and was not surprised in the least to be offered the same serving maid’s cap as this afternoon. I snatched it from her to show how angry I was and then put it on.

	“There now, was that worth all that fuss?”

	I decided not to answer. That should demonstrate how horrible I thought she was being.

	She lifted up chin with her hand in that terrible grip she had used earlier and crushed my mouth. “You, little miss, have been asked a question.”

	This was intolerable. What a bully. Wait until Deborah hears about this! “No miss Morgan it was not worth ‘all that fuss’.” I said in a sing song voice indicating that I was simply reciting what she wanted me to say.

	Her eyes narrowed, “I can see that you and I are going to have a long evening together!”

	Not if I could help it. First chance I got I would be off.

	She pinned my ‘Linzi’ name badge on me. Ooh! How degrading.

	“Hold still girl,” she said and pushed something into my eye.

	I squealed and ducked away.

	“I said hold still. Mascara is difficult enough to apply as it is, without you jumping around like a frisky lamb.”

	I froze in absolute shock as she coated my eyelashes with something very dark.

	“The other girls will be wearing exactly the same,” she said concentrating on applying the makeup. “Again, we do not want them having a single advantage over you, do we?”

	“No Miss Morgan.”

	Satisfied with the result she took out a tube of pink lip stick and rolled it over my lips. “Pout.” She commanded me. “Good. And once more. Yes, fine.”

	Finally, she had some red powder in a box into which she dipped her fingers. She stroked the rouge around my cheek bones. “Gives you a bit of shape. There! Wow that is better!”

	This was totally unfair. Here I was dressed as a sexy French maid, with the makeup of a tart and a stinging backside. On my feet were high heels locked with tiny padlocks and I was not even allowed to know who had the key to them. And to top it all, my penis, my last vestige of manhood was locked securely between my legs by the man who had spanked me. If only Deborah knew of my troubles. She would rescue me.

	“Right let’s go.” Miss Morgan dragged me downstairs. I wriggled on my heels alongside her.

	*****

	Miss Morgan dragged me in to the bar, to the amusement of the other girls. The bar area was semi dark, which was a relief. The last thing I wanted was for anyone I that knew to see me like this.

	“Line up!” Ordered Miss Morgan.

	I noticed that some of the girls were dressed like French maids as I was and others had been allowed to keep their kilts and socks on.

	We lined up, one leg bent, hands behind our backs. I had already done it so many times that day that I swear I would automatically fall into that pose whenever someone told me to stand somewhere.

	“Hospitality girls to the left, maids to the right,” Miss Morgan said.

	We shuffled into our positions. I noticed that Katie and Beckie were both in kilts and I felt a bit jealous. I felt it must be better to be a hospitality girl than it was to be a maid. As you can imagine, it is very demeaning for someone of my intelligence, talents and experience to be seen as a mere maid.

	“Now maids will fetch drinks and take orders at all times. You will take the clients request and go to the bar where the bar men will make up the drinks. You will return with the drinks on a tray. No mess!”

	Miss Morgan waited for us to reply.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” we said at last.

	“I hope you are a good deal sharper when it comes to serving! Hospitality girls, you must help the maids serve drinks when it is busy but otherwise you must make sure that there are smiles on all our clients faces.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” the jumped-up hospitality girls recited. I bet they thought they were so clever being hospitality girls whilst we were mere maids!

	Miss Morgan wagged a finger: “clients include women as well as men. If I find any of you giving men one hundred per cent of your time there will be trouble with a capital T. What will there be?”

	“Trouble with a capital T,” we recited on cue.

	She humphed skeptically. “We will see. Right,” she clapped her hands, “backs straight, hips swinging, smiles on. You are ready for action.”

	We all grinned excitedly.

	“Go to the bar and get a tray of Champagne ready to greet the clients. Quickly girls!”

	We dashed to the bar where three handsome young men waited for us. They were like something from a tv commercial. One was hunky with really short hair and wore a short white tee shirt over his muscles, the second was Scandinavian looking with cropped blond hair and a huge smile the third was black with neat hair and a gold chain around his neck.

	“Hang on girls I thought you were coming for us!” The hunky one said with a huge cocky grin.

	The girls giggled like silly teenagers. I thought the joke was a bit obvious and ignored it.

	The tall Scandinavian laughed: “six girls you had better share them out!”

	Again, the maids and hospitality girls found it uproarious and hung on to their every word.

	The black man smiled confidently, it was his turn. This was so tiresome! “Yes, one girl for you two, but the other five for me.”

	Again, sycophantic laughter.

	The Black one pointed at me and said: “and you two get the sour one!”

	All the girls thought this was the funniest thing they had ever heard! They laughed loudly at me until Katie said to the dark one: “go easy on her. It’s her first time. I think she’s a bit nervous.”

	I blushed crimson. How could she show me up like this? I was going to show them that I could be every bit as efficient as any of them!

	The hunky one winked at me: “darling, don’t worry. You’ll be a big hit!”

	“Thank you,” I said flushing hot and looking away.

	“Here you are girls,” said the hunky one with the tight tee shirt as he held up a tray of champagne flutes. “Who wants to taste my bubbles?”

	Oh really, how crude!

	Jilly, the dark-skinned girl with the long legs, danced forwards. “Thank you, kind sir!” She giggled accepting the tray and wriggling away.

	“Who wants to sample my offering?” The black man laughed.

	A maid girl, whose name tag read July, with golden curly hair, accepted it with flushed cheeks. She held his smile for a moment before dashing off. The barman looked lustily after her.

	I hung back until last, dreading having to accept a tray from one of these cocky men. Inevitably my turn came around. I was so nervous!

	“Sorry for what I said earlier,” the black man said handing me a tray of champagne.

	I accepted it and smiled. He was sweet to apologize. “That’s all right,” I said quickly.

	He leaned closely and whispered: “they won’t be able to keep their hands off you tonight!”

	I was horrified but the three bar men had already returned to their duties behind the bar. I wriggled in my heels over to the main door where the girls had already started to line up.

	We were there on either side, kilts one side, maids the other. Hospitality girls indeed! Why did Miss Morgan not have the insight to see that I would be much better at hospitality than any of those tarts.

	“Keep those trays steady girls,” Miss Morgan barked, surveying us carefully. “When they have had their glass of champagne you must all jump to it and introduce yourselves to the guests. And I said introduce, not hand out your telephone numbers!”

	The girls giggled.

	“The introduction is the usual one: “Hello. My name is, I will leave you to fill in that bit,” she spat before spitefully adding, “if you can. Then you go on to say: I will be at your beck and call for the rest of the evening. May I get you a drink?”

	She glared at us: “try it. Let me hear it.”

	We each repeated it adding our names so that there was a synchronous performance: “Hello. My name is Linzi. I will be at your beck and call for the rest of the evening. May I get you a drink?”

	We practiced it twice before Miss Morgan was satisfied. She took her place near the door and smoothed out her leather skirt.

	We waited nervously.

	I held my drinks tray just below my bust. It was quite uncomfortable standing there in heels holding out a tray but I had something to prove to the other girls. My smile did not flicker!

	I let my left knee fall in front of the right and then swapped when they began to ache.

	Where were our guests? So much for Miss Morgan’s planning!

	My long hair tickled my cheeks and I blew at it trying to move it, all the time not letting my smile slip.

	At last, I heard voices. I could feel the other girls tense. Music started from the bar and then at long last two men in neat suits appeared.

	They were obviously quite taken with the way we looked and demonstrated it like a pair of schoolboys with those silly ‘whoops’ and whistles.

	I dare say a little alcohol had already been enjoyed by some of the party goers.

	Two women came in next. One with a short red dress, the other with a short black dress. They took one look at us and their shoulders sagged. Obviously, they had been very pleased with themselves until they saw the competition. I felt quite smug!

	Soon there was a small queue and some of the girls had to scamper back to the bar for more drinks.

	We smiled and bobbed and the men demonstrated their pleasure at seeing us, the women their jealousy. Apart, that is, from the two women who had been at the presentation. They made a beeline for my tray of Champagne.

	“We were rather hoping you would be here,” the older woman smirked. They had obviously both been drinking as much as their colleagues. Her eyes had the glazed look of a drunk.

	The young woman eyed me up and down, amused at my appearance. I am pleased to say that I kept my smile perfectly in place despite being appraised as if I were an exhibit.

	The young woman grinned. “We are going to have some fun tonight!”

	“Don’t go far now precious!” the young girl warned me. They both giggled and, to my relief, moved off.

	Keeping my smile in place I sighed.

	“My, you are popular tonight Linzi.”

	It was my beloved Deborah. At long last. I had so much to tell her.

	“Deborah, er, Miss Ford!”

	She picked up a glass from my tray. “What a good memory you have,” she laughed.

	I heard a deep male laugh. It was Mister Davies. He was stood right behind her.

	My bottom suddenly burst into flames. My mind was full of the memory of the two callous beatings he had handed out to me.

	Deborah leaned back into Mr. Davies’s arms, “see I told you she was not a complete airhead.”

	Mr. Davies lifted a glass of champagne from my tray and fixed his hard cruel eyes on me. I felt my knees knocking. He spoke in a slow measured tone: “we shall see!”

	They moved off. Once again, I felt relief. I could do with a glass of cool refreshing champagne myself!

	All the guests were now in the bar and our trays empty. Miss Morgan walked through our line clapping her hands. “Come along girls. There are thirsty people here. Take the orders serve the drinks!”

	Hospitality girls and maids alike dashed into the room announcing themselves at groups of people with huge grins. “Hello. My name is Katie. I will be at your beck and call for the rest of the evening. May I get you a drink?”

	I hung back but this was not yet the moment to escape. Miss Morgan’s eyes were drilling into me. Yipes! I shot off into the crowded bar.

	“Hello!” A group of three men in neat suites, with one attractive brunette girl in a white dress, stopped me.

	Oh yes. What was I supposed to say? I closed my eyes and rattled it off: “Hello. My name is Linzi. I will be at your beck and call for the rest of the evening. May I get you a drink?”

	The men laughed with pleasure though I noticed that the girl puckered her lips angrily. No doubt she had been the center of attention until my arrival. I took some pleasure from that and played up to the men.

	“Well can I offer you boys anything?” I teased, reveling in new found sense of power.

	“Where do we start?” Shouted one of them.

	We all laughed, except of course for the silly bitch in the white dress who was now being eclipsed by me. Oh, if Miss Morgan or Mister Davies could see me now! How they would be impressed.

	“How about a drink?” I suggested.

	They gave me an order and I started away.

	“What about me?”

	I turned. It was that silly stuck up girl in the white dress. I did a curtsey to her which made her even more angry.

	“I want a dry white wine. And make sure it is dry!” She snarled with narrowed eyes.

	“Certainly Miss,” I said easily and raced away.

	Oh, those boys were fun, I would not mind serving them!

	Two men stopped me on the way to the bar. They were both in their fifties and a bit bald and chubby.

	“Hello. My name is Linzi. I will be at your beck and call for the rest of the evening. May I get you a drink?”

	“You certainly can Linzi!” The one said with a drunken leer. Oh, another drunk who had already had too much!

	“Certainly sir. What would you like?”

	“Two beers,” he said.

	How common and vulgar. “Certainly sir.”

	The bar was an engine room of activity. Girls arriving checking their orders and racing away. The bar men, I am forced to admit, were helpful and efficient.

	I gave the Scandinavian my order and it was back on a tray within seconds. He then moved onto the next girl.

	I wriggled through the crowds that were already getting quite rowdy. They were having a good night.

	I gave the two men their beers.

	“Thank you Linzi,” the oaf said reading my name badge. “I hope we’ll be seeing more of you later!”

	Fat chance. “Of course, sir.” I widened my smile did my bob and headed quickly for the group of fun young men.

	“She’s back!” One of them announced. Oh, I wish you could have seen little miss white dress’s mouth fall. How she hated me.

	“Your drinks sirs,” I almost forgot to add, “and madam.”

	They scooped their drinks and she slowly lifted hers as if it were poison. Perhaps next time it would be!

	I held the tray down by my side ready to be entertained by them.

	As Miss Morgan had so correctly predicted their eyes were fixed on my boobs.

	I pulled back my shoulders to heighten the display.

	“Excuse me!” A male voice from behind me.

	I turned and it was a group of two men and two women, I think that they were married.

	“Yes?” I inquired politely.

	“You are serving drinks, aren’t you?”

	“Oh, yes!” I had forgotten myself. Deborah often says I have the memory span of a goldfish. “Hello. My name is Linzi. I will be at your beck and call for the rest of the evening. May I get you a drink?”

	Unlike the girl in the white dress, these women were amused by my offer. I then remembered that the two girls, who had arrived together, one in a red the other in a black dress, had also been envious of we serving girls. I suspected that the married women did not see as competition.

	As they gave me their order, I glimpsed Deborah across the room. She was sitting at a table surrounded by men. I had never seen her laughing so much. Whenever she returns in the early hours of the morning, from a night out, she always confides in me. Without fail she relates how she has endured miserable nights out with the girls. Apparently, they are so dull. I always tell her that I don’t know why she bothers to stay out when it is so dull. She explains that it would not be polite to simply leave them That is why she stays with them until five or six o’clock in the morning.

	“Are you listening?”

	I shook my head. “Oh, Sorry sir, madam. What was it again?”

	They repeated their order and I vowed to myself to try and concentrate.

	Back at the bar Jilly smiled pleasantly. “Fun isn’t it!”

	“I’ll say,” I replied. “Gosh are we allowed to talk?”

	“Not really, but everyone is too busy to notice.”

	She smiled sweetly and sped off with her tray of drinks.

	I now noticed that by and large it was just the maids that were going to and fro carrying the drinks and that the so-called hospitality girls like Katie and Beckie circled through the crowds joining in and laughing with the guests. Conceited madams.

	For my part I was determined to get closer to Deborah and tell her about my plan to escape. I knew that she would be worried about me if I simply disappeared.

	It was a good half an hour of slow maneuvering to get to their group.

	Every time I got anywhere near Deborah’s group, I was sent back with another drinks order.

	By now my feet were killing me and I wished desperately that I could remove my shoes. I wondered whether the other girls’ shoes were padlocked to their ankles or whether they were trusted by miss Morgan. It was difficult to see anything in the dark.

	I leaned against a pillar lifting one sore foot at a time. Then I saw something that shook me to my bones. I saw Mr. Davies drop an arm around her shoulders. They were sitting next to each other, shoulder tightly to shoulder. Deborah would be furious. What an arrogant, egotistical, horrible...

	“Linzi? You are working are you are?”

	I could tell from the sarcasm who was speaking. “Yes Miss Morgan,” I sighed, still straining to see if Deborah would give him a mouthful.

	“If I see you dawdling again young lady then it will six of the best.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I did the little bob and smiled. Suddenly I had an idea. “Please Miss Morgan may I go to the toilet?”

	“Any excuse to avoid real work isn’t it!”

	One day I would really tell her what I thought of her!

	“Please,” I looked at her widening eyes- and it worked!

	“Well, be quick about it!”

	“Yes Miss Morgan. Thank you, Miss Morgan.” I bobbed and shot off to the doorway of the bar.

	I needed time to think. How was I going to rescue Deborah from that dreadful man? As I clip clopped across the hard floor of the foyer to the ladies, I realized that I was hardly dressed to make much of an impact.

	I bet that if I challenged Mister Davies dressed as a maid he would simply laugh. Or worse of course. I felt the heat from my bottom. Worse would be that he would up-turn me again and use his superior size and strength to beat me. I did not relish the thought of being soundly spanked in front of the woman I loved.

	I found the ladies toilet and went in. Some girls from the bar were touching up their makeup.

	I went into the cubicle, pulled down my black knickers, hoisted up my skirt, sat and peed. When I looked down, I could see nothing of my penis. The chastity belt forced it down between my legs and out of sight. When I peed, I felt the liquid splash over my bottom.

	It was at that point that the thought hit me. I could escape now. I was outside the bar area. Miss Morgan was busy and I knew that Mister Davies had his hands full! That thought made me shiver. I would get home and then phone Deborah and explain about I had been treated to day. I am sure she would put it right.

	I wiped myself, pulled up my knickers and brushed down the skirt part of the dress.

	The foyer outside the ladies’ toilet was deserted.

	I walked away from the bar towards the main reception area of the office building. Everyone was too busy enjoying themselves to notice me leaving.

	I felt as if I was in a dream as I reached the main door. I opened it and was soon outside on the pavement.

	Oooh. It was icy cold. I felt only half dressed and the wind cut my near naked legs in half. I shivered. I pushed my skirt down against the back of my thighs struggling to keep warm.

	It was freezing. A group of drunken men passed me and said some of the most obscene things I had ever heard.

	It was then that I remembered how I was dressed. They had seen a sexily dressed French maid not a freezing cold man. Suddenly I felt vulnerable and desperate to return to the safety of the offices. I tried the door but it would not give. It was locked. It could only be opened from the inside.

	Shit.

	Through the glass I could see some of Mr. Davies’s guests going from the bar into the toilets.

	I could not get back in so now I would have to escape.

	I set off for my car. It was petrifyingly cold. I reached my small car and stopped with a jolt. Car keys! Car keys in jacket pocket. Jacket pocket in jacket upstairs in fitting room. Fitting room behind closed doors of office building.

	What a dolt! It is a good thing that Deborah could not witness this. She always said I have a hole where my brain should be. I stamped my high heeled foot. Just when I was trying to rescue her! Now I was the one who needed rescuing.

	I would have to swallow my pride and ring the office. I would have her paged, explain my predicament and then wait to be rescued by her.

	Another jolt. Money in wallet. Wallet in jacket. Jacket in fitting room.

	I squealed out loud and shook my fists in impotent rage. What a complete fool I was. I was ready to burst into tears.

	Think. There must be an answer. Then I saw a man sitting in a car parked nearby. Phew. I could be rescued. I would explain that I was locked out of the office. In a French Maids uniform? I would say that I had been at a Fancy dress party. As you can see, I can be very clever and on the ball at times. Deborah does not always appreciate this. In fact, she never gives me any credit.

	I went up to the car and tapped on his window. He was in his twenties and very rugged to look at. He made me feel small and, well, feminine.

	He wound down his window and I tried my best smile.

	“Excuse me have you got any money you could let me have.”

	He just looked at me his face slowly turning into a grin. What was he laughing at?

	What happened next was a blur. I felt my arms hauled back and something hard, cold and metallic snap around my wrists anchoring my hands behind my back. I was then pulled forcefully back from the car.

	“You do not have to say anything, but anything you say may be written down.”

	It was two other burly men. One was half reading from a card and half ogling me, the other was talking his time in examining me. Every inch. My stockinged legs, the heels, my bust. The indignity.

	“What is happening!” I demanded.

	The man in the car got out very slowly.

	“Our first whore of the night.”

	“Whore? Me?” Oh God! I felt my knees go weak.

	He took out a small machine and played back my voice saying: “Excuse me have you got any money you could let me have.”

	“Oh, you don’t understand,” I said as they bustled me to a police car.

	“She tried the car in front but there was no one in it!”

	The other two officers laughed at my supposed stupidity.

	“That is my car!” I explained.

	One of the officers held my arm in a bruising grip. With my wrists stuck firmly behind me I had to just stand there as he glared at me: “Your car? If you’re messing me about, I’ll throw the book at you.”

	Ha, some sense at last. I felt relieved. “Yes, it is mine.”

	He took out his mobile phone and punched out a number. He read out the registration plate of my car and asked who the owner was.

	“Deborah Ford. Thanks?” He looked at me. “So, you are Deborah Ford?”

	“No, no, no.” I could see how easily silly confusions could arise. “No. She is my wife.”

	“Get her in the car!”

	“No! And it isn’t Deborah Ford it is Deborah Hawkins. Your colleagues must have made a mistake.”

	So, you are Deborah Hawkins?”

	“No!” I stamped my high heeled foot. How could they be so dense! “No. Deborah Hawkins is my wife!”

	“I think she must be on drugs,” one of them laughed.

	I was dragged into the car in the most brutal way and then sat between the So, burly policemen who had been in the car and one of the others. They were so big and I so small. I felt so helpless sitting there in the maid’s outfit with my legs and boobs on display and my wrists locked behind my back.

	The one who had been in the car lifted up my name tag: “Linzi. Pretty name for a pretty girl. I’m Stuart. Why on earth would a girl like you go whoring?”

	I turned to face him, looking as plaintively as I could. “Please I was at a party in those offices and I got myself locked out. I was simply asking you for money to phone my...” I paused. ‘Wife’ would not be the right word in this situation, “to phone my boss. Miss Deborah,” I dare not call her Hawkins, so I used her maiden name which obviously she had not changed on her driving license when we got married. “Ford.”

	Stuart stared at me long and hard and then turned to his colleague. “We’d best check it. Get it straight before we take her in.”

	The other policeman put his hand on my thigh and stroked it. “Shame,” he leered.

	Stuart got out and walked to the front of the offices.

	Meanwhile the second policeman stroked the top of my thigh. “So how much do you charge?”

	Really! “More than you could afford,” I said spitefully.

	He chuckled and pushed his hand higher. I squeaked. Any higher and I would have a good deal more explaining to do!

	“Stuart’s coming back,” I said breathlessly as he tickled the insides of my thighs.

	Stuart opened the door. “Seems she has done a bunk from her job. She was being paid as a waitress and scarpered.”

	The second policeman held my chin. “Naughty girl.”

	I tried to pull my hands but the manacles held me easily.

	“Let’s get her back,” Stuart said wearily. “If they identify her, they get her. If they don’t,” he tickled the underside of my chin as if I were a faithful dog, “then we get her.”

	The two policemen stepped back from the car and then watched me with horrible leers. I worked out why when I tried to climb out from the middle of the car. High heels, short skirt, hands held firmly behind back. I gave them a display of leg and panties which had them chuckling.

	“What about my dignity!” I demanded as I stood between them. “Oooh!”

	One of them had pinched my sore bottom.

	“Rotten devil!” I shrieked. “Oooh!”

	They did it again. “Stop that. Ooooh!” And again.

	I tried to move faster than them along the pavement but the high heels saw to it that no matter how quickly I scampered I was always in easy reach of a finger and thumb.

	This was probably the best night’s entertainment they had ever had.

	Even when we were standing at the entrance, they continued their pinching. I think one nipped one cheek and the other dealt with the other.

	I was skipping helplessly from one foot to another.

	The door opened. Deborah!

	“Oh, am I glad...” I began.

	The policeman spoke as if I was not there. “Do you know Linzi here?”

	“I am afraid that I do. Come in.”

	She turned and went inside. The two officers admired her wriggle as she walked and then helped me in.

	It is very difficult to walk in heels with your hands held behind your back and I was very grateful when Stuart took a hard hold of my arm for balance. I felt strangely safe and secure with him.

	Deborah opened a door to a downstairs office. “In here,” she said sternly and disappeared inside.

	The police officers did not harass my bottom with Deborah present. Luckily for them! Deborah would have leapt to my defense.

	Inside Deborah sat on the edge of a desk and stared witheringly at me. I immediately felt my knees buckle. I pulled helplessly at the handcuffs. I hated the powerless feeling of having my hands secured like this. I felt so vulnerable.

	Stuart cleared his throat in awe of Deborah. It was amazing how she always commanded respect like that. I suppose she and I are alike in many ways.

	“Sorry to bother you miss, but if you could confirm she is who she says she is, then we will forget the entire episode.” Stuart spoke apologetically.

	Deborah nodded her head and looked at the carpet in thought. “As much as I think a night in the cells would do this young lady the world of good, I am afraid that she does, indeed, work for us. That is when she is not shirking and leaving her colleagues to work twice as hard in her absence.”

	She said this really pointedly and I felt quite bad about dropping the other girls in the shit. I shuffled on the spot feeling ashamed of myself.

	“Well miss,” Stuart said, “sadly, I am afraid that office misdemeanors are a matter for internal discipline not ours.”

	“It is a shame,” Deborah said., “I think that this is one young lady that needs to be taught a good lesson!”

	I wriggled my sore bottom. I could feel another visit from Mr. Davies drawing closer.

	“Indeed mam. At one time a sound spanking would be all that was needed to put a young lady in her place,” said the horrible other officer who had manhandled me in the car.

	Deborah pursed her lips thoughtfully. “That is very true.” She stood up and walked around me, tapping her finger against her lips. “How about, if I were to leave this wayward girl in your hands?”

	What! “Deborah!” I exclaimed. Then I realized that she was teasing me.

	“Miss Ford to you!” She said firmly before adding to the other officers. “Do you see what I mean? No courtesy whatsoever.”

	My cheeks were inflamed. “Please miss Ford, if I may just have a quiet word with you, in private?”

	She looked at me with a smirk, “perhaps later Linzi.”

	She marched towards the door leaving two pleasantly surprised police officers. She stopped at the door and turned to face us. Phew! She was teasing me. Now she would have the men release me.

	“And please remember officers. ‘Spare the rod and spoil the child’.” A huge smile lit up her face as she took in my humiliating attire. I know you will find this difficult to believe but I sometimes feel that there is a nasty sadistic streak to Deborah.

	My jaw dropped to the floor. This was outrageous. What a dreadful predicament to be placed in.

	I backed away from the two officers, my mouth going dry. If only my hands were free! “Now I think that Deborah, I mean Miss Ford was not being exactly serious. I think that there may be a misunderstanding here.”

	I had backed into the desk and froze.

	Stuart advance with a cocky leer. “You have been left in our hands young lady.” He took hold of my arm and led me around the desk.

	The high heels meant that I could not plant my feet firmly on the floor to prevent him leading me where ever he wished. But he was so much bigger and stronger than me that I don’t think it made much difference.

	He settled himself in the office chair and pulled me close to him.

	I had tears in my eyes as I pleaded for mercy. “Please kind sir, don’t punish me. You don’t understand.”

	His colleague laughed and then I was upended. I yowled in fear as I was tossed through the air as easily as a child. Once again, I was left with a view of my dancing boobs I could have done without.

	I kicked my high heeled feet ineffectually.

	Stuart arranged me neatly over his lap. “I have offered wondered what panties a French Maid wears,” he mused.

	His bully of a mate chipped in with: “I think we are about to find out. Perhaps they don’t wear any. Little sluts!”

	Oh, the bastards I would get them for this. I tried to use my handcuffed hands to hold my skirt down but of course Stuart encountered little resistance as he exposed my black lacy knickers.

	I wriggled with shame.

	“Six of the best?” Stuart asked his mate.

	Oh, get on with it I fumed to myself.

	“At least,” was the reply.

	“I think you right. Twelve. A double helping for a girl who is twice as naughty as she should be.”

	Oh, if only I had not foolishly tried to escape! The first slap covered both buttocks at the same time. What big hands he had, I thought, as I squealed.

	The next blow was across my left cheek and the third over my right. And so, he continued. Blow after blow making me wriggle and squirm helplessly over his lap.

	I am sure you appreciate that as my bottom had already been thoroughly tortured that day by Mister Davies I was soon screaming for mercy. “Please. I promise I will be good. Please.”

	He simply laughed, “promises are mere words, young lady,” and he merrily continued my chastisement.

	He counted the twelfth stroke and I lay shaking over his lap, tears streaming down my face. Of course, I was unable to wipe them away.

	With my punishment over I felt a bit relieved. At least now he would release me. But he remained seated. I felt his hand on my bottom, sort of squeezing and kneading it, as if it were dough. What was he doing? It was then that I felt something stiff growing hard beneath my groin. I knew it could not be mine as it was locked between my legs. With a shock I realized that he was actually getting excited.

	He continued mauling my tender flesh and I felt his body pulsate beneath me. Oh, God this was dreadful.

	“You sexy little tease,” he said breathlessly.

	My God I had to get off his lap before the thought filled me with horror.

	His action became more pronounced. He was rising and falling back on to the seat. In doing so he was making me bounce around on his lap. I was desperate to get off him but had no purchase. He worked on my tender flesh until suddenly he almost leaped up to the ceiling. He shuddered and pumped like a wild man.

	I was open mouthed in shock and shame. This could not be happening!

	He sat back for a quiet moment catching his breath. I remained quite still, holding my own breath. It could not have happened. Surely not.

	He stiffly helped me to my feet. I was too mortified to look him straight in his eyes.

	He patted my bottom. “There,” he said hoarsely. “Don’t let us catch you again!”

	“No sir,” I whispered shamefacedly.

	“Right,” he tuned to his colleague, “let’s make a move.”

	Stuart left and I stole a quick glance at the officer who had bullied me so much in the car. He was grinning from ear to ear. Oh, this was so appalling.

	“Night miss,” he said. Perhaps we’ll call around next week. See if you are behaving yourself.”

	“Yes sir,” I said still in a daze.

	He walked to the door.

	“Wait,” I shouted and then lowered my tone suitably, “please. What about these?”

	I turned and showed him my handcuffs still securing my hands.

	“Oh, yes!” He walked back to me taking a key from his pocket.

	I turned my back to him so that he could unlock them but he grabbed my shoulders and swung me around to face him.

	I squealed in surprise.

	He glared down at my breasts and suddenly grabbed them viscously with both paws. What a dreadful brute. I leaped in shock.

	“Nice tits!” He said with a sneer.

	I just stood there and let him do whatever he wanted.

	He held up the key. “You want this slut?”

	“Yes, please sir.” I murmured.

	He grinned and released the pin from my name label. He threaded the key onto it and then replaced it back on to my bosom.

	“Oh!”

	“Good night slut,” the dreadful man said and walked out closing the door.

	This was too much! I started to cry. Tears of pain and humiliation pouring from me. I stamped my foot twice with futile rage.

	Everyone did whatever they wanted with me whenever they wanted. Do this, do that! Now do this again. I had been spanked until I feared I would never be able to sit down again. And now the final humbling indignity is that a lout of a police officer uses me to make him cum as if I am some tramp from the streets!

	Oooooh! I kicked the desk with my high heeled foot. I wanted to sit down on the office chair but knew that such an action would enflame my tender behind.

	Here I was dressed as maid, hands handcuffed, shoes padlocked to my ankles, and a chastity belt to keep my manhood in check.

	I walked to the door and stopped. The last thing I wanted was for other people to see me looking like this.

	I jiggled my boobs in a pathetic attempt to shake loose the badge and free up the handcuffs key.

	Oh, I am ashamed to say it but at that moment with all those painful emotions pulsating through me I quite forgot myself: I hated Deborah. I blamed her for all my misadventures. I spoke her name out loud, “Deborah,” and then cursed her, “stupid bitch.”

	I quite despised her. Why did she leave me in their hands like that? She was joking but those nasty policemen did not realize that. When I saw her next, I would tell her exactly how I felt about her! Then I would ignore her apologies! That would teach her.

	Suddenly the door opened and Deborah was standing there. Tall, elegant, confident, sexy in her black cocktail dress. She was about to say something when I lost all control and threw myself in to her arms. “Oh, Deborah, Deborah please save me. It’s so horrible!”

	She laughed and cuddled me tightly. “Silly thing! Why don’t you learn to do as you are told?”

	I cried uncontrollably. “I will, I promise!”

	She stepped back and held up my chin. She used her thumb to stroke away the tears and smiled softly. “I do hope so Linzi. You have a lot to learn at the hotel.”

	“Yes Deborah… eh?” I stopped crying and looked up at her. “Hotel?”

	“Silly girl.” She held the key hanging from my name label. “Go and ask one of the bar men to take off your cuffs and then report to Miss Morgan.”

	“What?”

	“Quickly.” She strode confidently away to where Mister Davies was saying goodbye to some of his clients. She looked back at me, “sorry Linzi I am far too busy to release you. Go and see those nice bar men.”

	I was stunned as I saw her stand next to the dreadful Mister Davies and push her shoulder into his chest as if asking for a cuddle. No, it could not have been that. More likely Mister Davies forced himself on her without her realizing what was happening.

	Then a familiar voice chilled me to my bones. “Linzi! You are late for the mini bus!” Oh no Miss Morgan!

	“Yes, miss Morgan. Sorry Miss Morgan.” I let her drag me away but my eyes were fixed on my beloved Deborah being held by Mister Davies.

	 


Chapter Four

	The mini bus ride to the hotel was uneventful - apart, that is, from one problem which I’ll explain about in a moment. Because first of all I want to describe the riotous goings on. The girls asked Miss Morgan if they could ask the driver to turn the radio up. For some reason Miss Morgan was in an ebullient mood. She was actually smiling like a benign mother pleased with her offspring. The driver turned the rock music up deafeningly loud and the next thing I know there is a swirl of maid skirts and little kilts as the girls danced around the bus.

	I watched open mouthed at the lewd exhibition the sluts were making of themselves. Had they forgotten I was a man? The site of all those knickers, stocking tops and bare thighs naturally stirred something down below. I could not tear my eyes away. So many different kinds of panties: tight, light, white ones; dark, lacey ones, red full ones. I was now breathing deeply.

	And this was the problem. My manhood was desperate to erect itself. It had filled its little container and was painfully cramped to its tiny size.

	I wriggled on my sore bottom but that and the vibrations of the bus made it even worse. Oh, this was awful. I felt a desperate need to cum but knew that I could not even make him erect.

	The agony deepened as I could not tear my eyes away from the sexy show that was happening around me. And as evidenced by the erratic driving nor could the driver whose eyes were fixed on his rear-view mirror.

	It was then that I noticed something that stunned me. It was Beckie that I saw it on first. Beneath her little lacey black knickers was a sliver of steel, tightly stuck to her pussy. I took a closer look as she wriggled passed. Definitely, there it was again.

	Then the dark-skinned Jilly performed a twirl which raised her skirt and beneath her French knickers was exactly the same. The girls were wearing chastity belts just as I was. Though not of the same design of course. Close inspection showed that they had a tiny slit for peeing though. Though other than that they were identical.

	I could not think through the reasons for this as the strain down below was sapping all my attention. I was in pain.

	Thankfully the bus stopped and I hurried to get off. I needed to find Mr. Davies and explain the problem so that he could release me.

	Of course, nothing is that simple when Miss Morgan is around! First, we had to line up in the freezing cold night alongside the minibus only then were we marched into the welcome warmth of the hotel.

	I am ashamed to reveal that we had to enter the hotel via the kitchens rather than the front doors! Much to the amusement of the kitchen staff it has to be said. Whilst the other girls slowed down and enhanced their wriggles, I tried hard to force the pace. I was desperate to escape this fresh humiliation of being paraded before these lusty men. Of course, the little minxes wanted as much attention as they could gather. They were in a crazy mood. Like pussy cats on heat.

	Once through the kitchens we were led down a hall where maids similarly attired as myself raced up and down on their errands.

	We continued our hike into a large plush office where Mr. Davies sat on his desk looking through some reports. My lovely Deborah sat in a deep leather chair behind the desk where she was typing something on the computer. Neither even looked up as Miss Morgan lined us up parade style before them like a sexy sergeant major.

	Now was my chance but for some odd reason I felt it unwise to blurt out that I wanted a quiet word with Mr. Davies. So, the brute sat on his desk and I squirmed painfully but silently before him.

	When all six girls, three maids and three kilted hospitality girls, were neatly in a line Miss Morgan stood back and Mr. Davies deigned to raise his head to us. He did not look very happy - but then I was beginning to learn that he never did!

	Suddenly my heart pounded. From nowhere he had found a thin cane that he now wielded before him. I felt the other girls hold their breaths- no merriment now.

	Miss Morgan cleared her throat: “we are very pleased with you girls. That is all girls bar one!”

	I felt the eyes of the room on me. Suddenly my knees were knocking and my tummy was turning over. I looked at my adorable wife Deborah but she never took her eyes from the computer screen.

	“As you know girls,” Miss Morgan continued, I thought somewhat spitefully, “you were there to please the customers! Not yourselves!”

	Oh dear! I felt a chill throughout my body.

	Mister Davies handed Miss Morgan a sheet of paper and she scanned over it knowingly.

	“It seems the best behaved was Katie with five successes. She had five men, and had ten out of ten from three of them, and nine out of ten from the other two. Well, done Katie.”

	The other girls started clapping so I joined in. Katie did a gleeful curtsey before resuming her position in the line. I noticed that even Mr. Davies seemed pleased.

	“As a reward Katie will be allowed to request her key for any man she meets through out,” emphasized Miss Morgan, “throughout this weekend!”

	Katie was well pleased with this. And I now knew what was meant by ‘the key’. There had been so many references to ‘the key’ since I joined the company and I finally understood. My prick felt a tingle. But what about me? I could hardly satisfy any men. Oh, dear - I would be the one facing the cane. It was so unfair. I looked at Deborah hoping she would start paying attention and rescue me.

	She was still glued to the screen.

	“Next came July and Jilly, both with two men each.”

	We dutifully applauded. Miss Morgan smiled graciously at the two girls.

	My most feared moment was drawing closer. Perhaps I should just beg for mercy. Perhaps I would just explain how red raw my bottom had become. Surely, they would have sympathy with me.

	I looked at Miss Morgan’s happy countenance and Mr. Davies’s grim features. It seemed unlikely.

	“Sharon has scored with two men.”

	The short cropped blond girl I now knew as Sharon, did her curtsey. She was the third girl in a kilt.

	“Good girl,” said miss Morgan, “you shall definitely be allowed to ask any man you wish for your key tonight!”

	She was so pleased with herself! Obviously, no thought to those less fortunate than herself!

	Oh dear, my time was getting closer.

	“So that leaves two girls,” Miss Morgan said and I noticed at this that Mr. Davies and Deborah looked up. I hated them all. I felt like crying but I would try to be brave.

	Mr. Davies rose and waggled the cane before us. I do not know how my knees remained rigid enough to hold me. I looked at Deborah and she actually smiled at me. That could only mean one thing that she intended to rescue me. Or did she?

	“Now I want a big hand for a girl who worked hard tonight and achieved success with her first man!”

	I closed my eyes, it would not be long now. I would be bent over Mr. Davies’ desk with Deborah pleading for mercy for me. Worse my willy would remain locked away.

	“Well done Linzi!”

	The girls clapped, and I saw Mr. Davies grinning wickedly at me. Even Deborah smiled, though I cannot say it was a particularly pleasant smile. More of a knowing smirk.

	I felt a little hand in the small of my back and I was propelled forward.

	“Take a curtsey Linzi” Miss Morgan said.

	I did a quick bob and jumped back into line. I noted that even Deborah was applauding me. I blushed like a beetroot.

	“Me Miss Morgan?” I asked with a tremor.

	“Why yes,” Miss Morgan said reading the report, “a certain Detective Inspector,” at this the girls whistled and the dreadful Mr. Davies chortled. I, of course, was beside myself with humiliation. “In fact, he gave you ten out of ten!” The girls cheered. “Ten out of ten for a first time. Never known that before have we Mr. Davies?”

	Mr. Davies shook his head. “A wonderful whore in the making Miss Davies.”

	What! Whore! I had a good mind to say something really rude to him. But the cane was still in his hand so perhaps it had better wait for a more opportune moment.

	Miss Morgan continued: “so you can definitely ask someone for your key. Now a lady in room 433 has asked, so why don’t you.”

	Mr. Davies rudely snatched the report from her hand. “Room what? That’s your room!” He thundered.

	I saw Miss Morgan taken aback for the first time.

	“I’m hardly going to make any money if my staff are utilizing my girls am I!”

	“No Mister Davies,” Miss Morgan answered, almost meekly.

	I could tell that Mr. Davies was not at all happy with Miss Morgan. He scanned the rest of the report. “Who,” he demanded gruffly, “are these two ladies in sharing room 201. They have expressed an interest.”

	“Two very good clients Mr. Davies,” jabbered Miss Morgan, “perhaps it would be unwise to unleash such an inexperienced girl.”

	“Nonsense” Mr. Davies bellowed. “That was the idea of having something like Linzi. To keep my female clients happy. Send her to them.?”

	“Yes Mr. Davies,” Miss Morgan slowly, obviously thinking deeply. “On the other hand, Mr. Davies perhaps I could rent her key too?”

	Mr. Davies nodded thoughtfully. “Don’t see why not but don’t expect any staff discounts!”

	Miss Morgan’s face lit up and she grinned widely at me.

	What on earth was going on. Renting keys for clients? Staff renting my key? When was I allowed to have my key? I looked helplessly to Deborah and she simply smiled back at me and mouthed ‘well done’. She seemed proud of me!

	“Right girls fuck off,” Mr. Davies snarled.

	The girls giggled and even I laughed - it was such a relief. I wanted to get out of that room as fast as possible.

	Miss Morgan led us out leaving Beckie shaking behind us. It had not been a good day for her, but there again serve her right! We all did our jobs well and she should have performed her job satisfactorily.

	Outside the office Miss Morgan spoke very briskly to us, I tried hard to concentrate but given all that was happening it was very difficult. Not least because once the door closed behind us, I head Mr. Davies order Beckie to bend over the desk and whilst Miss Morgan lectured us there were quite a few swishes and yelps.

	“Right girls, well done, particularly Katie and Linzi. Two good performances. Go to the rooms and the keys will be sent up when your clients request them. Do not discuss prices and do not handle cash!” She warned us darkly. “I will know if you have. Now then girls enjoy yourselves. Here’s your room numbers.”

	She handed us each a card and I watched the girls head for the lifts. I made to follow.

	Miss Morgan took hold of my hand and hauled me back.

	She twisted me around on my heels so that I was facing her. She glared sternly down at me, the sort of glare which I had already learnt to fear. I held my breath.

	“Now listen you little madam!”

	I nodded fearfully.

	She gripped me tightly around the arm. “My girls have not had a single complaint since I have been supervising them!”

	“Well done miss Morgan,” I choked.

	She shook me nastily. “If I get a complaint about you, I won’t give a damn that it is your first time. I’ll cane that ass of yours so hard you won’t be able to wear your knickers let alone sit down.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan, thank you Miss Morgan,” I said anxiously.

	I think she could see the fear in my eyes because suddenly she relaxed her grip and released me. She smoothed my hair and smiled gently before whispering in my ear: “I’ll have you tomorrow night my dear after you have rested and you are good and fresh.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan, thank you Miss Morgan,” I said blankly. What else was I to say?

	“When they have finished with you report back here and I will give you your own bedroom key.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan, thank you Miss Morgan.” What was happening to me and why could I not stop it?

	*****

	I stood outside room 201 nervously pulling at my short skirt. What would be expected of me I wondered. I could sew and clean as well as any of those other stuck-up tarts but still I was tense. I did not fancy facing Miss Morgan if I did disappoint her clients.

	I tapped the door quietly and held my breath. Thank God. No answer!!

	Feeling very relieved I turned to walk away when the door opened slightly and a woman peered out at me. She giggled loudly:

	“She’s here!” She shouted.

	She threw the door open and I immediately recognized her as the older of the two women whom I had served at Deborah’s demonstration that afternoon. She was only wearing a nightgown and looked as though she had showered. “Quickly get in!” She looked anxiously up and down the corridor as if mortified that she would be seen letting me in.

	I stepped inside and the door slammed behind me.

	“She’s here,” she squealed to someone in the room.

	The younger one came running out of the bathroom wearing only a toweling robe. She too clapped her hands in joy. “Get him in quick!”

	They were both obviously the worse off for drink. How disgusting to be so drunk. The thought of ironing and sewing for these two drunken bitches made my heart sink.

	The looked me up and down and I shuffled my stockinged legs self-consciously. Oh, when would I be released from these ridiculous heels locked to my ankles? They were killing me.

	“Doesn’t she look fab!” Announced the young one.

	“A real peach!” her friend barked. “Oh, we were so worried that we would not get you.”

	The younger one approached: “we were offered all three bar men for a full three hours instead of you!”

	What? That was daft what could they do that I could not?

	“But we insisted!” She led me into the room. “My name is Susan. I mean Mrs. Havers,” she giggled and this,” she pointed at her young her younger blond friend, “is Miss Thomas.”

	Miss Thomas, I guessed was about 18. She had short cropped golden hair and beneath her toweling robe there was definitely a red sexy teddy. I felt my penis respond and immediately fill its confines. Her legs were bare and I would guess that she had just taken a shower.

	Mrs. Havers must have been nearer 40 and had shoulder length chestnut hair. She wore silk cream pajamas beneath her night gown.

	The two women stared at me as if waiting for me to perform some circus trick.

	“My name is Linzi,” I said at last.

	They both laughed. “We know that,” giggled Mrs. Havers, it’s on your name tag on your boob!”

	How humiliating to have your name on your chest like this. I blushed and looked away.

	“Shouldn’t you do something Linzi?” said Miss Thomas, grinning shyly and looking to Mrs. Havers for support.

	Oh? What were these silly women going on about? I looked blankly at them letting them know how stupid they looked.

	She was grinning wickedly, “shouldn’t you curtsey when you are introduced.”

	Oh god!! What an airhead I am at times!

	I quickly bobbed to each in turn, “Mrs. Havers”, I said and then, “Miss Thomas.”

	“Sorry Mrs. Havers,” I bobbed again.

	The girls thought this was wonderful. Miss Thomas sat on the sofa and pulled her naked legs up beneath her and grinned from ear to ear. “Do it again,” she tittered.

	Oh, the indignity. I curtsied again.

	“Very good, don’t you think Miss Thomas?”

	“Definitely Mrs. Havers.”

	Mrs. Havers scrutinized my face as she dipped her hand into her pocket and pulled out a tiny key. She waved it at me as it should mean something to me. I smiled politely constantly aware of Miss Morgan’s stern warnings before I came up. I had to behave myself and not say anything that would upset them.

	“Recognize it dear?” she asked with mock innocence.

	“Should I?” I asked tartily.

	I thought Miss Thomas was going to wet herself from laughing at this.

	Miss Havers stepped forwards and placed her hand under my skirt onto my chastity belt. I whooped in surprise.

	“Guess what it fits!”

	“Oh!” I exclaimed suddenly aware of what she was talking about. It was the key to my chastity belt. I smiled broadly. I would be free in seconds.

	I reached for the key and Mrs. Havers snatched it back in a drunken movement that almost sent her toppling. “Not yet,” she admonished me. “You cost me twice the price of Mr. Davies’s other employees. We expect our money’s worth!”

	She said this with a stern, dark face as if she were suddenly becoming serious.

	But I was not troubled. “Certainly madam,” I replied smartly. I would show them how good I was at household chores. Lately, Deborah was so satisfied with my housework that she had not shouted at me for weeks. I could withstand any test. For some odd reason my prick grew until its confines pinched it forcing it to retract. I suppose the sight of these two sexy ladies prompted it into action.

	Mrs. Havers now addressed me directly, “would you like a drink Linzi?”

	“Oh, yes please Mrs. Havers,” I bobbed.

	“Then you had better go and fetch us one then!” She said delightedly.

	Miss Thomas giggled like a school girl at this daft joke.

	Really! How silly.

	I bobbed a curtsey and went to the drinks cabinet on which lay a silver tray. I opened the cabinet and was very impressed with its contents.

	I turned to them my little dress swishing around my thighs making me feel highly vulnerable in the company of two drunken debauched women. “What would you like madam?”

	“Dry white wine dear,” Mrs. Havers replied.

	I bent down, very carefully in the little dress I did not want to flash my underwear at them.

	I could not see any white wine. I looked at them helplessly

	“In the fridge silly,” Mrs. Havers giggled.

	I stood up not facing them: how was I to know? I could hear Miss Thomas giggle. They were loving this, the bitches!

	“Thank you, madam,” I said sulkily and went to the fridge. A moment later I stood before them with the tray with three glasses of dry white wine.

	I offered it to them but neither moved. I noticed that Miss Thomas had a cushion stuffed in front of her face to stop her from laughing. Oh, really!

	“Your wine madam.” I said firmly giving Miss Thomas the evil eye.

	Mrs. Havers rose up to my height and suddenly I felt intimidated. And so, would you if you were dressed as a maid in the complete power of these two women. After all they had the key!

	“Now let me see. One, two, three glasses,” she counted mischievously.

	Oh-oh. I bent a stockinged knee and tried to sound brave. “Please Mrs. Havers you asked if I wanted a drink,” I gulped.

	“Oh? And did I say you could have one?”

	I bit my lip. “Uhm, not in so many words, come to think of it.”

	A cane swished through the air making me jump. It was all I could do to maintain the tray standing in my high heels. The wine spilled over the lips of the glasses. She must have had the cane hidden behind the sofa.

	She has sliced through the air in front of me but did not actually touch me. My heart thumped wildly. “Please Mrs. Havers shall I put the third glass back?”

	She pursed her lips thoughtfully, a smile playing on her lips.

	I tried again: “I am so sorry Mrs. Havers, please forgive me.”

	Miss Thomas creased herself laughing. “Isn’t he adorable.”

	This was awful. Was it a game or were they serious? I was of course too smart to take any chances. “I can be a bit silly at times. I am sorry.”

	“A bit of an airhead?” asked Mrs. Havers helpfully.

	My knees were knocking. My bottom was so bruised that it could not take any further punishment. “Yes madam, an airhead.”

	She tapped the cane lightly against my thighs. I held my breath.

	“That’s all right then. As long as we know you are a bimbo then we know how to treat you don’t we.”

	She went and sat next to the laughing hyena friend of hers on the sofa.

	“Yes madam,” I was so relieved, I bobbed my apology, “thank you madam. It won’t happen again madam.”

	“I’m sure.” She placed the cane in easy reach and settled herself down. “Come and join us, bimbo.”

	What was I supposed to do? I minced over to them and ducked down so that they could take the drinks from the tray.

	Minutes later I was on my knees before them with Mrs. Havers offering me a drink from her own glass.

	She ruffled my hair and asked me how I had gotten myself into this predicament. It seemed that they had been coming here for the last two years and all they were usually offered were the bar staff. They are ok, I was assured. Miss Thomas giggled that they were very big! When I thought about it, they did seem a bit tall, but not that tall surely.

	I told her how eager I was to serve their needs and satisfy them in any way. That really did make both of them very happy. I guessed that they would have a lot of ironing, being two women in a hotel like this.

	The two women exchanged a glance and then seemed to reach an unspoken agreement. They rose as one. I looked up at them from being on my knees wondering whether to stand too.

	Mrs. Havers tickled me under my chin, “follow us dear.”

	They walked bare foot to the bedroom. At last, the chores were to be faced. I could be out of my belt within an hour -depending upon how much work of course.

	“Bring the bottle bimbo,” said Mrs. Havers dismissively.

	“Yes Madam.”

	Once in the bedroom Mrs. Havers closed the door behind her and Miss Thomas leapt childlike onto the bed where she bounced around revealing a bit of the red lace of her teddy. How sexy I thought. The familiar stirring, followed quickly by the now familiar, painful restraining.

	Mrs. Havers climbed onto the bed and pointed to a place between them on the bed where I was to kneel facing them.

	I did as I was ordered.

	When I was settled Mrs. Havers lifted up the hem of my dress.

	“Really!” I squealed, pushing it down hard.

	I should not have done that.

	Mrs. Havers face darkened, I think even Miss Thomas looked a bit shocked. “Fetch your cane for me will you dear. I foolishly left it next to the sofa.”

	Oh god!! “Yes Madam,” I tried hard to think of a way out, but decided that it would be best to fetch it.

	When I returned, with the cane I tried my best ruse: “If it pleases madam may I say how sorry I am. I was just surprised that is all.”

	She said nothing but snatched the cane and used it to coldly point back to the space between them. I obediently returned to my kneeling position and waited with trepidation. She took the cane and laid it to my left. Then she locked eyes with me and once again lifted the hem of my skirt. This time she met no resistance. I felt a chill on the exposed thighs, and heat in my cheeks. It is very degrading to have someone exhibit you like this and not be able to do anything about it.

	“Sit up!” She barked sternly, though I could see a knowing smile playing on her lips.

	I sat up, back straight, still on my knees and she tugged down my tight panties. Miss Thomas leaned closely in. Soon She and Mrs. Havers were inches from my groin. I tell you I even could feel their hot breath.

	“Wow!” Announced Miss Thomas. She poked my metal contained penis. “Does it hurt?”

	“No madam,” I said, “well it does if I... you know.”

	Mrs. Havers laughed: “what dear? Tell us. That is a command!”

	Oh dear. “If I have certain thoughts, and, er, it gets bigger”

	They giggled. Miss Thomas took hold of the metallic housing between thumb and forefinger: “it’s not going to get very big in there.”

	“No Miss,” I sadly agreed.

	“What happens if I rub you down there?” Mrs. Havers asked in mock innocence. She then proceeded to rub my groin.

	Oh God, the feeling. My eyes closed. It had been so long since I had experienced any relief. It grew and immediately filled the cylinder. She rubbed some more.

	“Please Mrs. Havers, stop, I can’t stand it!” It was so painful.

	But she continued to rub around it and the pain was excruciating. Tears filled my eyes. “Please Mrs. Havers please!”

	She stopped and Miss Thomas dabbed at my eyes with a tissue.

	“There, there little bimbo,” Mrs. Havers whispered. “So, I take it you would like to be released?”

	I sniffled back some tears. “Oh, yes desperately Miss!”

	“Then you will do what we ask?” She whispered.

	“What we command!” corrected Miss Thomas.

	Mrs. Havers laughed gleefully at that. “Quite right. Poor dear. But an expensive dear too! Let us see if you are worth the money. Lie on your back like the slut you are.”

	Slut! That was going too far! I pouted and gave her a quick look just to say I was not happy with being called that! As I lay back, I pointed out to her, as servile as possible of course, “please Mrs. Havers I can see how easy it is to make such a mistake.”

	“Hands up to the bed rail slut,” she continued ignoring me.

	I pressed on, I was not going to be ignored! I raised my hands up to her bed head and continued, “I know that the other girls may appears to be somewhat slutty,” that was an understatement!

	“Put your wrists though the bars and closer together slut.”

	I did as I was told. “But I am simply a manager who is working with those silly, empty headed, over sexed girls, I would hesitate to call them sluts, but I think we both know what we are talking about.”

	Clink, clink. Cold metal gripped my wrists. I tried to pull them down to see what had happened but when I could not my stomach tingled. Handcuffs - just like that horrible policeman had used on me. I looked up and sure enough my wrists were pinned together behind the rails of the bed head by handcuffs.

	This was too much!

	“You should release me at once!”

	Then the lights went out. Or at least I thought they had. Everything went dark and warm. The odors! I sniffed. They smelled like Deborah when she got excited and needed to be licked to a climax. That usually happened after those nights when she had been out and needed what she laughingly referred to as her bath before she went to sleep. She never did explain why she called it a bath. I was not cleaning anything just giving her soaking wet quim a good licking.

	The weight of Mrs. Havers settled down on my face. I heard a muffled “come on slut” and I set to work. Deborah had taught me where to lick and how to perform this particular task very well.

	She explained to me that you must play around the clitoris. If the technique is good then you will feel the entire pussy wobbling and pulsating like a jelly on a washing machine. I am a very quick learner and after just a few lessons I was able to do it without her having to punish me.

	Sure enough, I soon felt the telltale rapid, pulsating movements. From far away I could hear her climaxing. A thick scented mush was pumped over my face. I pulled at my hands desperate to free them so that I could wipe away the horrible fluid.

	But still she rode my face as if I were her horse. Now I was beginning to suffocate. I wriggled and squirmed desperate for air. But still she pushed her horrible nether regions hard into my face. I licked furiously. Surely, she would have had enough by now. I felt her orgasm again. And finally, she fell off me, rolling on to her back whining like a wounded animal.

	I gulped in the air feeling her mucus like fluid drain into my mouth.

	Yugh! I was about to spit it out when I saw something that stopped me in my tracks.

	Miss Thomas was no longer wearing her toweling robe. She still wore her sexy red teddy in which her two boobs bounced like separate animals. Other than that, she was naked apart from…

	I could not believe my eyes. I had never actually seen one before. I gulped.

	She was crawling purposefully but drunkenly up the bed towards me. Her blond hair tickling her face around her unnerving grin.

	I tugged at my chains scared out of my wits.

	“Mrs. Havers! Mrs. Havers!” I kicked my high heeled shoes at the prone body of the now snoring older woman. Oh, dear! She was lost in a contented world of sleep.

	Now Miss Thomas knelt by my feet and took hold of my ankles. I tried desperately to close them together but she prevented me from doing anything that could protect my dignity.

	She leaned back on her knees and there it was pointing straight at me: a dildo fastened tightly around her waist. It was huge!

	“Now Miss Thomas I think you should think very carefully about what you are planning to do.” I pointed out trying not to sound too nervous.

	“Oh?” She inquired in her inebriated slur, “now why is that, lover?”

	“Because,” I gulped, “if you try to make love to Mrs. Havers, she will wake up and then you will be in trouble”. Of course, the real reason was that I was scared that I would be in trouble. But I did not feel that my problems would carry much weight with her in her present condition. I knew that I would get the blame if she violated Mrs. Havers whilst she slept. Worse, Miss Morgan would be bound to blame me!

	“It’s not for her, silly!” She laughed gleefully.

	I immediately felt relieved.

	I wrestled with the handcuffs but knew from my experiences how they hurt if you tried to escape. I laid back and watched Miss Thomas crawl closer. A wicked grin broadened on her face as she grew closer to me. I must say I felt very intimidated as I watched my own boobs rise and fall with my heavy breathing.

	Suddenly I felt my knickers pulled savagely down. I gasped. “What are you doing Miss Thomas!”

	“Something I’ve always wanted to try!” she exclaimed drunkenly.

	She tore my knickers from my ankles and you can imagine how shocked and exposed I felt. I tried to push my legs together but she was now kneeling between my thighs.

	She reached across me to her bedside cabinet and from a drawer pulled a small white tube. She smeared a thick golden fluid over the end of her dildo.

	“Please Miss Thomas if you will be so good as to release me, I will not tell anyone about this.”

	She laughed dirtily. “I just don’t care lover. I’ll be telling everyone. The girls in the office will be so dead jealous when they hear about what I have done!”

	She smeared some generously over her fingers and then pushed her hand under my skirt.

	I yelped. It was so cold and gooey. She pushed her fingers into my bottom, right up through my sphincter. It was so wet and slimy that the two fingers easily pushed up inside me.

	“Stop it at once!” I said firmly.

	You would think that such a request would have stopped in her tracks, but no, it made her very irate. She grabbed my cheeks in a most painful vice like grip.

	“You little tart!” she spat viscously. “You prance about with your ‘look at me’ wiggle. This is what you’ve been wanting all night!”

	I could not even mumble as she had gripped me jaw so tightly. She gave one quick push and I felt her horrible dildo at my rectum. I tried to wriggle away but the greasy substance ensured that it slid in as easily as her fingers had.

	It quickly filled my sphincter in a most disturbing way. She pushed again and it slid deeper into me.

	“Oh!” Was all I could say.

	My stockinged legs splayed around her thighs as she grunted harder and harder. She was pushing it even deeper!

	“Please Miss Thomas,” was all I could say before her mouth fell over mine like a plunger. Her tongue filled my mouth as much as her dildo filled me elsewhere.

	I could feel her pulling out of me and then pushing in. Gently now and slowly. More rhythmic. Now here is the strange part suddenly it felt quite nice. Sort of satisfying. My prick swelled up in its confines and pinched, but I could hardly feel the pain as the new sensations Miss Thomas was inducing flooded though me, like electric though a lead.

	Just as I was beginning to enjoy it, I felt her slide out of me. It was if my insides were being sucked out and I was left feeling that I was missing something.

	She kissed my nose and with a loud sigh fell on to her back next to Mrs. Havers.

	This left me lying there, hands secured, legs strewn carelessly apart, my prick swollen and deportee, and me feeling oddly sexy and empty. I needed more. I needed to cum.

	I groaned and rubbed my legs together. This provided some excitement as the stocking tops rubbed each other but that was soon followed by a squeal as the restraint pinched my penis. I kicked my legs in frustration this was dreadful. These two awful women had satisfied themselves with me and I now lay here in desperate need.

	Oh! When would my darling Deborah rescue me?

	I felt like crying.

	*****

	I did not realize that I had fallen asleep until a frantic Mrs. Havers shook me awake.

	“Wake up slut! Quickly!”

	She slapped my face, stinging my cheek, before wrestling with the key in my cuffs.

	“Oh, my God look at the time!”

	I sat up, confused. What was the problem with the time? My wrists fell free and oh my arms ached. I rubbed my shoulders though the silk of my outfit.

	Mrs. Havers grabbed my arm and pulled me harshly from the bed. “Quickly girl! You are going to cost us a fortune!”

	I stood wavering on my heels, half asleep. A fortune?

	“Oh, my God what is that!!” Mrs. Havers looked horrified as she took in the happy sleeping form of Miss Thomas whose dildo pointed triumphantly up at the ceiling.

	“What have you two been up to!!”

	Exasperated, she hauled me towards the door. I tripped after her in the heels.

	“Never mind, never mind. I bet I get charged extra for that!” She stopped and stared angrily at me. “This was your fault wasn’t it!”

	All I could do was stare blankly at her.

	“You knew I only paid for two hours. You little tart encouraging her to do that with you so that you would earn more!”

	“Oh, no,” I tried to correct her but she would not listen.

	“It’s always the same. You’re all out for whatever you can get!”

	My bottom lip trembled. This was awful I stamped my foot hard. “Now you listen to me,” I cried, tears brimming in my eyes. “It had nothing to do with me. And I think you are both horrible! I told Miss Thomas not to and she still...”

	Mrs. Havers opened the door into the hallway. “All right, all right! Wait a minute”

	I stood at the doorway wiping my eyes whilst she rifled through her handbag until she brought out two twenty-pound notes.

	“Here,” she offered them to me, “Take this. Forget about it. We’ll certainly be asking for you in the future. So, keep your sexy mouth shut.”

	I stared at the notes being waved in front of me. When I did not take them, she lifted up my skirt. I was now so compliant I did nothing to stop her.

	“Just stuff them in your knickers,” she paused in shock, “where on earth are they?”

	“Please Mrs. Havers your friend took them off me,” I explained.

	Mrs. Havers shook her head, “no doubt something else I will be billed for!”

	She then stuffed the two notes down between my boobs. “Go on, run along. Quick. I’ll already have to pay for two extra hours!”

	Next thing I knew I was standing in the quiet hallway staring at their door.

	In the vast empty hotel, it all seemed nothing more than a dream. Until that is, I walked gingerly towards the lift. My backside felt open and empty. I felt more randy than I could ever remember. I must find Deborah and have her tell Mr. Davies to remove this awful chastity device.

	When I reached Miss Morgan’s office, I saw Katie standing in front of a mirror pushing her hair into place. She looked like she had been pulled through a hedge backwards. She had been the only person I had seen since I left Mrs. Havers room. The hotel was fast asleep apart from us girls and our clients. I mean the girls and me and our clients, well you know what I mean.

	“Oh, Linzie!” Katie gleefully whispered. “Sort yourself out before you report to Miss Morgan!”

	She tugged at my uniform and combed my hair with her fingers. I must say that felt quite delicious and caused yet another stirring down below. I think I was in a permanent state of arousal. If I could get it released it would only take seconds to satisfy myself.

	“That’ll have to do,” she smiled.

	Her mascara had blotched around her comely eyes making her look like a panda. When I looked in the mirror, I saw I that I looked exactly the same.

	“Right, ready?” Before I could reply Katie knocked on the door and we went inside.

	*****

	Miss Morgan was lying back in a leather padded chair with her stockinged feet on the desk. Her eyes were half closed as if she were exhausted. She exhausted! She should have been through what I had experienced, then she would know what it is like to be exhausted.

	Mr. Davies sat next to her looking glumly through a folder. They barely gave us a glance.

	Miss Morgan spoke with her eyes closed: “good time girls?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” we both announced, bobbing before her.

	“You’ve done well. Four hours each. We’ll be able to double the fees of your clients.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” again the silly little bob even though neither of them paid us the slightest bit of attention.

	She dropped her feet from the desk to the floor. “Did they give you your keys?”

	Katie spoke first, “no miss Morgan we are not allowed to touch our own keys.” She then bobbed as if she had said the cleverest thing in the world.

	Miss Morgan nodded “And you Linzie?”

	“No Miss Morgan,” I said smugly knowing that was what she wanted to hear, “but Mrs. Havers showed it to me.”

	Miss Morgan smiled, “showed it to you. Did she release you?”

	“No Miss Morgan,” I bobbed regretfully.

	Miss Morgan laughed. “Good! Then you are mine tomorrow! My little virgin”

	I felt the tears well again. “Please miss Morgan, I am desperate to cum please, please.”

	Suddenly I found myself kneeling on the carpeted floor, tears streaking my face, my hands clasped before my boobs. “Oh, please Miss Morgan I will be ever so good from now on. I promise.”

	Miss Morgan glanced at the scowling Mister Davies who regarded me coldly as if examining a scientific experiment. Finally, he shrugged and nodded to Miss Morgan. “Have her cum in front of me, make sure it is amusing. I could do with a laugh,” was all he said.

	I held my breath.

	“Stand up Linzie,” Miss Morgan said plucking a small key from her bag and rising from her desk.

	I could not believe it. I was about to cum. It did not matter where or how. All that mattered was that it would happen. My penis grew, and my breath became shorter. I felt so grateful. “Oh, thank you Miss Morgan.”

	“Well get up girl and put your hands on your head. You move them from your head and your treat will end!”

	I jumped up. “Yes Miss Morgan, oh yes.”

	Even Katie seemed pleased for me. Mr. Davies put down his folder and settled back in his chair as if he were about to watch his favorite tv program.

	“Thank you, Mr. Davies, Thank you Miss Morgan.” My hands flashed up to my head where I felt my starched maids cap. I felt a tingle like an electric shock pulsate though my tummy.

	I suspect that it was the action of raising my arms that led to my downfall. Maybe it was leaping up so quickly. I was very excited after all.

	Whatever was the cause I was about to experience the worst punishment I had faced since this dreadful experience began.

	As my hands felt the maids cap so the two twenty pounds burst from my cleavage and floated through the air.

	They took an age to glide to the floor. It was almost as if they wanted everyone to see them.

	I felt the heat of Mr. Davies’ anger immediately.

	“What!” he stormed.

	I looked pleadingly at Miss Morgan, “please Miss Morgan let me explain.”

	“Silence!” She slapped me hard across the face.

	Linzie curtseyed deep and low, fear flashing though her beautiful blue eyes. “Permission to leave Miss Morgan,” she whispered timidly.

	She was ignored and she shrank back against the wall.

	“You little slut!” Miss Morgan thundered. “What did I tell you about handling cash!”

	My legs shook, I swear my knees were knocking together.

	“Oh, please Miss Morgan.” I tried to explain once again but now Mister Davies was on his feet. Suddenly he was wide awake and his fury made him appear even bigger.

	I cowered before the two of them.

	“We give you the opportunity to service our clients,” he bellowed. The entire hotel must have heard him. “And all you do is thieve from me!”

	“No, Mr. Davies, please Davies,” I bobbed.

	“This is how you repay me!!!!”

	My head swirled I felt feint with fear.

	“Bend over the desk!”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, at once Mr. Davies,” I said eagerly. My mind now totally blank. I could not think of doing anything other than obeying them all.

	I bent over the desk and closed my eyes. I heard the whooshing of a cane being tried out. My heart thumped like a machine gun.

	“I’m going to teach you what happens to thieving sluts like you!” Mr. Davies said sternly.

	“Yes, Mister Davies, thank you mister Davies,” I whimpered. I wanted so much to explain to them what had happened but I just felt that every time I did anything it back fired.

	“I hope you appreciate the time and trouble I spend training you sluts!”

	“Yes, mister Davies,” I chanted, “thank you mister Davies.”

	“And you are grateful, aren’t you?” he asked menacingly.

	“Oh, yes mister Davies. Thank you for spending the time training me, it really is appreciated.”

	The office fell silent, I listened for the telltale swish, my buttocks clenched.

	“Well,” Mr. Davies pondered, “she does seem to be penitent.”

	“I am Mr. Davies sir, thank you sir. It definitely won’t happen again.”

	I waited for his response, my heart in my mouth.

	“Hmm. Alright,” he continued at last, “I shall reduce your punishment to twelve cuts of my cane.”

	12! Oh no! “Thank you, mister Davies.”

	“We shall suspend the rest of your sentence, which should be a cut for every pound you took plus twenty for hiding the money from us, plus twenty for being so stupid.”

	“Yes Davies,” I said gratefully.

	Miss Morgan tousled my hair. “You cannot punish her for being stupid. You can’t help being stupid can you Linzi?”

	I gulped. “No Miss Morgan.”

	Miss Morgan leaned closer, “so no more silliness about pretending to be a manager then?”

	“Oh, no Miss Morgan,” I promised form the bottom of my heart.

	“You are just a silly little slut who can only be trusted with making coffees and servicing the clients.”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I said eagerly.

	“Tell us what you are then,” Miss Morgan said sweetly.

	“Please Miss Morgan I am just a silly little slut who can only be trusted with making the coffee and servicing the clients.”

	“Good girl, then twelve it shall be,” Miss Morgan announced pulling up my skirt with a flourish.

	You can imagine how grateful I felt, a mere twelve compared with all the canings I actually deserved. They were being very kind to me.

	Until...

	“Oh, my God,” Miss Morgan gasped.

	Then mister Davies thundered: “and where are your knickers girl!”

	I clenched my fists and started to cry. “Please mister Davies, sir,” I blubbered, “my clients removed them from me.”

	“Could be for a souvenir,” Miss Morgan ventured helpfully.

	“Well, that has cost me too, hasn’t it!” Mister Davies was in no mood to be placated by Miss Morgan’s entreaties. “I kit you out at my expense and you just let someone have them.”

	“Yes, Mister Davies, sorry mister Davies,” I whined, tears rolling down my cheeks. “Please mister Davies I promise to look after your clothing from now on.”

	“You will, you stupid little slut, you won’t forget this in a hurry!”

	I felt the cane tap against my exposed buttocks already sore from the combined punishments of the day. I would ensure that I would never, ever again do anything naughty or wrong and find myself in this terrible position.

	“You will receive twenty now, the six extra ones are for losing your knickers!”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, thank you Mr. Davies.”

	“After every cut you tell me what a stupid little slut you are.”

	“Yes, mister Davies, thank you mister Davies.”

	The first cut sliced the top of my exposed bottom making me squeal, though I quickly blurted out what a stupid little slut I was.

	The second fell in the same place. How it stung. “I am a stupid little slut,” I gasped.

	By the third and fourth, I was now saying the words automatically. My mouth was able to say what a silly little slut I was without me even thinking about it. Somehow the words felt true. I had been violated sexually and paid for it and I was dumb enough to always leave myself open to being punished.

	“I am a silly little slut,” I said and knew it to be true.

	Again, and again, he whipped at my bottom and I intoned the necessary words of truth and humiliation.

	Now he was working down the backs of my thighs and the pain was unimaginable. I cried and I cried but always managed to get out the words: “I am a stupid little slut.”

	When the canning stopped and I saw through blurred eyes Mr. Davies putting the cane into a cupboard I felt the heat from my bottom flood my entire body from toes to head.

	He rolled back his shirt sleeves and ordered me to stand.

	Stiffly I stood up and turned to face him. The pain was now dreadful. I cried like a baby.

	“See that gift tag on the desk?” He asked me quietly.

	I looked at the desk and through the tears I could see a small, white cardboard gift tag with a string attached.

	“Yes, Mister Davies,” I blubbered.

	“Use that black felt pen to write the followings words on it.” He spoke evenly.

	I picked up a felt tipped pen removed the cap and was ready to obey his instruction.

	“Write: ‘not to be opened until Christmas’.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies,” I said and printed the words neatly on the white card.

	Once I had finished, he snatched it and checked the words. “Good girl.”

	“Thank you, Mr. Davies,” I bobbed.

	“Now tie it to your chastity belt near the lock,” he said as he held it out to me.

	I took the gift tag and fumbled beneath my skirt. I found that I could thread the strings behind the thin steel that ran down from the waist to the groin just beneath the little lock. I tied the string into place and stood up awaiting my next instruction. The tag fell in front of my crotch tickling the tops of my thighs.

	“That remains on until I feel you deserve to have it removed.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, thank you Mr. Davies.”

	“No release for you until I am satisfied that you can perfectly follow every instruction you are given.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, thank you Mr. Davies,” I bobbed.

	He took hold of my chin forcing me to look straight into his stern, black eyes. “And bear in mind I have not said which Christmas.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies,” I mumbled between his thumb and forefinger. Oh, God I wondered, how long would he keep me locked away.

	“For the next week you shall serve me and miss Ford in our penthouse suite.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, thank you Mr. Davies.” I felt a wave of relief. At least I would be in the same room as my adorable wife Deborah, even if I did have to call her by her maiden name, Miss Ford.

	“And bear in mind I like to fuck her a lot.”

	“Yes.” I stopped. What? Fuck my lovely Deborah? My wife? My beloved, gorgeous spouse. No! Suddenly my mind cast back to all that had happened. Now I understood perfectly. His evil plan was to trick both me and my unwitting wife in to his clutches where he could control us both. Just so he could try and take her from me.

	My thoughts were broken by his grip tightening around my jaw. “I can’t hear you slut. I said I like to fuck her a lot.”

	I looked into his eyes with my bottom on fire and said what I knew I had to say. “Yes Mr. Davies.”

	“So, she will need to be sexily dressed at all times.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies of course Mr. Davies”

	“And you are in charge of her wardrobe, so I will hold you responsible if she is not dressed appropriately for me.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, of course Mr. Davies,” I continued to bob like a toy in a bath.

	For the first time I saw him smile. It was an awful superior leer that made my stomach turn over with dismay.

	“Well slut you toddle off to your room and get a good night’s sleep. I have a feeling I will be working you very hard tomorrow.”

	“Yes Mr. Davies, thank you Mr. Davies.”

	With that he left, Katie fled and Miss Morgan led me by the hand to my maids’ room next to the penthouse suite for my good night’s sleep.

	I would need it. It did not matter about me of course but I had to rescue my beloved wife from his evil machinations. I had to do whatever was necessary to do help her understand his depraved intent and then aid her escape.

	Anything that is, just so long as I could be sure that Mr. Davies or Miss Morgan could not find out. I would make sure I was never punished again.

	 


Chapter Five

	After my dreadful beating at the hands of Mr. Davies I spent the entire night sleeping on my tummy. The heat from my bottom made my useless cock even more excited. It remained firm and uncomfortably tight in its confines. The chastity belt remained unyielding. As I cried myself to sleep, I vowed to let Deborah know about what a horrible bully he is. In the morning I would tell my lovely wife Deborah about his awful threat of making love to her. I could not even think of the foul words he used. I needed to warn her of his unpleasant plans for her. I know that she can take care of herself but perhaps he will deceive her in some way.

	But how to reach her? He had spoken of a Penthouse, but we maids were under close scrutiny at all times.

	The entire day was spent cleaning up the hotel after the shenanigans from the previous evening. I soon gleaned that I was not the only maid in need of a cushion to enable her to sit down. Beckie winced, like me, at every movement on a chair, no matter how well padded. She deserved her beating though!

	I was still humiliatingly attired as French Maid which made me even more cross. In fact, I decided to confront Miss Morgan and officially complain.

	So, during our mid-morning break I knocked on her door, quite hard, I wanted her to know just how I felt.

	Unfortunately, she said, “come in,” in such an impatient manner that my courage deserted me. I thought about fleeing back to the canteen with the rest of the girls. But I knew that if I did not face up to her now then I never would.

	It reminded me of the time I faced up to my lovely wife Deborah at home. One day she had left me a long list of tasks before setting off for work. She wagged a finger in my direction: ‘make sure your chores are completed satisfactorily by the time I get home or else it will be an early night for you!’

	Now Deborah can be very frightening when she is in that sort of mood so you can see how brave I was by not even starting any of the tasks. After all, she had wanted the weeks wash completed and ironed on the same day as I was supposed to raise the hem of a dress, (apparently her boss and now mine, the dreadful Mister Davies, thought it should be shorter). When you added that to the usual Friday duties of making the bed and cleaning the bathroom and toilets you can see how unfair the work load was.

	So, I decided to make a stand. I spent a very pleasant day on the sofa watching day time television and eating a box of chocolates that Deborah had bought me as a present for being so good the previous weekend.

	She usually got home at about five, unless she was working late when she might not get home until the early hours. So, by about four in the afternoon I began to get a bit worried. I was still determined to tell her how I felt but perhaps I ought to at least start the housework. That was when I got into a panic. Where to start? I had not even made the beds. Perhaps I should start there first, or maybe I ought to put the washing in the washing machine. But then there was the bathroom and the toilets. I remember I felt quite dizzy with the turmoil of deciding where to start. If only Deborah had been home. She would have been able to make the decision. She is very good like that.

	So, before I knew it the door bangs open and Deborah is standing there in the doorway with a face like thunder.

	“Take my coat you wimp,” she stormed at me. She can be a little impolite when she is really angry.

	I dashed to her and helped slide her coat from her shoulders.

	She was really lived. “Bastards have cancelled the orders for next week! Can you believe it!”

	She strode across to the sofa and slumped on it dropping her high heels onto the coffee table next to the remains of the chocolates. “A drink! A drink! I need a drink, can’t you see!”

	“Oh, yes, sorry Deborah,” I muttered, closing the door and hanging up her coat in one motion.

	“I only rang them yesterday and it was all still on!” She ranted. “where is that damn drink you lazy, inadequate, excuse for a husband!”

	“Coming Deborah dear,” my hand shook as I poured her, her favorite white wine, nicely chilled. I put the glass on a silver tray and rushed to her side. She likes her drinks served on a tray.

	“I’m going to have to get out and see them tonight,” she declared to no one in particular as she took my drink and quaffed it down.

	“That’s better,” she said with a smile.

	I felt myself relax. She was dreadful when she was in a mood. Quite terrifying.

	She opened her adorable blue eyes and looked up at me. It was then that she saw the chocolate wrappers on the table.

	“I really expect this rubbish to be cleared up before I get home!” she said icily.

	“Yes, Deborah dear,” I said quickly pushing the wrappers onto the tray.

	She sat up suspiciously, her long legs dropping to the floor as she looked about her.

	“Is this supposed to be tidy?” She demanded, waving a hand around the room.

	“Uhm no....” I mumbled feeling my cheeks redden.

	Her eyes narrowed. “Has it been vacuumed?”

	“Well... you see ....”

	“I asked you a question,” she spat.

	“Well yes,” I said timidly, “but not actually today.”

	I wished I had lied. But there again lying to Deborah is never a wise move. She always knows when I stray from the truth and then my punishment can be really painful.

	“Cleaning the house is a daily duty,” she pointed out.

	“Yes, Deborah dear but...”

	“But? What do you mean ‘but’? What good are ‘buts’ to me? After a hard day’s work, I do not expect to come home to a pig sty!”

	“It’s hardly a pig sty!” I said petulantly wishing I could be anywhere other than here.

	She rose to her feet put her hands down the front of my pants and grabbed my willy.

	“Oooh,” I dropped the tray to the floor. “Please Deborah.”

	“Why has it not been done!” She demanded.

	I had to explain to her what the problem was. “Please Deborah you left me with too much work to do today and I did not know where to start,” There I had said it. Now she would understand.

	“What?” She gritted her teeth. Obviously, she did not understand.

	I felt her hand tighten around my genitals. “Please Deborah. You wanted the washing done and ironed, and your dress altered and ....”

	“Are you saying I work you too hard?”

	“Oh, no, no.....”

	“You have done your chores haven’t you?”

	My fearful silence spoke volumes.

	“How much have you actually done?”

	“Well…er...uhm...” why had I not completed all the chores and then explained to Deborah that she had given me too much work!

	“Strip!” She commanded me in a quiet, menacing tone.

	She released my genitals and I hurriedly undressed. “You see Deborah I had so much I did not know where to start.” I removed my shirt and my trousers and socks, leaving me in the little white knickers.

	“You could have rung me, couldn’t you?”

	“Oh, yes. Good idea,” I agreed. Oh, why didn’t I call her?

	“Leave your knickers on and run and fetch me the hair brush.”

	Oh no. “Yes, Deborah dear, but please, I can make a start ...”

	“Quickly wimp!”

	The hair brush she wanted was the one with the hard bristles and a long porcelain handle. I knew it well. I raced upstairs to get it and hurried back to her.

	“Get on the dining room table on all fours.”

	Oh no! “Yes Deborah, but please may I be allowed...”

	“Shift that idle ass of yours!”

	“Yes, Deborah dear.”

	I used one of the dining room chairs to help me climb on to our splendid dining room table. I had served as many as eight guests around it some evenings.

	“On all fours!”

	I maneuvered myself into position, my bottom feeling exposed and vulnerable. I started sniffling.

	“I do not expect to come home from work and find that nothing has been done!”

	“No Deborah, sorry Deborah. It won’t happen again.”

	She laughed like a maniac. “No, it will certainly not!”

	She then gave me the hardest spanking she had ever dished out. I yowled and cried like a baby but she continued methodically. Only when I was employed by the dreadful Mister Davies was I to encounter greater pain.

	At that moment on all fours every searing slap echoed through my being. I was convinced no one could take a greater beating than this.

	When she had finished my face was buried in my arms on the table as I blubbered; my bottom remained exposed in the air.

	“Right,” she declared breathlessly, “don’t ever let me have to do this to you again!”

	“No Deborah,” I cried, relieved that the punishment was over.

	She stroked my cheek softly like I was a pet, “now serve up dinner like a good little boy and we can forget it all.”

	Dinner! I stopped crying and sat up on my knees looking at my now smiling wife.

	“After dinner perhaps I will give you a special treat. I will masturbate you.”

	I rubbed the tears with my hand and felt terrified. “Uhm well,” I stammered, “the problem is....”

	Her eyes narrowed and her lips spread back across her teeth, “you haven’t burnt it again, have you?”

	“Oh, no,” I tried a smile, I would never let a dinner burn after what she did to me last time. “I just haven’t had a chance to start it yet.”

	The temperature of the room fell by 20 degrees. I shivered in the icy fear.

	The slap across my face sprawled me across the table.

	She was furious. Totally out of control.

	“Right!”

	She raced upstairs while I waited whimpering on the table top.

	She returned with a number of belts and ties.

	“Cross your ankles,” she commanded as she threw the items about me.

	As soon as I had done so she started binding them tightly together. I winced at the pain as she hauled the ties as tight as she could around my ankles make it before cinching it off into a knot.

	“Hands behind your back! Palms facing away!”

	I did as I was told and she set about my wrists securing them with determined vigor.

	“I will teach you, you little wimp!”

	“Yes Deborah. Ouch.” The knot had pinched my skin.

	She then used one of the belts to fix my thighs together and another to secure my elbows as tightly as she could.

	“There! And don’t think that I have finished with you yet!”

	“No Deborah,” I sobbed. My fingertips could just touch my pantie clad bottom but with the palms turned face out they were ineffective at rubbing it.

	Deborah picked up her mobile and banged out a few numbers. “Hello? Yes, it’s me. I’ve changed my mind. Dinner sounds wonderful.” She looked across at me thoughtfully, “no it will have to be your place tonight. Great. See you then.”

	She put the phone down and disappeared upstairs leaving me held helplessly down on the table with my sore bottom.

	I heard the shower and some cupboards opened and closed before she reappeared at the bottom of the stairs. She was wearing a really sexy black and red basque that made her figure look stunning. I felt my member respond as soon as she appeared. Her boobs pillowed out of the top. The matching knickers, gorgeous stockings and red heels completed her ensemble.

	She often wore scanty underwear for meals out. It was to keep her cool she explained. She held up a black dress and a red dress, shaking the black one at me.

	“Have you sorted the hem line on this?”

	Oh dear. Trussed up like this I felt even more scarred of her than usual. She was really capable of doing anything. “Please Deborah, I am sorry. I can do it now.”

	“I’ll have to wear this!” She dropped the black dress and stepped into the very short tight red dress.

	When she zipped it up, I felt like I was going to shoot my load. She was quite simply totally stunning.

	“Right, now for you.” She pulled the chairs away from the table, pushing them tight up against the wall before approaching me with the black dress.

	She lifted up my bound legs and passed the dress up it. She raised my body so that she could pull the entire dress up to my neck. Then she zipped it tightly shut. My bound arms were trapped within the dress.

	I felt very foolish and gazed up at her as she approached me with a large hand flannel and a scarf.

	She folded the flannel and pushed it up against my eyes before pulling the scarf tightly around that and binding it around my head. I was totally blind. Completely helpless.

	“Please Deborah,” I stammered. I really did not like this. I am a little afraid of the dark as it is.

	“Shut up and listen.” She decreed. “I am going out for a nice meal with a friend. Maybe I will bring him home. Maybe I will bring home a lot of friends. I do not want them to see your wretched spanked, panty clad ass on my table wearing my dress!”

	“No Deborah dear.”

	“You have about two hours to get your wimp self upstairs into bed.”

	“Yes, Deborah dear.”

	“And by bed, I mean the spare bedroom.”

	“Yes Deborah.”

	“Idle wimp,” she spat as I heard her high heeled footsteps head for the front door which opened and slammed shut.

	I heard the car ignition turn over and with a squeal of tires I could picture her disappearing down the road.

	Phew. I sighed with relief. She had gone. My punishment was over.

	I tried to pull myself back up onto my knees but with every limb held so tautly, it was impossible. The dress trapped my legs as much as the bondage. I could not get any leverage. I pulled my legs out beneath me and was able to roll so that I was now sat up, on my knickers and could slide my bottom to the edge of the table. My legs hung over it.

	Oh my God! What if the curtains were still open and the light was on? Everyone in the street could see me.

	As my legs dangled, I thought about how to get down. I am not the bravest of individuals and the leap down filled me with dread. Oh, dear, why had I not been better behaved. Sitting there in my prison of darkness, restraints and the black dress, on my so, sore bottom I vowed never to disappoint her ever again.

	I do not know how long it took me to get from the table up to the spare bedroom. I am sure I spent an hour just downstairs searching sightlessly for the stairs.

	Time passed in its own world.

	When I reached the spare bedroom, I had to stand up straight to reach the door handle. I dreaded Deborah’s friends finding me like this.

	At last, I finally collapsed onto my bed, unable to pull the quilt over me of course, I lay there sobbing like a punished child.

	Actually, Deborah did not return until early the next morning and I am pleased to say that her anger had dissipated. She even looked very pleased with herself. I was grateful to be allowed to complete all my chores on that day even and was only punished by being sent to bed early.

	That digression has hopefully shown you how brave I can be when necessary at standing up to bullies. But now stood in my maid’s outfit outside of Miss Morgan’s office my courage drained away like water down the sink.

	But it was now or never.

	I entered and curtsied.

	Thankfully she seemed pleased to see me.

	“Oh, Debbie, how are you getting on?”

	“Fine thank you Miss Morgan,” I bobbed feeling Mr. Davies’ humiliating instructions tickle my thighs. He had me write them on a card and then tied them to my chastity belt. It read that I was not to be opened until Christmas. The bastard. What he did not realize, and probably did not even care about, was that whenever I walked it tickled my thighs so I was constantly reminded of its presence. Worse I was constantly reminded of the actual instruction.

	“So, what can I do for you?”

	I closed the door and moved closer to her on my heels. “Please Miss Morgan I do not think that I should have to wear this silly maid’s uniform.”

	Her face darkened and I gulped. “Oh, is that right Linzi?”

	“No Miss Morgan.”

	She rose from her desk in thought, “and should I tell Mr. Davies about your complaint?”

	“Oh, no. Please Miss Morgan. No.” What an awful idea. My bottom winced at the mere thought of him hearing about me complaining.

	She was now standing next to me and touched my bare smooth arm. Her touch made me tingle.

	She sniffed next to my ear, “mmm you smell nice.”

	“Its Katie’s Miss Morgan, she lent me some this morning,” actually she had sprayed it over me when I was sulking about having to wear the corset and stockings.

	“That was sweet of her.” She kissed my neck lightly and then my ear. I felt my head swirl with pleasure and even moaned.

	“You like that little darling?”

	“Oh, yes,” I admitted hoarsely. Part of me was fearful of what would happen if Deborah caught me like this but most of me was quite overcome with her attention.

	She nibbled my ear and I closed my eyes.

	“Such perfect little ears,” she continued whispering to me. My legs were weakening.

	“Oh, thank you...”

	She stroked her hand up my stocking clad thigh until she could feel the suspender. “And such wonderful legs. The best legs of any of Mr. Davies’s employees.”

	I was in dreamland.

	“You like showing off your legs to me don’t you little Linzi,” she purred.

	“Oh, yes Miss Morgan,” I said breathlessly.

	“And they look sooo good in high heels don’t they Linzi?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.” That was true.

	“It would be a shame to hide them from me by wearing trousers wouldn’t it?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I would not want to do that. My knees were close to giving out.

	“And such a pretty short dress. Such a nice smooth, sexy dress, on a nice smooth, sexy girl.”

	“Oooooh,” was all I could manage.

	I felt her lips on my neck and a charge coursed through me. Her hand touched my groin and my imprisoned dick responded as best it could.

	“Little Linzi likes her dress and stockings, doesn’t she?”

	“Yes Miss Morgan.”

	I heard her giggle and I felt myself smile.

	“Little Linzi needs to wear high heels to make her legs look good.”

	I nodded, totally out of it.

	Her other hand caressed my bottom through my knickers whilst her first hand rubbed my groin. “You had better remain dressed like this hadn’t you.”

	Oh yes, I thought my head swimming.

	“Ask me to keep you dressed like this Linzi,” she cooed.

	“Oh, please let me wear this maid’s outfit with the stockings and heels,” I tried to say. I don’t know whether I managed to say it but I think I did.

	She rubbed her nails along my steel chastity belt. “And the sooner I get the key for this the better isn’t it Linzi?”

	I turned and collapsed in to her arms. “Yes Miss Morgan,” my mouth opened and she kissed me passionately.

	I felt her hands on my shoulders forcing me down to my nylon clad knees. She hauled up her tight leather skirt and pulled down her knickers stepping out of them. With her legs apart she put her hand at the back of head and forced it against her pussy. I heard her voice from a million miles away. “Show me how grateful you are Linzi.”

	My tongue set to work on her pussy, licking at the clitoris as Deborah had instructed me over the years.

	I licked as hard as I could, as if the mere act of pleasuring her could give me some release.

	She juiced around my busy mouth, her elixir running down my chin. I could feel her throbbing sex and suddenly in a huge wail she came.

	And she came,

	And she came.

	I thought she was never going to stop.

	Finally, she collapsed into a chair, her cheeks flushed and the front of her dark hair plastered with sweat.

	“Oh, oh,” she said to herself.

	I watched her, still on my knees. I was desperate to cum myself. I looked up at her earnestly. “Please Miss Morgan?”

	She sat up as if suddenly realizing where she was. She pushed her leather skirt down her legs and ran her fingers through her hair.

	“You are a horny little slut, aren’t you?” she said, exhaling heavily.

	“Erm. Miss Morgan?”

	She lifted her knickers off the carpet and put them into her handbag on the desk. “Yes Linzi?”

	“Please, may I cum?” I was looking up at her with tears in my eyes.

	“Oh, Poor Linzi. Stand up girl. What would anyone think if they came through the door right now?”

	I stood up shakily. And it was not just the heels that made me shake. I tried to look at her as pitifully as possible.

	“I am afraid that your errant behavior with our clients has made that impossible right now. I am sure that with good work and quiet obedience Mister Davies will eventually allow you some pleasure.” She smiled indulgently at me.

	“But Miss Morgan!” I stamped my foot.

	“Now, now girl don’t get me angry!” She admonished me.

	I pouted to show her how cross I was with her. “What about my silly maid’s dress!”

	She sat behind her desk, suddenly composed, even though we both knew that her knickers were in her handbag. “You asked me, rather sweetly as I recall, to be allowed to wear your nice outfit and I have agreed to your request.”

	But that was cheating. She knew I would have said anything, agreed to anything, when I was in that state of arousal.

	“So, if there is nothing more you are dismissed. I gather the chef needs help washing dishes.”

	What a bitch. I felt the sticky wetness of precum between my legs. It clung uncomfortably to my tight black panties.

	“Yes Miss Morgan,” I curtseyed, deliberately not dropping down as far as I should and then left.

	Monday

	Today we were taken back to the office. So, it was back to that absurd outfit with the short kilt, socks and blouse. This time of course I needed a white bra for my boobs which remained fixed to my chest even after a hot shower. I hoped that they knew of the solution to break away the glue.

	During the bus ride over, whilst the other girls chattered inanely, I concentrated my mind on a plan. I needed to speak alone to Deborah or Miss Ford as I now had to call her. I was convinced that if I asked for permission to see her Miss Morgan would be suspicious and either prevent the meeting or else tell Mister Davies.

	The thought of Mister Davies frightened the wits out of me. Deborah could be cruel to me, but at least she punished me for my own good.

	Often, I was made to stand in the corner if my chores were not up to standard which is a good reminder to get the chores right in the first place. When I had my nose pressed to the corner, I would be sure to be doubly determined not to repeat the error. Indeed, as the years passed so Deborah grew to praising me more and more as my skills around the house improved. “You see,” she would say pleasantly, “you are not totally useless.” How that was music to my ears.

	Thoughts of how she had refined my skills made me even more determined to reach her and warn her about that horrible Mister Davies.

	The plan came to me all at once. I was beaming when I left the mini bus and headed up the steps to the office.

	Vanessa was in charge of the coffee and it gave me a moment at the front of the office with Miss Morgan.

	“Miss Morgan?” I bobbed.

	“Mondays are very busy Linzi please don’t waste my time,” she said curtly.

	“Oh, no I would not do that,” I said pretending not to be upset at her put down.

	“Then go and answer the phones.”

	They weren’t even ringing yet! It was still only eight o’clock. “Please Miss Morgan I was wondering....”

	She banged her pen down so hard that I heard the girls behind me suck in a deep breath and hurry to their desks. Oh, dear. But I could not back down now.

	“I think that perhaps Miss Ford should have her own secretary. After all she is very busy. And at the moment, all her office work comes out to us. But if just one girl was looking over it then obviously...”

	“Stop prattling on like a school girl.” Miss Morgan sat back in her chair and thought through the notion. “Go and sit down and try not to waste Mister Davies’ time by thinking on it.”

	Humph! “Yes Miss Morgan,” I curtseyed and feeling my cheeks burn with indignation returned to my desk. I could hear Julie sniggering behind me. Little tart!

	It was near ten o’clock when Mister Davies and Deborah arrived. I had an awful feeling that he had already tried to sleep with my wife. However, I could see from the way that she beamed with happiness that he had not pressed his advances yet. Deborah would be furious with him when he did make clear his intentions. I would never dare ask Deborah to be allowed to make love to her. I knew that she let me know if I was in line for any sort of reward.

	Sometimes, when I had been very good, she would masturbate me herself.

	Though, looking back over our married life, I had only made love to her once.

	That was on our honeymoon in a Hotel in an upmarket resort. She must have enjoyed it because she thought it was so funny. She was so happy that she suggested I sleep and rest while she went downstairs to the disco for a drink and some relaxation. Sadly, though she got lost and had to spend the night in someone else’s room. We met up at breakfast and we had a good laugh about that.

	So, Deborah’s smiling face told me everything was still all right.

	After we had said our good mornings to Mister Davies and Miss Ford, he disappeared into his own office and Miss Ford, I mean Deborah, stood next to Miss Morgan’s desk.

	“Any post Miss Morgan?” She asked.

	“Not yet Miss Ford, I’ll have one of the girls bring it to you when it comes. Oh, by the way. I had an idea this morning. Why don’t we make one of the girls your secretary?”

	“I certainly like the idea of having a girl to myself,” Deborah mused. “A splendid idea Miss Morgan.”

	You can imagine how I felt. What a horrible witch Miss Morgan was. And she had been so nice to me the previous day when I brought her off by licking her.

	“Perhaps Mister Davies should have his own girl as well,” Deborah added.

	Miss Morgan did not seem to like this idea. “I fear I would be short staffed to lose two girls.”

	“Nonsense. If we each had our own girl then your girls would do less work.”

	Miss Morgan had her nose out of joint. Well, done Deborah.

	Deborah looked around the room and I sat bolt upright, breasts pushing out so that she could not fail to miss me.

	Miss Morgan rose and announced, “we are looking for girls to move up and become personal secretaries. Who would like to have a go?”

	Suddenly there was a wash of white sleeved arms shooting up. Realizing what had happened I quickly put up mine.

	Deborah beamed, “what enthusiastic girls we have here Miss Morgan.”

	Miss Morgan was pleased with the compliment.

	Deborah looked about the room and I put up my hand even higher. Deborah’s blue eyes at last settled on me. She smiled sweetly. “I think Linzi Miss Morgan.”

	Miss Morgan was aghast. “But she is barely trained. She would be nothing but trouble.”

	My cheeks flushed. What a cow Miss Morgan was!

	Deborah laughed good-naturedly. “I am sure that she will soon learn the ropes being the secretary to Mister Davies.”

	Mister Davies!!!!! Yipes!!

	“And I think Beckie for mine please.”

	With that Deborah disappeared into mister Davies’ office, no doubt to tell him the ‘good news’. It was a moment before I realized that all the girls had returned to their work and I still had my arm up. I pulled it down.

	Oh God. Mister Davies’ personal secretary. What had I gotten myself into! I felt like crying. Deborah had unwittingly worsened her own situation.

	Moments later Mr. Davies stood scowling at his office door next to my wonderful wife. “Oy!” he shouted brutally in my direction.

	I stood and curtseyed. “Yes, Mister Davies?”

	“Get your fat ass in here. I have some work for you.”

	Fat ass! It was not fat! “Yes, Mister Davies,” I bobbed, mincing as quickly as I could in to his office.

	The door slammed shut behind me making me jump.

	Sit there and take notes.”

	“Yes, Mister Davies,” I sat down, legs together trying to hide the degrading label he had tied to my chastity belt.

	He handed me a spiral bound note book and a pencil.

	“Don’t get anything wrong!” He barked.

	I sat up straight. He was so horrible. “Yes, Mister Davies.”

	“Right. Dear Deborah, thank you for your monthly sales report. I note your advice on having the office girls get disciplined by yourself as well as Miss Morgan and me. I feel we can discuss it at a board meeting this evening at eight o’clock. Yours Mister Davies.”

	I wrote my squiggles as fast as I could.

	“Type it up and get it over to Miss Ford’s office immediately!”

	I stood up bobbing writing. “Yes, Mister Davies.”

	I was out of his office in the blink of an eye. I had no intention of staying in there with that dreadful brute. I returned to my desk and began typing out his memo to my wife.

	It seemed a good idea of Deborah’s to have her involved in the discipline. I would far rather have her punish me than the terrible Mister Davies.

	I printed it out and dashed to Miss Ford’s I mean Deborah, my wife’s office. I knocked and waited.

	“Enter.”

	I went in through the door. Deborah was on her computer with a calculator beside her. I closed the door quietly. I knew better than to interrupt her when she was concentrating so I remained totally quiet and still before her.

	She looked up absent mindedly.

	“Oh, hello Linzi. Yes?”

	“Memo from Mister Davies.”

	“Be a good girl and put it in to the in-tray please,” she said staring at her screen.

	I did so and waited. This was my chance.

	“Thank you Linzi, you may go,” she said tapping out a few keys.

	“Yes Miss Ford, thank you Miss Ford.” I had to tell her all about Mister Davies’ devilish schemes.

	“Uhm, permission to speak,” I ventured.

	“Not right now darling. Try Miss Morgan. I am frightfully busy here,” she said returning to her calculator.

	“Please Deborah its urgent!” I said desperately.

	She sat back in her chair eyeing me menacingly. “I beg your pardon?”

	“Oh, Miss Ford. Please you must listen to me. You are in danger!” I squealed earnestly.

	She smiled patronizingly at me. “Oh? From not being allowed to get on with my work?”

	“No Miss Ford, please Miss Ford you must listen,” I cried.

	“Must I? And what would Mister Davies say if he knew you had used the Christian name of a manager?”

	I felt my knees wobble. It was a matter I did not wish to deliberate. “Oh, please listen Miss Ford. He is out to....to...”

	“Yes?” She raised an eyebrow and smiled indulgently.

	“To seduce you,” I finally got it out.

	She pursed her lips and nodded. “And?”

	Oh! “Well, I er, thought, I er... well...”

	Linzi my dear, have you really so little with which to engage your little mind that you have to indulge in office gossip?”

	“Please Miss Ford you must listen. And he’s locked me,” I closed my eyes, “please miss Ford he’s locked me away until Christmas.”

	I am afraid to say at that point that I started to cry. Deborah being so kind and considerate beckoned me over and had me sit on her knee.

	She cuddled me comfortingly. “There, there, Linzi. Naughty office staff need to be reprimanded, don’t they?”

	“But please Miss Ford,” I bawled, “I don’t want to be an office girl. I want to be home with you.”

	She laughed softly as if I were a child, “of course my dear, dear Linzi. Here dry your eyes.”

	I took a handkerchief from her and dabbed my eyes. “Please Miss Ford I want to go home.”

	She kissed me and I felt the familiar arousal and the now familiar harsh restraint.

	“Well, I don’t know about that dear. You must work here for four weeks notice. Isn’t that what you agreed with Mister Davies?”

	I nodded sadly. “But I was tricked Miss Ford.”

	“Of course, you were Linzi dear. But a contract is a contract. You would not want to have to stand up in court and wear the office uniform which is what his lawyers would have you do.”

	“Oh, no!”

	She stroked my cheek. So, knuckle down, work hard and, who knows, perhaps he will let you out for a minute. After all a minute is about how long you usually need isn’t it?”

	I cuddled up to her. “Please I want to go home.”

	“Well, there is a problem there, I’m afraid,” she said softly.

	“Oh?”

	“Well, it would be up to Mister Davies. After all he employs you.”

	I nodded sadly. Why had I signed his contract? Deborah always looks over anything we sign.

	“Do you want me to ask him?” Deborah whispered.

	“Would you?”

	She kissed me and nodded. “Only one thing though. Let me see what he’s written on your chastity belt.”

	I leaned back and pulled up my short kilt revealing the tight white knickers and the short piece of card with the hideous words written on it. “NOT TO BE OPENED UNTIL CHRISTMAS.”

	Deborah laughed, putting her hand over her mouth. “Oh, dear me, you must have been naughty.”

	“It’s not funny,” I pouted.

	She held the card between her thumb and forefinger and read it reflectively. “No? Are you sure?”

	“I know you are teasing me Deborah and I ask...”

	“Deborah! Deborah!” She bounced me off her lap with irritation. “Go and ask Miss Morgan to paddle your bottom twenty times. You insolent girl!”

	I looked up at her, sat on my sore bottom, kilt flapping. “Please Miss Ford I’ll never call you, er, your Christian name again. I promise.”

	She stood up showing off her wonderful legs in their heels. “Silly girl. Go now and when Miss Morgan has finished with you, report straight to Mister Davies’ office!”

	With that she stormed out and I shook my fists in anger at my foolishness.

	Because I had been so stupid, she still did not understand the danger she was in, and I was in deep shit.

	I crept out of the office and all the girls in the office looked up at me. They must have heard the commotion. Miss Morgan turned, tight lipped, to face me.

	Oh, please ground open up and swallow me.

	Miss Morgan raised an eyebrow.

	“Please Miss Morgan,” I whispered, “please will you paddle me twenty times?”

	“I cannot hear you miss,” she barked.

	Now the attention of the office was fully on me.

	“I closed my eyes, swallowed and in a clear voice repeated my request, “please Miss Morgan will you paddle my bottom twenty times.”

	I heard some giggling from some of the girls.

	“Quiet!” Barked Miss Morgan making me jump.

	She opened her drawer and pulled out a paddle. She pushed her chair back from her desk, indicating her lap.

	I felt so helpless. I lay down over her leather skirt my bottom raised high, my forehead and toes near the floor.

	I felt my little kilt being pulled back. Oh, the indignity.

	“I think twenty from Miss Ford along with a further ten from me for being so willful and embarrassing to me!”

	Her embarrassed!

	Swat.

	The paddle was different to the cane or hand. Rather than a single line of heat or a broad dull pain the paddle stings the entire cheek it is struck across.

	Swat.

	I kicked my legs involuntarily as she reigned the blows down onto my bottom in front of the entire office.

	After twenty I was begging for mercy promising that I would never be naughty again.

	At thirty I was shaking with tears and blubbering.

	Miss Morgan pulled down my kilt and helped me off her lap.

	“Back to your desk now you naughty little girl.”

	“Please Miss,” I sobbed, “Miss Ford told me to see Mister Davies when you had finished.”

	“Well get to it girl!”

	I bustled up to his office door. My bottom under the tiny kilt was on fire. I knocked his door and heard his gruff, fierce voice. “Enter.”

	In his office Miss Ford, I had better get used to calling her that, was sat on a sofa near a small coffee table. She smiled brightly at me. I tried bravely to return the smile but my burning cheeks undermined any attempt.

	Mr. Davies rose from behind his desk reminding me yet again of just how big he was. He walked past me and sat on the sofa next to my wife, the woman he intended to seduce.

	“Thank you for coming Linzi,” Deborah smiled at me. “Mister Davies has an idea that may answer all of our needs.”

	I looked on in horror as Deborah squeezed Mister Davies’ hand. What was she doing?

	Deborah continued. “Mister Davies feels that you should continue to be his employee and fulfil your contract...”

	I was downcast.

	“...but....”

	I looked up hopefully.

	“But perhaps you could work for us from home.”

	I grinned from ear to ear and wiped away my tears. “Yes Miss Ford, thank you Miss Ford. Thank you, Mister Davies,” I bobbed enthusiastically.

	“All you will have to do is work for him and for me. Do his office work and my house work.”

	Great. “Yes Miss Ford, thank you Miss Ford.”

	“Of course, whilst you are working you should continue to wear your uniform,” she added.

	Oh?

	“We thought that the maids outfit you wore at the Hotel suited you best.”

	Why did everyone like me in that! “Yes Miss Ford,” I bobbed uncertainly.

	“That way we will have you in our employ.” She pointed out.

	“Yes Miss Ford,” I bobbed. If that was what it would take to get me out of this trap, I would agree to it immediately.

	“So, are you happy with that arrangement?” she asked me breezily.

	“Yes Miss Ford,” I curtseyed as fully as I could to show how pleased I was at getting away from here.

	“Good, just sign here,” she said pushing some legal looking papers towards me.

	I was horrified. Last time I signed anything it got me into this position. Standing in a tiny kilt, looking like a girl before the man who was out seduce my wife. Worse he held the key to my chastity belt.

	She saw my concern. “Please don’t be alarmed Linzi dear. It just reflects your change in duties.”

	That made sense. I had better sign quickly before Mister Davies changes his mind.

	I picked up a pen and signed my name: Lyndsay Hawkins to a string of papers.

	“Well done. Mister Davies will take you home straight away so that you can prepare the house for us.”

	“Mister Davies takes me home Miss Ford?”

	“Of course, he will now need to stay with us to ensure you fulfil your side of the contract.” She squeezed his hand again, “Mister Davies is a stickler for obedience. From both of us.”

	“Oh.”

	“And of course, you will want him to be at home to release you from your,” she giggled at this, “chastity belt when you are good.”

	That made sense.

	“So, I suggest that you sleep in the guest room, which can double as your office and we will work out where Mister Davies sleeps tonight.”

	She smiled and my heart sank as I saw an evil glint in Mister Davies’s eyes as he put an arm around my wife’s shoulders.

	Deborah lifted up her high heeled foot and flipped the card hanging between my legs. “I am sure that if you are extra special good, Christmas may come more than once a year.”

	They both laughed at that, though I could not see what was funny. I had got what I wanted but I still felt used and an air head. Yet I could not see why.

	“Dismissed,” Deborah said gayly. “Mister Davies and I have a few matters to address regarding this relationship.”

	“Yes, Miss ford, thank you Miss Ford. Thank you, Mister Davies,” I curtseyed and left the room to wait for Mister Davies to take me home.

	After all, that was what I wanted.

	Wasn’t it?

	The End
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