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			Introduction

			‘Have you ever sucked a man’s John Thomas, young lady?’ he demanded.

			‘Um, no sir,’ she whispered.

			‘It’s time to learn, then,’ he decided. ‘Get on your knees.’ He enforced the order by pressing on her shoulder, and then Rose watched as if hypnotised as he unbuttoned his fly, his fingers working mere inches from her face, and then the thing he withdrew made her belly churn with panic. It was huge, much bigger than she’d expected, with an angry, glossy purple head.

			‘Now the thing is to breathe through your nose,’ he advised, holding his cock with one hand and the back of her head with the other, pressing to encourage her to obey him and accept his erection into her mouth.

			‘Lick it first, Rose,’ he said, his voice a little strained now.

			‘L-lick it?’ she stammered, eyeing the purple thing with apprehension.

			‘Yes, lick it, like you would a lollipop.’

		

	


	
		
			The People of the Birch

			‘It is time!’

			Ceryddwyr was robed in white samite. The Arch-druid raised his golden sickle and Elen watched it glint in the full moon’s light. Her heart beat hard in her breast as he cut boughs from the sacred bedw that ringed the grove. She told herself to be glad she had been chosen, but fear tainted the joy. At least the sacrifice she would make would not mean her death, as it might at the hands of the druids of other tribes. The slender birch tree was sacred to Elen’s people. Slender and feminine, the way of the birch was the way of pain, but not of death.

			As he worked, murmuring incantations and beseeching the trees forgiveness for the injury he inflicted as he cut, Ceryddwyr handed the boughs to the maidens who attended him. Elen had performed this office many times, taking the boughs and fashioning the birch rods by binding the base of the twigs with flaxen twine. She recognised the brightness in the eyes of Gwyneffyr and Gwendolyn as they worked, lovely in their simple, pure white sleeveless robes. Gwyneffyr’s plump cheeks were flushed with excitement. Elen too had found the ceremony strangely compelling, before she became old enough to become the sacrifice in turn.

			Yours will come, you little vixens, she thought bitterly as she caught the two girls glancing at her with amused eyes.

			The last time she had done this, in her innocence, still unaware that it had been ordained that she be next, Elen remembered looking at the trembling sacrificial victim with that same delight. The girl was a captive taken from the people who lived down the river Tafwys. She was a lovely thing of about eighteen, a little slender for Elen’s liking but with beautiful long red-gold hair. The captive had stood, as Elen now stood, behind the altar stone, both arms held, as two hooded Ovates now held Elen’s. She remembered the girl’s tears glistening in the moonlight. She was a stranger, and perhaps did not know that the People of the Birch did not kill their sacrificial virgins. Then again, she might have known what they did do. Anyway, the girl quivered delightfully as Elen’s cunning fingers fashioned the birch rod ready for another tender captive bottom.

			Gwyneffyr was not as quick as Elen, but the little bitch knew her job well enough. All too soon she was kneeling and offering the rod to Ceryddwyr. The Arch-druid put his sacred sickle in his girdle and took the proffered implement. He swung in an arc and then another, producing an appalling whistling sound, almost like faint moaning that seemed to penetrate Elen’s very soul. Then he took the rod, offering it up to each tree that ringed the grove, as if for their inspection and approval. The people stood, crowded thickly between each sacred tree. Elen knew the rod was being shown to her tribe as much as more ethereal eyes, and her cheeks flamed in humiliation as she heard their murmurs of approval. Only when this ritual was completed did he turn his attention to the now trembling sacrifice.

			‘Maiden,’ he said in his deep, sonorous tones, ‘you have been chosen for a great honour and blessing. The way to wisdom is to be shown to you. The path of the birch which is the way of cleansing pain.’ He turned to the two girls who had taken up position to his left. ‘Prepare her!’

			Previously this had been Elen’s favourite part, but not this time. The slender captive had gasped as she and Gwyneffyr stripped the white gown from her. Naked, she had been even more appealing, firm breasts and flawless slender thighs, and a darling nest of red-gold curls between her legs. The little fool had tried to cover herself, perhaps involuntarily, and struggled futilely in the hands of the silent men who held her. Elen had been silently delighted at the sight.

			She would have liked to spit, ‘Your turn next, you little bitch,’ at Gwyneffyr, as the plump girl yanked off Elen’s gown with evident enthusiasm, but she held her tongue. The spirits of the birch were powerful, and might not like her marring the ceremony. Instead, as the gown fell to the floor, she tried to stand up straight and proud.

			It was hard. The moonlight was so bright it was like being naked in daytime. She felt Gwyneffyr’s eyes on her shapely body, though she kept her eyes downcast. There was another, louder murmur of approval from the watching people. Elen knew there were boys, men, even some of the women of the tribe who had been counting the hours to this day. Her cheeks burned furiously red and she felt tears of pure humiliation threatening.

			‘Take her to the altar stone.’

			Elen went as willingly as trembling legs would let her. The strong hands that gripped her arms above the elbow and at each wrist permitted no options anyway. They steered her to the altar stone that sat waiting in the centre of the clearing.

			It was cylindrical, about three feet in height and twelve in diameter. In the centre was a vertical projection, a small standing stone about four feet in height, three feet across and two in thickness. The top of this little monolith was rounded, but it had a more dramatic feature; an elliptical hole, just large enough to take a female body, pierced its upper half. It was whispered by some of the old women in the village that the stone had been there before the coming of the druids. They said it belonged to the elder people who lived here in the time when women ruled. Rhonwen said it had been a time of peace and plenty, but old Ffraid had cackled at this and said, ‘Nonsense, we women made the brutes’ life a merry hell back then. We made them make this stone and then we used it to torment them!’ She cackled again and slapped her ancient thighs. No one knew how old Ffraid was exactly, but Elen was sure she could not be so old as to remember. Still, she had wondered about the days when women ruled the world. Unfortunately it was not the sort of thing that one asked Ceryddwyr.

			Whatever the truth, those days were well and truly gone, as Ceryddwyr was about to demonstrate on Elen’s tender buttocks. The Ovates steered her over to the altar. Gwyneffyr and Gwendolyn took up their stations on the far side of the birching stone. Elen was guided to the thing and then bent and pushed her upper body through the opening. She stifled a gasp as her full breasts brushed the cold, rough textured rock. Then she was through, the stone cold against her belly. The girls seized her hands and secured them to ropes, which they pulled taut and secured to stakes driven into the ground beyond the altar stone. Then they passed either side of her and Elen felt them grab and tie her legs.

			The slender captive had cried when Elen did this to her. They had secured her so taught that her body was like a bow, only the girl’s belly touched the stone at the bottom of the hole, the guy-like tethers pulling her arms and legs out and down at such an obtuse angle that her feet had been suspended some inches above the lower alter stone.

			Elen could not get the image from her mind. In particular the way the girl’s legs had been pulled apart so that her sex lips were exposed to the gaze of Ceryddwyr and his maidens, his druids and Ovates, the people who crowded round, and most terrible of all, vulnerable to the coming birch strokes.

			Gwyneffyr might not have Elen’s skill, but the dark-haired girl was learning. Neither Elen’s feet nor hands could scrabble against stone. Her legs were pulled quite straight, and more alarmingly, every bit as far apart as the captive girl’s had been.

			She could not see much. Her long golden hair hung in waves around her head, blocking out most of her vision. Perhaps that was a blessing. Ceryddwyr was behind her now and she could almost feel his eyes feasting on her most vulnerable, secret places. Never had she felt so naked; exposed under the moon to all the people in the clearing, exposed to the very trees and gods themselves. It seemed the brightest night that Elen had ever known. She could almost feel the moonbeams shining on her naked bottom.

			It was a short, terrible wait. Elen writhed in the silence that had fallen on the grove. The creaking of the ropes that bound her and the hooting of a distant owl were the only sounds. It was uncomfortable; she was pulled taut and the stone was hard and rough beneath the soft flesh of her belly. It was appalling, humiliating, terrible. Elen could not quite suppress a sob.

			Then the whipping began. From the first stroke, almost from the first whispering whoosh as the birch twigs swept towards their target, she realised that the waiting had not been terrible at all.

			Ceryddwyr was a tall man. No longer young he was yet very strong. He lashed her naked bottom and thighs without pity. The first stroke made her gasp as hot pain flooded through her. The second stroke lashed lower, full across the middle of her hinds, and making her writhe harder in her bonds as the birch scalded its target. The third stroke completed the traverse of her nether cheeks and stroked her sulcal groove. Elen gasped and panted and fought the unyielding ropes, but still she managed not to cry out, as she had seen so many helpless maidens do.

			The next stroke took the top of her thighs and made her grunt with pain. Then he whipped the back of her right thigh. Hot tears blinded Elen as she gasped again, biting her bottom lip hard to stop herself from yelping like a snared leveret. Ceryddwyr whipped the back of her left thigh. She had seen this done enough times, and through the red mist she still knew what he was doing. Her lower thighs were too far apart to whip together. Somehow she endured the strokes that proceeded to scour her tender thigh flesh, first one side and then the other. The thrashing was as pitiless as it was methodical, stopping some six inches or so above the backs of her quivering knees.

			‘Ooooaah…’ she gasped as she felt the druid’s calloused hand on her fiery bottom.

			‘The flesh is warmed,’ Ceryddwyr said, feeling and kneading her sore skin with what seemed to be satisfaction, if not pleasure. ‘The cleansing can begin!’

			Begin! The word stuck her harder than the birch had. She had seen this done so many times and yet, somehow, in her extremity, she had forgotten, had persuaded herself that it might be nearly over. But now with horrifying clarity she realised the birching had barely begun.

			There was a whoosh, perhaps that snickering crack, Elen did not know. The first stroke on her already reddened bottom ensured all she knew about was pain. This time she howled. Any thought of enduring this with dignity was driven out on a fiery wave of agony.

			Ceryddwyr continued to flog his helpless victim, but now he was birching buttocks and thighs already scalded by his sacred rod. Elen fought the ropes, writhing as much as her taut bondage allowed, like a gaffed pike, shrieking, begging, blubbering for help. ‘Mercy… aaaaiiieee… oh, please help me!’

			She gasped in a brief respite as the druid paused to consider his handiwork.

			Once he began to thrash her again her cries became less coherent. Never had she imagined such pain. Her bottom and her thighs seemed scorched by tongues of fire. Ceryddwyr appeared in her mind’s eye as a demonic god, horned and black with fiery crimson eyes, wielding a rod of pure flame that blistered her defenceless skin with every merciless stroke. She no longer understood the words he spoke. He seemed to be uttering some strange language – perhaps the language of the trees?

			Then it seemed she was not the only person screaming. The sound of birch on her scalded flesh was mingled in her imagination with the sound of metal clashing against metal. The roaring of war cries mingled with her pleas for mercy. Then, as the pain began to subside a little, it seemed that the other sounds had gone and there was, once again, only the shrill sound of her shrieks.

			‘Stop squealing, you saucy little bitch.’

			She understood the words but the accent and the voice were unfamiliar. Blinking away tears she saw feet in unfamiliar sandals in front of her. She had never seen such footwear, but she’d heard of them. The druids and the warriors had said that the Romans had come back, and were advancing from the east.

			‘She had bad been?’ The words sounded odd, unfamiliar. There was a brief exchange in a language that meant nothing to her, and then a roar of laughter.

			‘Virgin, eh?’ A rough hand slapped her throbbing bottom, and Elen squealed with pain.

			‘Well, we’ll have to see what we can do. Marcus, send some good men to scour the heath in case any of those druids got away. Send the captured men back to camp. Kill them if they give you any trouble. Strip those pretty little minxes, but chain their legs. I don’t want them escaping.’

			The man gave Elen’s thigh a squeeze, provoking another sob of pain.

			‘So,’ he said in a low growl, ‘a virgin sacrifice, eh?’

			Elen gasped as his rough hand felt right up the fiery back of her thigh, then slipped between and probed.

			‘Yes, the little bitch is still intact,’ he growled, and then chuckled. ‘It’s a wonder, though, the slut is fairly dripping. Seems she liked that druid’s fond caresses. Good, she’ll get plenty of such wooing where she’s going.’

			Elen gasped again as he gave her bottom another meaty smack. Then he walked around her, and her hair was grasped and pulled up. A man with a cruel face looked down at her. He was clean-shaven but far from a boy, which to Elen was terrible and strange. His eyes pierced hers, somehow both cold and hungry. The man’s free hand fumbled at the strange skirt of leather straps he wore.

			‘So you were due to be deflowered, my little barbarian bitch?’

			Elen sobbed, but gasped an affirmative as the movements of his hand drew her attention from his terrible eyes. Pushing his skirt out of the way he revealed a sturdy erection. Elen swallowed hard.

			‘Well,’ the man said with a leer, ‘we Roman’s always try to respect the local customs.’

			‘Have they been bathed?’ Paulus, the major-domo demanded. He was a stocky, balding man with a belly that bore witness to the comforts his position afforded. There were, Elen now realised, many sorts of slaves.

			‘Yes, sir,’ Petra said, bowing her head. The four girls stood in a row, Elen bowed her head submissively, all too aware of the switch Paulus always carried, and that he was playing with as he looked her up and down.

			Elen had, in fact, been bathed with worrying thoroughness. Petra, the pretty little Greek girl, and Zana the Persian, had spent most of the morning preparing Elen and Gwyneffyr. The two new slave girls were shaved of their pubic hair, their legs waxed and eyebrows plucked. They had been steamed until Elen feared she would be cooked, strigilated and then plunged into a pool so cold she thought her heart had stopped.

			Next they were scrubbed with towels until their skin glowed pink, massaged and rubbed with scented oils so delicious and expensive smelling that Elen wondered if it were a libation, and she was to be sacrificed again.

			Petra had then rouged Elen’s nipples and her nether lips, the girl’s cunning hands causing Elen to bite her hand to prevent herself from moaning aloud. Then her long blonde hair was brushed, two small braids made at the front and these tied back to loosely gather her luxuriant mane out of her eyes. The same, she saw, was done to Gwyn’s raven tresses.

			‘Take those rags off them, I want to see.’

			Elen swallowed hard and tried not to blush as her single garment was moved by Petra. This did not take long, for after the preparation Petra and Zana had simply taken two diamond-shaped pieces of peach-coloured silk, tying one end to the iron ring around the slave girls’ necks. Two corners were then gathered under the chain that ran down to Elen’s left wrist and tied in a loose knot at the small of her back. Thus the garment left her quite naked behind, not that the thin silk did much to mask her form from the front. Petra did not even take the silk piece off altogether, simply untying the back knot and draping it around her neck like a scarf, before standing back to allow Paulus an unimpeded view.

			Elen trembled under his intense scrutiny. She had been naked before such hungry eyes before, but never shaven like this, and it made her feel more vulnerable, more exposed. Awareness of his switch, which seemed to writhe like something alive in his tanned hands, only made her feel even more bare. She gripped the chain that linked her wrists together tightly, to try to stop her hands from trembling, but she could do nothing to prevent the blush that suffused her cheeks.

			‘The barbarian bitches cleaned up pretty well,’ Paulus said at last, in a slightly strained voice. ‘Cooked and plucked and ready to be fucked!’

			He chuckled, but Elen did not join him.

			‘All right,’ he said, as if with effort, ‘take them to the Lady Lavinia. Our ladyship is eager to entertain our guests.

			Although her stay at the new villa had been short, Elen had heard plenty about Lady Lavinia – too much for her liking.

			‘Don’t complain of our Lord Arrius,’ Zenobia, the beautiful black girl, had said as she smoothed ointment into Elen’s sore buttocks. ‘The master may be rough, but he is not especially cruel. He only slaps to bring us into… condition.’

			The remark caused a ripple of merriment to run around the slave girls’ quarters.

			‘But Paulus says that our Lady Lavinia is coming,’ Zenobia had continued, and that stopped the giggling instantly.

			‘Do you know when she’s arriving?’ Petra asked in an anxious whisper.

			Zenobia had shrugged. ‘Perhaps two weeks, Paulus said, but perhaps the pig was just trying to frighten me.’

			‘He has frightened me,’ Zana grumbled, with a shiver. ‘Look to your barbarian hides,’ she added, addressing Elen and Gwyn. ‘When our lady gets bored she likes to amuse herself with… games.’

			‘Bitter games, for slave girls,’ Zenobia had said, looking into Elen’s eyes. ‘Alas she got bored easily in Rome.’

			There was a little chorus of gasps.

			‘That is right,’ Petra put in, ‘I had not thought of that. If she was bored in Rome, what will she be like in this godforsaken wilderness?’

			‘Your ladyship, the barbarian slaves!’ Paulus announced, self-importantly.

			Elen stood next to Gwyn and kept her head bowed, trying not to tremble as she felt Lavinia’s gaze stroke her barely veiled form.

			‘So, this is what has been amusing my husband these last months?’ The voice was arch but more melodic than Elen had expected. ‘Well, they might not be exactly elegant, but I suppose curves have their place.’

			As she kept her gaze downcast, Elen was only aware of the woman moving into the periphery of her vision. Lavinia moved like a cat, rolling from her couch and moving towards the waiting slave girls like a lynx stalking its prey.

			‘What is your name?’ she demanded, standing in front of Gwyneffyr.

			‘Gwyneffyr of… ah!’

			Elen could see the woman’s crimson talons take hold of one of the dark-haired girl’s nipples through the film of silken cloth.

			‘You are a slave, you barbarian filth. One simple name will do you!’

			‘I have told her, your ladyship. She is called Gwen.’

			‘She was called Gwen, you mean, Paulus. You should have whipped it into her. Obviously shortening her free name has confused her. What shall I call her? Look how she trembles, Paulus, isn’t she a treat? She really is delicious. That’s it! From now on, my little savage, you are called Delicia. What is your name?’

			‘D-Delicia… aooww!’

			Squinting sideways, Elen could see that Lavinia still gripped her companion’s nipple in her red talons, and saw the sudden vicious twist.

			‘Delicia, mistress. Now, let’s try that again, shall we?’

			‘Delicia… m-mistress,’ the black-haired girl managed with a sob.

			Elen saw the hand release her companion’s nipple. Then she felt cold braided leather lifting her chin, until she found herself looking into the feline green eyes of her new mistress. Lavinia was small and delicately pretty, with fine cheekbones and silky dark hair, coiled in an elegant coif. Half a head shorter than Elen, the woman held a vicious whip, brutally black against the cream material of her elegantly simple gown.

			‘And what is your name, blondie?’ The woman smiled a cold and wicked smile, with no warmth in her glittering emerald eyes.

			‘Elen, mistress,’ she managed, a little thickly, for her mouth was dry.

			‘No, I think we’ll call you Flavia, for this hair. What is your name?’

			‘Flavia, mistress,’ the blonde girl said quickly, eyes still fixed on the whip.

			‘That is better. Delicia, learn from Flavia’s example.’

			The woman transferred the whip to her left hand, and reached up with her right, taking hold of the flaxen-haired slave’s left breast, her delicate hand having to spread to its fullest as she hefted the globe through its flimsy covering.

			‘By Venus, but they breed them buxom in this wilderness. I swear this ones titties are even bigger than the other’s. Are all these she-slaves built like this, Paulus?’

			‘No, mistress, this pair is quite atypical. It seems the druid that kept them had a liking for curvaceous maidens, and chose the most bounteously provided girls to serve him.’

			‘Oh yes, Arrius mentioned their peculiar rituals. I would have thought in that case he would have been more interested in their rears.’ The woman released Elen’s breast.

			‘Turn around and touch your toes,’ she snapped. ‘You too, Delicia.’

			Flavia, as Elen tried to think of herself, obeyed quickly. She bent and reached down, thighs quivering as she was all too aware of her nakedness and the whip in her mistress’s hand. But it was the other hand she felt first. She was patted, and then squeezed, and then she had to bite her bottom lip to stop herself from yelping as Lavinia’s talons pinched.

			‘Well, I can see why he chose this one for his ceremonies,’ the woman said, with a wry chuckle. ‘It is amazing that her buttocks can be so generously proportioned and yet as firm as ripe melons.’

			‘And still her waist is trim,’ Paulus put in.

			‘You aren’t selling this merchandise, I already own it,’ Lavinia snapped. ‘You are right, however,’ she conceded as she pinched the flesh of the bent girl’s inner thighs. ‘Her waist is tiny and her legs are long and shapely. Is this a woman, Paulus, or a brothel painting? Look, by Venus, the other is almost as astonishing. These bottoms were surely created by some barbarian god, especially for the lash. Oh no, they worship trees, don’t they? Well then, created by the birch gods, for the rod!’

			There was no mistaking the note of tight excitement that had come into Lavinia’s voice as she perused the captives’ naked nether regions. ‘Flavia’ grasped her ankles and tried her best to keep breathing steadily.

			‘Now, I want you savage sluts to keep quite still for a moment,’ Lavinia hissed, her voice distorted now with simmering excitement.

			Flavia closed her eyes and cringed. There was a brief, appalling pause, and then she heard the whip whistle and a dreadful snapping sound, and she heard Delicia gasp with pain.

			‘No, stay in your position!’ Lavinia shrieked. ‘Don’t you dare disobey me, you piece of barbarian shit!’

			There was a desperate whimpering sound beside Flavia, and her heart seemed to stop. Then she heard the whistling sound again and pain sliced across her rear, and she heard a strange gurgling sound coming from the back of her own throat. Fighting desperately to cling to her own ankles, as the pain seemed to try to force her to jump up, she shook her bottom and jiggled her legs as if she could somehow shake out the unendurable sensation.

			‘Their arses may be made for it, but they put on a poor show,’ said Lavinia, with a nasty chuckle. ‘Those druids did not train them to take their medicine well.’

			There was a brief and pregnant pause. Flavia could hear Delicia quietly sobbing, and her own heart beating. As the pain subsided in her bottom it began to twitch involuntarily in anticipation of another stroke of that wicked little whip.

			‘But then,’ Lavinia continued quietly, ‘you haven’t trained them very well either, have you Paulus? Perhaps you are losing your touch and need a spell back in the ranks.’

			‘I have not had time or permission,’ the major-domo burbled nervously.

			‘No excuses. I shall consider your case later. I might just decide to have you flogged. I could sell you to one of the tribunes who are going on the Caledonian campaign. Then again, I may break you back to the lowest kitchen slave. Let even the lowest drudge have dominion over you. I think you might enjoy that, with all the friends you must have made amongst the female household slaves.’

			There was another pause as everyone, even Flavia preoccupied as she was by the vulnerability of her naked bottom, thought of the implications. The chance to avenge herself on Paulus was almost too appealing to be hoped for.

			‘Please, mistress, anything…’ Paulus mumbled in a terrified whisper.

			‘Silence! You may go. Send Zenobia to me.’

			The brief, welcome distraction was well and truly over. Flavia felt her thighs tremble and her bottom flinched and clenched convulsively, waiting for another stroke of the whip. But it did not come. Instead she heard the footsteps of her mistress move towards her. Then the hand began to stroke her inner thighs, slowly moving up.

			‘So soft,’ Lavinia’s voice said huskily. ‘For a barbarian your flesh is extraordinarily tender.’ The fingers moved up in lazy circles. ‘All the better to appreciate my toys.’ The woman chuckled, and Flavia tried not to moan aloud as the cunning fingers met her nether lips.

			‘What’s this?’ the woman mocked. ‘But Flavia, you are sopping wet, girl. How extraordinary. Is this fountain gushing in response to my caresses, or those of my whip?’

			‘I – I don’t know… mistress,’ Flavia managed somehow, speaking nothing but the truth.

			‘Well, that is pleasurable for me, but unfortunate for you. Do you know why, slave?’

			‘N-no, mistress.’

			The stroking stopped and Lavinia leant forward, wiping her wet fingers in Flavia’s luxuriant blonde hair, and then bending to murmur into the slave girl’s ear. ‘It is because if you get excited about a few spanks and strokes, it is hardly a punishment, is it? When you need to be disciplined, I’ll have to make sure you get a real imperial flogging. No good you enjoying it, is there, you wicked little slut?’

			Lavinia did not seem to expect an answer to her own rhetorical question, and Flavia was happy to keep her mouth shut. The woman’s threat had sent cold thrills of fear straight through her. Yet, that fear only seemed to increase the sensations that smouldered in her loins.

			Thankfully, the feline beauty moved on to Delicia, so Flavia concentrated on breathing steadily and tried to keep quite still.

			‘Oh!’

			‘Did I ask you to speak?’

			‘No, mistress.’

			There was another slapping sound and another gasp of discomfort.

			‘Silence is golden, Delicia. Be quiet or I shall have to have you gagged.’

			Flavia could not see what was happening, but she could guess, and soon her guess was confirmed.

			‘Blessed Minerva, I believe you are even wetter than the other. For heaven’s sake, girl, it is running down the insides of your thighs!’

			‘Ooooh…’

			‘I did say be silent, didn’t I?’

			‘Oh please, mistress.’

			‘Sluts like you should not be so tender down there. I’m barely pinching you. Jupiter only knows how much noise you will make when I introduce you to real pain.’

			Flavia tried to swallow, but found she did not have enough saliva. It was warm in Lavinia’s chamber and she felt the perspiration beading on her naked, bending form.

			‘Zenobia, at last. You have kept me waiting, girl.’

			‘I am humbly sorry, mistress.’ There was something strained in Zenobia’s velvety voice.

			‘Well, I expect it was Paulus’s fault, but I will punish you later anyway. Have you missed me, girl?’

			‘Yes, mistress.’

			‘Liar,’ Lavinia chuckled. ‘You slave sluts have been having a fine old time away from me. I know how soft my husband is with you. You have become lazy, slack, and corrupt. You have all been spending days masturbating and drinking stolen wine, is that not the case?’

			‘Yes, mistress.’

			Flavia was astonished and appalled at the way Zenobia, a proud and beautiful young woman, instantly admitted to these imaginary crimes. The black girl must have learnt the hard way not to contradict her mistress, the bending slave girl thought.

			‘Well, I’ll punish all you sluts properly later, just to let you know that discipline has returned to the house of Arrius. Now strip, I want you to help me manage these two sweetmeats, but I need you naked in case I care to give you some lashes too. You do understand?’

			‘Yes, mistress.’ Zenobia’s usually melodic tones were definitely tenser than usual. There was a rustling sound as the black slave girl disrobed.

			‘I think we are ready for the entertainment to begin,’ Lavinia decreed.

			Delicia’s shaven pussy was inches from Flavia’s face. The dark-haired girl had been chained, strained into an X-shape, only the balls or her feet having contact with the marble dais on which she stood. Flavia knelt on that same marble platform, her wrists secured to the chain around the other’s narrow waist. Her head was lowered, because of the position she’d been made to kneel in; her thighs almost vertical and her back dipped so that her bottom was proffered, jutting up and back. It was almost as if she knelt in adoration of Delicia’s glistening cunt.

			‘Lick her pussy lips,’ Zenobia said softly into Flavia’s ear. ‘Put your tongue between them and tease her. Lick her clit and make her writhe.’

			There was a click as Lavinia turned the little hourglass over. ‘All right,’ she said, ‘you may begin.’

			Flavia strained her head forward, smelling the fragrance of Delicia’s juices. The slave girl’s sex looked rosy and juicy, and the blonde tentatively began to lick, causing Delicia to moan.

			‘I have told you before, I want you to be silent,’ Lavinia threatened.

			Flavia tried to concentrate on licking the hot sex lips that seemed to pulse in response to her tongue, and ignore the sound of her mistress’s light footsteps. But there was no ignoring the whistle of the whip or the explosive crack as the leather thong at its tip bit into the chained girl’s back. Delicia gasped with pain and bucked, grinding her engorged mons hard into Flavia’s face. The blonde girl gripped the other’s waist harder, in a doomed attempt to keep her still enough to carry on her task. She had two minutes to make Delicia climax. Delicia had the same amount of time to stave off her orgasm. The loser would receive a dozen strokes from the vicious black whip.

			‘You’re running out of time, my angel,’ Lavinia’s voice cooed, thick with insincere concern. ‘Do you need some encouragement?’

			Still moaning with pain or pleasure, or perhaps some strange mixture of the two, Delicia stopped writhing enough for Flavia to return to her task, and she had just slipped her tongue between the other’s sex lips when the vicious whistling cut through the air again. The whip cracked across Flavia’s buttocks, cutting into the tender flesh. The pain was unbelievable, and for some seconds she had no idea what she was doing or even where she was. Blistering agony was her entire universe, but as the pain gradually began to subside she became aware of several things again. Her open mouth was clamped to Delicia’s cunt, so intensely that the other girl was shuddering and squealing, yet not so intensely that Flavia’s own shrieks were entirely muffled. From being everything and seemingly everywhere, the pain subsided to a throbbing, agonising stripe dividing her bottom from the tops of her thighs.

			As she relaxed her oral ministrations a little she realised that Delicia’s reactions were not diminishing, and in fact the chained slave girl seemed to be trying to grind herself even harder onto Flavia’s face. This should have given her relief, but there was a problem, for the sight of Delicia in paroxysms of pleasure seemed to be driving Lavinia into a sexual frenzy too.

			‘How you barbarian bitches buck!’ the woman enthused, then there was a whooshing sound and the crack of leather on flesh again, and Delicia’s shrieking crept a little higher in pitch.

			There was another venomous whistle, and this time the thong caught Flavia across her thighs. She held onto the other slave’s waist for dear life as the pain exploded through her, and ground her mouth to Delicia’s gyrating cunt again.

			‘Look at the slaves sweat,’ the woman sneered. ‘I have horses that don’t sweat so much after a gallop!’

			There was another whistle and another cry of pain from Zenobia. Then another swipe, and Delicia squealed even louder as the last convulsions shook her naked body.

			The next stroke inscribed a line of fire across Flavia’s bottom, and she could not suppress another shriek of pain. The only way to try to stop more protestations was to bite the front of Delicia’s thigh, which was slick with salty sweat.

			For a moment Flavia was again unsure of what was happening, but as the pain of the last stroke subsided she became gradually more aware of her surroundings. Delicia’s crisis had passed and the dark-haired girl was slumped in her bonds, moaning softly. Tasting sweat and cunt juice on her lips and tongue, Flavia looked around cautiously. Zenobia was standing to one side, sobbing quietly, but there were gasped obscenities coming from elsewhere.

			Lavinia was sprawled on a couch, her gown pulled up and her legs parted. The whip was gripped in both hands, and she was grinding it with a feral fury into her sex. Flavia watched astonished as the woman cursed and snarled, her lithe body thrashing around on the couch like a creature possessed.

			‘Oh yes, these are the bodies for this sport.’ Lavinia perused her victims with a chuckle.

			Flavia looked into Delicia’s eyes. It was terrible, because she was sure that she saw her own fear reflected back. The girl who had been Gwen had beautiful brown eyes, but Flavia had never seen them so wide and fearful. Perhaps the gag made it seem worse, as it forced the dark girl’s mouth open and distorted her expression. Both girls had been gagged before Zenobia trussed them up, ready for their whipping. They stood on tiptoe, iron bracelets and chains hauling their arms towards the ceiling. They were chained facing one another, their waists and legs bound together with a cord so tight and thin that it bit into their flesh. The position meant that Flavia’s pussy was moulded to Delicia’s, their breasts cushioned together too.

			‘Quite a poor showing, even for incorrigible barbarian slatterns,’ Lavinia said conversationally, and then cracked the whip without warning, the two naked slaves jumping simultaneously and quivering fearfully anew.

			‘Two minutes,’ the woman went on. ‘That was all you had to control your animalistic instincts for, and you couldn’t.’ She cracked the whip again for punctuation.

			It was true. In Delicia’s place on the dais Flavia had been determined not to climax, but it was much harder than she’d imagined. Delicia and Lavinia’s climaxes seemed to have done something to her. There was a strange sensation emanating from somewhere deep inside her, threatening to drive her insane with longing. And there was Delicia’s tongue, which had turned out to be surprisingly cunning, with inevitable results. And there had been Lavinia and her whip. After her wild orgasm the woman had calmed down a little, but her malevolent presence behind Flavia was impossible to ignore. She cracked the whip a couple of times, gave both girls another agonising stroke, and quite prevented Flavia thinking about something dull and cold, as had been her plan.

			It was the second lash on Delicia’s bottom that settled the issue, however. The dark-haired slave girl had just reached Flavia’s already throbbing clitoris when it struck, driving the kneeling girl to even greater and ever more skilful efforts, and then Flavia’s head exploded with incandescent lights.

			After that they had been towelled down by Zenobia and even given some wine to help quench their thirsts.

			‘There is no point in whipping them in this state,’ Lavinia had decided. ‘They will hardly know what is going on.’

			So they were given a little time to recover, while their mistress passed the time by idly tickling Zenobia’s beautiful breasts with nettles until the tears coursed down the black girl’s exquisite face.

			The respite was brief, however. All too soon Zenobia had been sent to gag and chain them, ready for their whipping. Now her racing heart and pounding temples told Flavia the time had really come.

			‘I’m going to teach you girls an important lesson,’ Lavinia announced, taking an elegant sip of wine from her goblet, before throwing it casually over her shoulder. ‘Life is not all about pleasure. Well, not for slave girls, it is not. You climax when, and if, I allow you to climax. From now on your life is about total obedience to me.’

			Flavia stopped breathing as she sensed her mistress make ready behind her. There was complete silence for a moment. The tingling between her thighs had returned and her nipples stiffened, pressing harder into the warm flesh of the other slave girl’s breasts. Flavia felt her bottom clench and the muscles in her back twitch. There was nothing she could do but quiver in those unyielding bonds as she waited for the inevitable whistle of the whip.

			A Damsel in Distress

			‘What is the problem, Brother Sebastian?’ Lady Eleanor asked as the horses stopped again.

			The captain of the little troupe of yeomen was intent in some discussion with the friar, who looked up at her and smiled reassuringly.

			‘No problem, Lady Eleanor,’ he said, rather too quickly. ‘We are just ensuring that we take the right road from this place.’

			Eleanor looked around anxiously. A short distance back the road had dwindled to a rough track across the heath, and then the track had plunged down a deep ravine. Now the track forked into two, both ways leading into a foreboding forest. It was obvious that the men-at-arms were worried. Brother Sebastian looked around, an expression close to panic on his fat face. Eleanor guessed he had as much idea of the right track to take as she did.

			‘So, you remembered the way?’ she asked archly as the little troupe set off again, taking the left fork.

			‘Oh yes, my lady,’ the fat friar said, mopping perspiration from his face with his sleeve. ‘’Tis just, well, in these parts it is best not to stray.’

			‘And why would that be?’ she pressed him, in no mood to let him drop the subject.

			‘Erm, well, these lands are peaceful now, of course. My lord, the Earl of Pewsey keeps the roads safe, but some of the more remote paths, well…’

			Mention of her betrothed, the fat earl who was over twice her age, made Eleanor suppress a shudder. ‘Well…?’ she echoed, pressing him on his point.

			‘There are still some outlaw knights in the wilder forest,’ he expanded, somewhat reluctantly. ‘Sir Turquin has his castle in these parts and he captures all the knights that ride his way. They say he strips them naked and beats them with thorns.’

			The idea of lusty knights stripped naked and being whipped with thorns was certainly a startling one. Eleanor considered the image for a moment; after all, it was preferable to dwelling on her coming nuptials with the repulsive Pewsey.

			‘But we have no knights with us for him to seize,’ she said, after considering his words. It was something of a sore point that the escort her wealthy betrothed had sent to fetch her had not included any dashing young men. Eleanor’s beauty, her long golden hair and fair form, had always attracted no little attention from her father’s own soldiers. So much so that her marriage seemed to have been arranged somewhat hastily, as if to forestall amorous adventures with impecunious but dashing knights errant.

			Eleanor had even daydreamt about falling in love with a lusty young knight on this very journey, who would carry her off and away from her vile fate. But instead Brother Sebastian had come to lead the escort party; perhaps Sir Percival of Pewsey had considered the same possibility.

			Brother Sebastian shrugged. ‘No, my lady, but he may seize us and ransom you.’

			At that moment this did not seem so bad a fate to Lady Eleanor. To be held captive by the bold Sir Turquin, forced to watch as he whipped his naked prisoners, well, the idea made her mouth turn quite dry as she rode on; down into the deepening murk of the forest.

			Despite Brother Sebastian’s obvious anxiety, nothing occurred as they passed through the darkly brooding defile. At last they came out into less hilly country, where the dark yews gave way to less oppressive birch trees.

			Just then there was a shout from several of the men-at-arms as they came into the clearing, and a knot of mounted men charged across, blocking her view so that at first she could not see what had caused their consternation. Brother Sebastian, perhaps loath to leave her unguarded, seized her reins and spurred his horse after the men, and by the time they arrived most of the guards had already dismounted and a most amazing sight greeted Eleanor’s astonished gaze.

			There was an unusually tall, stout birch tree, standing alone in the middle of the clearing, with two large boughs spreading from the trunk a dozen feet from the ground in opposite directions. Chained to each of these branches by heavy iron wristbands, their arms straining above their heads as they stretched up on tiptoe, were two naked damsels.

			They were both young and comely. One had long glossy chestnut hair and a full figure; the other was darker and more slender. The chains that linked their wrists had been passed over the sturdy branches and were too tight to allow the girls much movement at all. Thus they stood in an almost symmetrical display, one on either side of the tree.

			All this Eleanor absorbed in one astonished glance. Then she saw the items around the girls’ waists and blinked in amazement.

			She had heard tell of chastity belts, always thinking such things a jest, but the two chained damsels wore real girdles of silver gilt, a band around their waists meeting tongues that curved between their legs. Sturdy padlocks secured them, much to the men-at-arms’ consternation.

			‘Damn me, who has a hammer to strike this lock off?’ Bellowed one of the ogling men.

			‘Oh please, unhand me, sir,’ the chestnut-locked girl pleaded.

			‘Who can pick a lock?’ the captain demanded, quite ignoring her.

			The two girls were naked except for their gleaming girdles, and the sight of them seemed to have driven the guardsmen quite out of their senses. The captive maidens squealed and shrieked as the rough men-at-arms pawed them and wrestled futilely with their silver girdles. Even the captain seemed to have disregarded everything but the girl who struggled in his mauling embrace.

			‘Captain, please consider…’ Brother Sebastian frantically looked around the clearing as blathered. ‘This must be some devilment, some trap.’

			‘These damned things are the devilment, friar!’ the captain declared as he pushed away one of the men and began clawing at the chestnut-haired girl’s chastity belt in vain.

			To her horror and astonishment Eleanor noticed, as she stared at the bizarre tableau, both girls thighs, buttocks and backs were streaked with thin red lines, as if they’d been recently whipped. The sight made her temples pound and mouth go dry, and she barely noticed her own hand slip surreptitiously between her thighs. Unlike most of the guardsmen who were starting to fight over the right to paw the damsels, however, she was not so entranced that she did not notice Brother Sebastian’s shrill cry of alarm. Nor was she so distracted that she did not hear the pounding of a charger’s hooves, and turning she saw a terrifying sight; thundering across the clearing was a fearsome knight on a huge black horse. His surcoat was crimson but his armour was as black as night. As she saw him hurtling straight towards her, a gleaming sword held aloft, Eleanor fell into a swoon.

			‘W-where… where am I?’ Lady Eleanor blinked and looked about her, getting up into a sitting position. She was on a wooden cot in a small cell with stone walls on three sides, the forth an iron grill, from where a buxom, pretty girl with raven hair peered inquisitively down at her.

			‘You’re in the castle of Sir Peris de la Forest Savage,’ the girl said softly. ‘I am afraid you are a prisoner like me. My name is Guinevere.’

			Eleanor studied her more closely. She wore a fine shift of delicate white muslin that showed off her figure marvellously. The girl had full breasts and a narrow waist that swelled to generous hips. She was comely and shapely, and to her astonishment, Eleanor could make out the shape and even the hue of her pert nipples, pressing through the delicate material of her shift.

			She looked down and saw she was now dressed in a similar gown.

			‘Be thankful that you have something to wear at all,’ the girl said, noticing her blush. ‘Sir Peris often prefers his captives to be naked; for his pleasure and to shame us, but also so that we are ready for his whip and that of his… well, you will see…’

			Lady Eleanor shivered. ‘What sort of a beast is he, to so besmirch the name of chivalry?’

			‘He is a cruel man who likes his dungeons filled with damsels. He had three score of us captive here, at least.’

			‘And… and will he ransom us?’

			The girl shook her head and smiled sadly. ‘I have been here half a year and in that time he has only added to his collection. I fear Sir Peris is a rich man who prefers to possess maidens rather than exchange them for gold.’

			At that point the conversation was interrupted by the sound of a key turning in a lock. There was a chorus of girlish cries of alarm and the two prisoners hastened to the iron grill door of their squalid cell.

			Eleanor saw that this was but one of many cage-like fronts that guarded a series of cells on either side of a gloomy corridor. At each iron grill beautiful young maidens waited, clutching the bars and peering out. Some cells held two girls, like Eleanor’s own, most of them had more. All the girls, excepting some exotic dark-skinned beauties, had long hair falling loosely about their shoulders. Some were naked, whilst others were dressed in diaphanous gowns, like Eleanor.

			But unlike that lady most were manacled. Iron collars and cruel wrist and ankle cuffs fettered dozens of shapely necks, slender wrists and pretty ankles. The brutal bands were secured to heavy iron chains that clinked and clanked dolorously against the grills of the cells and added to the chorus of alarmed murmurs and gasps that echoed around the dungeon as a door slammed shut and the key was turned again.

			By pressing her face against the bars and peering sideways, Lady Eleanor could make out a strange, stumpy figure holding a blazing brand, clumping towards them down the passageway.

			‘It is Dagonard, the dwarf of Sir Peris,’ the girl whispered in alarm. ‘Do as I do if he comes here, and obey him for he is a cruel creature, and his master allows him to misuse us much as he pleases.’

			Eleanor could not but notice that her fair companion had paled and that she held her hand before her face, as if fearfully. She sprang back as the dwarf stopped in front of their cell.

			He held the torch up to peruse the captives. He was an ugly creature with a bulbous nose and thick black beard. Less than five feet in height he was powerfully built and seemed almost as wide as he was tall. He wore a dirty leathern tunic, though his stocky legs were bare. There was a coiled whip of braided brown leather stuck into his belt.

			‘Well, well,’ the dwarf said to the girl, his eyes on Lady Eleanor, his voice a deep growl like that of a mastiff, ‘my master spoke truly, Lady Lynet, our latest guest truly graces the castle Saunce Pite with her beauty.’

			He unhooked a large iron key from his broad belt and unlocked the cell, and both girls stepped back as he entered, closed the door behind him and put the key back on his belt, and then shoved the flaming torch into a bracket on the cell wall, his predatory eyes glinting as he perused his prey.

			‘My ladies, would you be so kind as to disrobe?’ he said, mocking them with a bow.

			There were some sighs of relief from other cells, and Lady Eleanor felt the colour spring to her cheeks. ‘I will do no such thing!’ she snapped. ‘I will speak with your master. I am Lady Eleanor of Surluse—!’

			She got no further, as still smiling the dwarf lurched forward and grabbed her by the wrist, and with a cunning twist he easily forced her to bend forward with her hand held up behind her back, then ripped the gown off her with one vicious tug. The sound of tearing cloth was accompanied by more gasps from other cells, and the chuckling of Dagonard as he pulled the remnants of her shift off and flung them into a dingy corner.

			‘So, you are a proud one, milady,’ he mused, licking his rotten teeth with a broad tongue. ‘I am glad; I like them proud. Pride comes before a fall, they say. But not here, my proud beauty. In the castle Saunce Pite pride comes before a taste of Dagonard’s whip.’

			In a trice she found herself forced over to the rusty ironwork. The dwarf produced a leather thong from a pocket and proceeded to bind her wrists together. Though Eleanor struggled hard it made no difference. He held both her hands in his one, almost crushing her fingers as he tied her, but this seemed little effort to him. Once her wrists were bound he climbed nimbly up the horizontal iron bars of the door to the cage until she found her hands stretched high above her, and with a deft movement the dwarf tied the loose ends of the thong to the grill.

			Lady Eleanor stopped struggling, her dire situation suddenly all too plain. She was naked, secured to the cage door. The wide eyes of the maidens in the cells across the gloomy passageway, their knuckles white as they gripped the bars of their cages, seemed to reflect back and amplify her own terror.

			But Dagonard had not finished yet, and Lady Eleanor gasped as he seized her left ankle and hauled it to the side. A horizontal bar of iron formed the base of the cage door and she found her foot forced onto it before her ankle was secured there by another thong. Next he grabbed her right foot, and she caught the eye of a damsel in the cage opposite. A sweet-faced blonde as naked as Eleanor herself now was, apart from a brutal iron collar and chains, the girl put a hand over her pretty mouth and blinked at her with horrified blue eyes, for Lady Eleanor’s legs were now forced far apart and her hands were tied high on the grill, the balls of her feet barely resting on the iron bar at the base of the door.

			There was a moment’s quiet and then the dwarf gave a low whistle. ‘My lady,’ he growled, ‘on my life I swear, never did I behold me a nobler arse!’

			Eleanor could not stop a squeal of indignation escaping her lips as he slapped the object of his admiration. Then she felt two strong hands grasp her bottom cheeks and squeeze. She tried to avoid looking into the eyes of the girls in the cages opposite, some looking horrified, some astonished, and some strangely aroused, but all mortifying her, naked and mishandled by such a grotesque knave. Then to her utter dismay, the loathsome dwarf pulled her buttocks apart.

			‘What a sweet little hole!’ he exclaimed. ‘After I have chastised you, my lady, we must test this particular tunnel for tightness.’

			He let go of her bottom, and Eleanor could hardly breathe as she wondered what was coming next. The dwarf grabbed a bar of the cage door, which creaked chillingly as he pulled it open, Lady Eleanor swinging with it. Chuckling throatily, he shuffled out into the passageway and swung the door, and Eleanor, back closed again, then stepped back, the better to peruse her, Eleanor finding his lecherous gaze quite unbearable. Lowering her eyes she waited, her heart beating furiously.

			‘What exotic fruit are these?’ the dwarf tormented, taking the whip from his belt. ‘I have seen but few larger and none so firm and shapely. My lady, your nipples are the colour of ripe cherries and of similar size. You will permit me to chew on such sweetness?’

			‘Please…’ was all Eleanor managed, and then a little whimper, for the dwarf stepped forward, leering, the whip still in hand. By accident or cunning design, the position he’d tied her in meant that her breasts, which protruded some way through the iron grillwork, were at the same level as his ugly head. Very slowly, tormenting his victim, he pinched a succulent nipple between his few rotting teeth and proceeded to nip and chew and slobber, whilst maintaining eye contact with her the whole time.

			‘Oh please, sir, have mercy,’ she pleaded pitifully. ‘Please, sir…’

			The dwarf let go and grinned up at her. ‘By God, that was a tasty titbit!’ he guffawed. ‘Let us essay if the other is as sweet.’

			Lady Eleanor’s respite was thus all too fleeting. Dagonard sucked her right nipple into his wet mouth and proceeded to worry that too, but this time Eleanor’s squeals were not only from this, but also because he had slipped a calloused hand between her parted thighs. Strong fingers mauled her most private places, making her moan distractedly between the cries that marked particularly vicious oral nips.

			‘I trust you will take care to preserve her maidenhead?’ a male voice demanded, instantly making the dwarf release Eleanor and shuffle back.

			‘Of course, sire,’ he said warily. ‘Does not your faithful servant always preserve that bloom for the peerless Sir Peris?’

			The master of the castle stepped out of the shadows. He was a big man, Eleanor saw, handsome with dark hair, flecked with grey around the temples. His features were well proportioned though there was a cruel cast to his mouth and his eyes reminded her of those of peregrine falcon, fixed upon a dove.

			‘You do, but then I usually let you have first tilt at the rose hole, so don’t sound so aggrieved.’

			The dwarf sniggered crudely and held his hands up in admission of defeat.

			‘Presumably the Lady Eleanor is in such straights for some particular reason?’ Sir Peris asked, as his eyes crawled over her naked body.

			‘Yes, sire, I was about to whip her.’

			‘Whip her?’ the man said with mock surprise. ‘Whip this gentle maiden? For what cause, basest of knaves?’

			Hope entered Eleanor’s heart unbidden. Perhaps what the other girl had told her had been falsehoods. Could Sir Peris be a noble night, despite his cruel servant’s savagery?

			‘She refused to disrobe for me when I ordered, sire.’

			Sir Peris walked over to Lady Eleanor, and stopping just in front of her he took her chin in his hand and raised it until she looked into his dark eyes. His face was a mask, neither kind nor cruel as she studied it, her eyes beseeching pity.

			‘Well, we cannot have disobedience.’ The mask disappeared as his face took on a cruel smile. ‘In that case, good dwarf, you must whip her till she begs for mercy.’

			Dagonard proved only too happy to obey his master. The dwarf opened the cell door once again, swinging Eleanor with it as if she were but part of the ironwork. He stepped into the cell and swung the door, and the naked damsel, back again. Lady Eleanor found herself facing Sir Peris again, who stood a few feet back, frankly perusing her naked charms in a way that brought colour to her cheeks. Her attention was torn, however, between the hungry gaze of the wicked knight and the movements of his dwarf behind her. She could hear Dagonard chuckling, and then she tensed as he cracked his whip, the sound echoing around the dungeon like a veritable thunderclap. An amused smile played on Sir Peris’s lips as Eleanor flinched and let out a little wail of apprehension.

			The tension was terrible. There was silence in the chamber. Beyond Sir Peris, in their cages, the imprisoned maidens stood still and wide-eyed, awaiting Eleanor’s fate.

			There was a crack and pain blossomed in a line across her bottom. Eleanor bucked and twisted helplessly in her bonds, trying and failing to prevent a tormented hiss escaping her lips.

			Sir Peris stepped forward and took her chin in his fingers, raising her head and making her look up into his tiercel gaze.

			‘Did you feel that, my pretty dove?’ he murmured.

			There was another crack, this time diagonally across her back, and again she gasped as her body was wracked with unendurable pain.

			‘I’m afraid there is no use in struggling,’ Sir Peris said, still gripping her chin, then leant forward and licked the tears that were beginning to meander down her cheeks. ‘Dagonard’s knots never fail.’

			The next stroke took her across the back again, in the opposite diagonal. It was too much too endure. Eleanor stiffened in response to the scorching sensation and let out a shriek that echoed around the dungeon. Sir Peris took a breast in each hand and began to knead them roughly, and as the agony subsided a little, Lady Eleanor was mortified to feel her nipples stiffen in his grip.

			Another crack of leather on tender flesh, and the tops of her thighs seemed to be sliced by lines of fire. Through tears she saw the smirk in Sir Peris’s face. He let go of one nipple and dropped his hand to fondle her cunny through the iron bars, and wracked with shame Eleanor found her pelvis moving unbidden in response to his fondling. Pain and a strange and terrible pleasure mingled in her tormented body.

			Dagonard cracked the whip across her bottom once again. How long the whipping went on for, Lady Eleanor could not have said. The dwarf flogged her back, bottom and thighs, methodically and quite without pity, as she bucked in her bonds and begged fruitlessly for mercy. His master fondled and pinched her nipples, nether lips and clitoris until she writhed furiously in her restraints in quite helpless response.

			Then suddenly something strange began to happen. Eleanor felt her body shudder and she was engulfed in waves of pure pleasure. It was as if the dungeon disappeared in a delightful flash of pure white light for a moment.

			But the moment soon passed.

			When she came to her senses her back and buttocks and thighs were still inscribed with lines of fire, and Sir Peris was still looking at her with cruel and hungry eyes.

			‘Well, we are the lucky girl,’ the dwarf said with a chuckle. Eleanor and Lynet, both still completely naked, shrunk against the back wall of the dank little cell as he hobbled in, shut the iron door with a foreboding clank, then turned to face the trembling prisoners again. ‘The master usually prefers his maidens brought to him welt free.’ The disgusting man pointed a stubby finger at Eleanor. ‘It seems, however, that he cannot wait for those pretty stripes to fade before he has you.’ He leered at her. ‘I think it is true lust!’

			He stumped over to one of the two narrow wooden cots and sat on it, placing the little pot he carried on one side. Then he slapped his short and stocky thighs.

			‘Come here, my lady, and put your lovely self across my knee.’

			It was not so long before that Eleanor would have slapped away such insolence, but the weals of Dagonard’s whip were still as fresh as the memories of that terrible flogging, and the offending whip was coiled in his belt like a sleeping snake, waiting to be woken. So, after the briefest little quarrel with herself, Eleanor’s fear bested her pride and she reluctantly shuffled over to the loathsome little figure.

			The dwarf grabbed her wrist, and she shrieked as she was abruptly hauled over his lap. A stout arm clamped her waist and she found herself pinned there, arms flailing and legs kicking quite helplessly. She caught sight of Lynet looking at her with fearful eyes as she struggled, to Dagonard’s evident amusement.

			‘Ho, I have caught a lively little wriggler!’ he wheezed. ‘That’s it, my lady, please do squirm away; my fellow likes the feel of soft flesh rubbing on him. Do you feel him, Lady Eleanor? I declare your perturbations have woken the old chap up again.’

			To her surpassing shame, Eleanor could feel it. Under the dwarf’s leather tunic something was getting larger and harder by the moment. So fighting panic, and the urge to struggle harder, she stopped squirming and lay prone across his sturdy legs, then gasped as she felt the ointment cooling her welted bottom, tensing as a disgustingly rude finger probed down into the furrow of her bottom and began gently circling her rose hole.

			His penis pressed with increasing eagerness into her side, too imposing an appendage for her to ignore. Clearly Dagonard’s short stature was not reflected in the size of his cock, and the thought caused her anus to contract quite involuntarily around his inquisitively probing finger.

			‘Ha, I felt that,’ the dwarf murmured, then roughly seized her hair and hauled her off his lap to kneel on the cold flagstones before him. He lowered his head and pulled her towards him so he could whisper in her ear. ‘Once my lord has had his pleasure with the other passage, I shall have to punish that saucy morsel and teach it the proper way to receive guests, eh?’ He put a dirty foot against her shoulder and sent her sprawling back in the dust and grime.

			‘Lynet, come here,’ he ordered the other girl, snapping his fingers. ‘On your knees and suck the cream from my cock. It’s the whip for you too if any spills on the floor.’

			Eleanor watched aghast as her cellmate edged, with all too evident reluctance, towards the monstrous grinning creature. He lifted his jerkin as the dark-haired beauty got closer, and Eleanor gasped with shock. His penis was seven or eight inches long, standing upright with a large glistening purple head that made her feel quite faint. But it was the girth of the thing that really took her breath away. It was at least as thick as her wrist, but then her sight of it was blocked by Lynet’s naked back as the girl knelt before him and lowered her head towards his shadowy groin, from whence the fearsome column of flesh sprouted.

			Dagonard grabbed the girl’s dark hair and pulled her head down, as Eleanor looked up and found herself staring directly into the dwarf’s wicked, challenging eyes.

			‘Don’t worry, your ladyship, your turn will come, I promise,’ he grunted, and winked lecherously.

			Eleanor blushed crimson and hastily lowered her gaze to the floor just before her, unable to block out the sucking sounds and murmurs of protest from the poor girl, and the evil chuckling of the dwarf.

			‘The Lady Eleanor, my lord,’ Dagonard said portentously, giving a low bow.

			Eleanor had been taken to a chamber where half a dozen maidens bathed and prepared her. The dwarf’s ointment had worked almost uncannily well; the welts left by the whip faded in a few hours to but faint pink lines on her otherwise flawless flesh. The girls brushed her long golden hair until it glowed lustrously and put her into another clinging gown of gossamer muslin. Finally a gilt collar with a long chain was locked around her throat and her wrists were secured behind her back with a silken cord.

			‘By all the saints you’ll rouse my ol’ man again, madame,’ Dagonard had chortled when he returned to collect her, fondling himself lewdly under his tunic as he molested her beauty with bulbous eyes.

			The dwarf tugged her chain and led her, like a tethered sheep going to slaughter, through the damp and gloomy corridors of the castle.

			The privy chamber of Sir Peris occupied the top quarters of one of the castle’s great towers, a circular room, lit by dozens of thick and twisted candles. Tapestries hung from the walls, some depicting hunting scenes, at first glance seeming quite respectable, but a closer look showing the portrayal of huntsmen and hounds chasing fleeing, naked girls.

			In the centre of the room was a large bed, covered in a mass of luxuriant furs. Sir Peris lay upon it, wearing nothing but a long silk cloak, which was open, and he fondled his erection blatantly with one hand whilst holding a golden goblet of wine in the other, from which he slowly sipped.

			He and Eleanor regarded each other for a few tense minutes. Eleanor wished desperately that the muslin of her gown was less diaphanous and that her hands had not been tied behind her, as his hungry gaze raked up and down her body. She longed to cover her breasts and shield the shadow of her sex from his piercing eyes.

			But for all that she blushed under his scrutiny, she could not quite stop herself from peeping at the place between his legs, for the cock of Sir Peris seemed to grow even as she stared at it, astonished. It was less thick than that of the dwarf, but when it stopped growing she thought it must be longer. It curved back in a graceful arch, blue veins etched along its underside.

			Sir Peris looked down ruefully at his erection. ‘Damn me, Dagonard, look at the effect this minx has had on me. I hardly need to nettle these two beauties to get myself in fettle. What do you say?’

			A gesture with his goblet brought Eleanor’s attention to two maidens cowering to one side. Naked, with their wrists chained above them to an iron candelabrum, they were both slender. One was pale with long, ash-blonde hair. The other had the darkest skin Eleanor had ever seen, and black hair made into plaits tight against her head. Tall and elegant with small breasts, she had almond-shaped eyes that blinked anxiously between Sir Peris and the dwarf, who was leering at the pair.

			‘Sire, you clearly have no need of your usual stimulation, but it would be discourteous to Princess Shamira and Lady Iseult to deprive them of their promised treat,’ he replied.

			Sir Peris guffawed. ‘Damn me, Dagonard, if you are not right, as usual. Tether this pretty lamb to the bed, then go back to the dungeon. Our guests there must not be deprived of their portion, either. I will not have it said that Sir Peris is a niggardly host.’

			Sir Peris rolled off the bed in a fluid movement, and one of the chained girls gave a frightened moan. Dagonard then tugged the chain and pulled Eleanor to the vacated bed. On the great oak headboard was a heavy iron ring, and the dwarf made her lie on her back, produced a padlock and secured the leash to the ring.

			A squeal dragged Eleanor’s attention from her own fearful predicament to the two maidens. Sir Peris was now naked except for a pair of leather gauntlets he’d put on, and he was lashing the bottoms of the two naked girls with a cruel bundle of holly. Shrieking, they both leapt and struggled to get away from the cruel needles, but as both were chained with their arms stretched high, there was very little defensive movement they could make, and as they tried to evade the holly they inadvertently struggled against each others’ efforts, frustrating them and adding to the sadist’s delight.

			Dagonard watched the performance for a moment with evident relish, then patted Eleanor on the cheek and took his leave as ordered.

			Sir Peris seemed not to notice his departure, thrashing the two girls with pitiless vigour. His cock, arching upwards from his muscled belly as he flogged them, seemed to pulse and quiver with eagerness to get at its prey.

			Eventually he flung the bunch of vegetation down and took hold of a cord. Eleanor had not noticed it before, but the alarmed gasps of the chained maidens suggested that they knew what he had in store for them. The cord depended from the centre of the candelabrum, and as he hauled it pulled a small bush along the floor. The chained girls had turned around and both tried to back away as the bush was pulled, first between them and then up off of the floor.

			With a sudden shock Eleanor realised it was a bundle of stinging nettles. The cord pulled them up until the stems were between the weeping damsels’ faces, and thus their tender breasts and bellies were nearest the fresh leaves in the most abundant part of the cruel bouquet. There was room for them to evade the nettles, but only if they strained on tiptoe and pulled back on their chains, but clearly their outstretched arms could not endure such strain for long. And to guarantee avoidance of the nettles, which were gently swinging and turning, the girls had to co-operate, pulling against each other with equal tension to keep the whole arrangement in balance.

			Sir Peris gave a satisfied nod and dropped his gauntlets to the floor, then gave Iseult a hearty slap on her holly-prickled bottom, with produced a hiss of anguish. ‘Wait there for me, my loves,’ he said, and then turned to the girl who waited trembling on the bed.

			Eleanor watched him walk towards her, fondling his proudly arching cock.

			‘Do you want this, pretty maiden?’ he asked as he crept onto the bed.

			She stiffened, but said nothing. Indeed, she had no idea what to say. Sir Peris moved alongside her, regarding her with amused curiosity.

			‘You are going to have to ask for it, my lady,’ he chuckled, and Eleanor gasped as he took hold of her nearest nipple, pinching it through the thin muslin until it stood hard and proud, clearly visible through the diaphanous material. She bit her lip to keep herself from crying out as he then pinched her other nipple and teased it too.

			‘Be quiet you two,’ he snapped over his shoulder at the two bound and snivelling girls, before turning back to Eleanor. ‘Such little fidgets,’ he said. ‘I shall have to get Dagonard to train them better.’

			Lowering his head, he began to gently chew her nipple through the muslin, and pulled gently at the hem of her gown, which was draped carelessly across her thighs. Eleanor strained her head up and watched, mortified, as the white material slid slowly, smoothly up her thighs. As soon as the first golden curls began to peek from under the muslin, he let go of it and put his hand between her knees, roughly prising her legs apart. Still chewing, first one nipple then the other, he began tracing slow circles as his hand mover up her thigh.

			Eleanor was beside herself. She tried to ignore the feelings his hand was provoking. She tried to ignore the whimpers and cries of the girls in chains. She tried to ignore the nipping and nibbling at her nipples. But most of all she tried to shut out the image of Dagonard fondling his enormous cock.

			‘Please,’ she moaned as Sir Peris began to stroke her nether lips with cruel refinement. ‘Oh!’ she exclaimed, as his fingertips brushed her clitoris. ‘A little harder, it needs to be a little harder,’ the plea emerged unbidden.

			‘Do you want this?’ The question was stern, and she knew she had to answer.

			‘Yes, I do…’ she gasped, starting to writhe helplessly amongst the soft furs.

			‘Well then,’ Peris said slowly, ‘you are going to have to say please.’

			‘Did he make you beg for it?’ There was something bright in Lynet’s eyes that Eleanor was not sure she liked, and she blushed furiously as she remembered her ordeal.

			‘Please sir, fuck me,’ she had begged. ‘Please sir, I will do anything for you. I will promise to obey you.’

			Eleanor could not quite believe she had begged the man. She had not merely consented to her own deflowering, she had begged for it. The man must be some sort of an evil warlock, she told herself, remembering the pain of her impalement. But the pain was quickly engulfed by a wave of pleasure, and she remembered Sir Peris’s masculine body and the scent of his musky male scent with a little shiver of delight.

			He fucked her hard and long, and even after her first explosive orgasm her captor continued to fuck her. One climax seemed to flow into another, and another, each a slightly gentler release than the last. How long it had gone on for she could not say for certain.

			‘Don’t worry,’ Lynet said, seeing her blushes. ‘Sir Peris always seems to make his captives plead. Now though, Dagonard will come and claim his prize, probably this morning.’

			Eleanor felt her bottom twitch involuntarily as the dwarf’s name was mentioned. ‘Will he…?’ She felt herself turn an even deeper shade of red.

			‘Will he make you beg for it like the master?’ Lynet said, in a bitter tone. ‘No, that you will be spared, for unlike Sir Peris, he does not care whether or not we plead.’

			Dagonard did not come for her that day, nor yet the next. Sir Peris’s traps were particularly successful, and the dwarf was kept busy hauling pretty captives down into the dungeon. He stripped and whipped five maidens in quick succession, and Eleanor had to listen, her hands clutching the bars of her cage as the sound of leather on soft flesh echoed around the awful dungeon.

			‘My lady, what can I say?’ he eventually smirked at her. ‘A thousand pardons for this neglect.’

			The dwarf let himself into the cell straight after watering all the captives on the morning of the third day.

			Naked, as she had been since after the visit to Sir Peris’s chamber, Eleanor covered her sex and breasts to shield them from his hungry, lecherous gaze.

			‘Please, keep your hands at your sides, my lady,’ Dagonard requested, taking the whip from his belt as he did so, and Eleanor reluctantly obeyed.

			‘My Lady Lynet, would you be so good as to excuse us?’ the dwarf asked the other naked maiden.

			‘Um, yes, certainly,’ Lynet answered, sounding anxious.

			‘I am obliged to you, my lady. I shall return to whip your lovely body later, for the nonce, good day.’

			He held open the door to the cell and used the whip to invite Eleanor to step out. He locked the cell again, and then she felt his hand in the small of her back, urging her to move off along the dank passage. It was oddly silent, the captive maidens on both sides solemnly watching as the dwarf led Eleanor to meet her fate.

			She had not far to go. The corridor of cages led to a circular chamber, which contained various grim-looking apparatus. Candles lighted it, but a forge-like fire to one side threw out light as well as intense heat, the light flickering and flaming a hellish red.

			In the middle of the circular chamber was a strange thing; a flat, circular stone, two or three feet in diameter with an upright stone protruding from its centre. An oval hole had been bored through the upright, some three feet from the base. Eleanor had never seen its like.

			‘The Bedwen Stone,’ the dwarf declared. ‘Very ancient and heathen. Magic too, I shouldn’t wonder. No one is sure what it was made for, but an old friar told me the druids used it for sacrificing virgins.’ The dwarf slapped the base stone hard, causing a retort to echo around the torture chamber. ‘And if the holy friar says so, well that is good enough for a poor sinner like me!’

			He hopped up onto the stone and bowed with mock courteously, holding out his free hand in invitation. ‘Please join me, my lady,’ he said with twinkling eyes.

			Lady Eleanor’s heart was pounding; she was naked, and there was little doubt what awaited her on that heathen alter. Yet the whip swung in Dagonard’s hand, she had nowhere to run, and she found she simply lacked the courage to say nay. As if in a trance she gave him her hand and let him help her onto the stone platform, and the dwarf positioned her by the upright.

			‘Now, my lady, if you would be so good as to put your head and shoulders through the hole,’ he ordered, and she felt entirely powerless to resist him. Bending, Eleanor did as she was told, and as her arms passed through Dagonard grabbed her wrists and pulled until her torso was wedged through the oval.

			‘That’s it, my lady,’ he beamed, ‘now just rest there.’

			The stone was cold and a little rough, but oddly comforting. Dagonard did not let go of her wrists, but transferred both into one of his brawny hands and produced one of his thongs, and in a few deft movements her arms were bound together. Then the stunted man bent to pick up a length of thin chain from the base stone, and then looping it between her bound wrists he doubled it back and pulled until there was sufficient tension to hold her in that position. Then a padlock secured the chain into place.

			‘If I might crave a moment or two more of your sweet patience, my lady?’ the dwarf sneered, then scurried out of her sight, and Eleanor heard a chink and felt her right ankle being pinioned in an iron cuff, and then the same was done to her left. There was more clinking and she felt chains tugging, pulling back first her left leg, then her right, until they were stretched wide apart and she was barely able to move any limb more than an inch or two in any direction.

			And the expected punishing strokes were not long in coming.

			‘I am sure that my lady would like to be warmed up for what is approaching,’ she heard him say. ‘Damsels generally find it preferable, but please, do not clench those pretty buttocks like that. I am going to spank them, but if you persist in clenching I shall have to relax those lovely chubbies with my whip.’

			Eleanor tried, but her bottom twitched despite her efforts. The waiting seemed the most terrible thing. She was completely at his mercy, unable even to see him raise his arm.

			She felt it though. There was an almighty crack that echoed around the depressing chamber, and she gasped as her bottom cheeks exploded with pain.

			Eleanor, in her innocence, had imagined that a spanking, humiliating and undignified though it might be, would be nothing compared to a flogging with the dwarf’s terrible whip, but instantly she realised her misapprehension. Dagonard’s calloused hand was as hard as his short arm was strong. It cracked down, each strike sounding like a thunderclap as it echoed around the vaulted chamber, again and again, submerging Eleanor into a delirium of pain.

			Crack!

			‘Oh, mercy!’ she wailed.

			Crack!

			‘I cannot bear it!

			Crack!

			‘Oh no, it is too much!’

			Crack!

			‘Mercy, my bottom is afire!’

			Crack!

			‘No mercy here, my lady,’ he scoffed. ‘You must be thinking of some other place.’

			Eleanor fought her bonds with no effect. Her belly writhed on its stone support as the spanking hand splattered down again and again. She could not think of anything except how much her bottom hurt. The scorching, stinging, punishing hand drove everything out of her mind, except for pain.

			It stung so much that for a few moments she was barely aware the spanking had stopped. Gasping, writhing, moaning and begging pitifully, tears ran freely down her flushed cheeks, but eventually it dawned on her that, though her bottom was still scalded and throbbing, no new smacks were raining down on its sore surface.

			As awareness slowly returned she remembered her position; naked, helpless, bound, and at the mercy of Sir Peris’s wicked servant, who was again standing before her. Blinking away the tears she saw him waiting, fondling his groin in the lewdest manner and grinning at her, clearly enjoying her travails.

			‘Well,’ he said when her sobs had subsided, ‘that was very enjoyable. Such full, firm cheeks. I swear on my honour that I never ever spanked a finer pair. It’s got me nice and hard, I must say, look.’

			He flipped up the hem of his leather tunic and the monstrous thing confronted Eleanor, bobbing mere inches from her spellbound face. So close to its great purple head seemed even larger, and Eleanor could but stare wide-eyed at it.

			‘Would you care to suck it, my pretty lady?’ Dagonard enquired.

			‘No, please…’ she whispered hoarsely.

			‘Of course,’ the dwarf said, ‘it is entirely your decision. There is one factor that you may care to consider, however. I am about to bugger you. Your bottom hole is tighter than a clam, and I have found that the girth of my thing tends to make girls squeal a little – well a lot, in truth – when I impale them.’

			As he spoke the dwarf waved his straining cock from side to side, as if to emphasise his words, and Eleanor watched trancelike, her eyes following the monster from side to side as it swayed.

			‘Still,’ the dwarf continued, ‘if you prefer to keep your spit to yourself, then that is your privilege. I just thought, in my usual courteous way, that a little lubrication might help your arse accept my cock more easily.’

			‘No, please… let me…’ Eleanor heard herself begging, and the loathsome dwarf moved nearer with a throaty chortle. Eleanor hesitated, summoning her courage, then closed her eyes and began to lick the baton of flesh pulsing in her face. It tasted strange and salty, the smooth dome of his glans swelling even further as she tentatively touched it with the tip of her tongue.

			‘That’s it, very prettily done, my lady,’ he croaked. ‘We will make a cocksucker of you yet. Now, open wider… wider… you can take it… that’s it, nice and deep, right to the back…’

			Somehow Eleanor managed to accept the great cock-head beyond her stretched lips and into her mouth, thought she would gag as the monstrous thing nudged the back of her throat, but managed to calm herself and lie passively as the midget pressed his humid groin to her face and panted heavily with pleasure.

			‘That’s it, good girl,’ he gloated. ‘Breathe through your nose and let my cock get nice and wet while I enjoy this for a few moments. You will thank me for it when I fuck your arse. Ooh, that does feel very good, but I’d better withdraw for fear of losing my load in your throat – very enjoyable though that would be – before I get inside your backside.’

			He withdrew and shuffled out of sight again, and she cringed as rough hands grasped her scorched bottom, prised her buttocks apart, and a finger inquisitively probed her exposed bottom hole.

			For all Dagonard’s threats, she heard him spit and knew he was using his own saliva to ease his entry into her clenched sphincter. Around and around his finger teased, tickling her rose hole into relaxation, then she tensed and the chains rattled as she felt his cock-head press against the little ring of muscle.

			The pressure was even but increasing gradually, and suddenly Eleanor’s anus yielded to the intrusion and opened for him to sink his great cock into her rear passage.

			‘Ooooh… aaargh…’ she gurgled hopelessly.

			‘All right, easy,’ he grunted through gritted teeth, ‘easy, girl. That’s the head inside, but there’s a lot more where that came from. Just relax and let me bugger you, there’s a good girl.’

			‘Oh no, please, it’s too big!’ she protested.

			‘Just relax and let me fuck you deeper,’ he cajoled.

			‘Oh please, it is too big,’ she tried again as he gripped her hips tight and pulled her back onto his erection.

			‘Don’t babble, it’s not ladylike,’ he snorted, giving her buttock a light spank. ‘You are going to be properly buggered, Lady Eleanor, so just relax, do as you are told, and enjoy.’

			Eleanor gasped and groaned and strained against the chains. He felt impossibly large inside her, yet still he pushed deeper and deeper, and even when it seemed he could go no further her ordeal was only beginning, for the disgusting Dagonard began to fuck her bottom in earnest, grabbing a fistful of spanked buttock in each hand and pistoning into her.

			At first she was aware of little other than discomfort, but as he buggered her with increasing passion she felt a perverse excitement simmering in the pit of her stomach. It was shameful, but there was nothing she could do to suppress it.

			‘Starting to get hot, my lady?’ he goaded, and she couldn’t withhold a sigh of delight as he reached around and stroked her cunny. His cock continued to pump back and forth, deep inside her bottom, and Eleanor writhed and gasped and groaned.

			Suddenly the dwarf started cursing, and to her dismay he pulled back on her hips again, submerging himself even deeper into her, then with one last obscene oath he grunted like a wild boar, and she felt hot and viscous liquid fill her rectum.

			‘Well, well, my sluttish lady,’ he eventually panted, ‘I never buggered quite so fine an arse as that, I swear it.’

			‘Listen, someone comes!’ Eleanor whispered, and Lynet, Isoud, Elaine and Igraine hurried to join her at the cell bars.

			‘I hope it is not more maidens,’ Igraine said anxiously.

			Eleanor murmured an agreement. Their cell had become crowded as Sir Peris captured more damsels, and other cages had even more fair occupants. In the long year of her captivity, Sir Peris had added ever more girls to his collection until there was little room for any more.

			‘It is the dwarf,’ whispered Isoud. A young and rather timid girl with golden curls, she had a terrible fear of Dagonard.

			For once he did not drag more captives with him, but hurried straight to their cell and unlocked the iron door.

			‘Quickly, Lady Eleanor,’ he said, gesturing, and she hesitantly stepped out into the passage, her heart beating faster as always when she was summoned, wondering what it was she was wanted for.

			The dwarf locked the cell before explaining. ‘Sir Lancelot has discovered us at last,’ he said hurriedly, ignoring the gasps the information produced from the caged girls. ‘Sir Peris is sure to be bested. Our delightful haven can survive no more.’

			A strong hand closed on Eleanor’s wrist and he pulled her along the passageway, and in the torture chamber he paused to take a heavy iron collar and lock it around her throat, then fixing a length of chain to it.

			‘But what, where are you taking me?’ she cried.

			Dagonard looked at her with surprised eyes. ‘Lady Eleanor, I have told you many times how much I esteem you. I would rather bugger your gorgeous arse than any other in the world, so as I am escaping, I am taking you with me. The rest of these girls can be liberated by Sir Lancelot, or not, but you, my lady, are coming with me.’

			Her mind reeling, Eleanor let him drag her down another dank passageway. He stopped before a little door, and producing a key from his tunic, he unlocked and opened it and pulled her through. It led into a low tunnel, and crouching she was forced to follow as he ran.

			At last they reached another locked door, beyond which was a stable with two horses already saddled and provisioned. ‘I always thought this day might come,’ he disclosed. ‘So I have been prepared for it for some time now.’

			From the shadows Dagonard produced a previously secreted cloak and threw it around Eleanor, hiding her collar and chain within its folds and covering her nakedness. He helped her mount a palfrey, then jumping onto his horse he tied her bound hands to the pommel of her saddle, before taking the palfrey’s reins and leading her out of the stable.

			With a shock she realised they were already a distance from the castle. The low tunnel had led out into the forest, and the dwarf had apparently laid his plans well and there was little chance of escaping him.

			‘Halt!’ a deep, melodious voice cried.

			‘Sir knight, I beg you by the rules of chivalry to let us pass, do not accost my lady,’ Dagonard gabbled, clearly apprehensive before the armoured stranger proudly astride a fine mount.

			Eleanor’s mind reeled, but as she was trying to decide what to do the young knight’s gaze alighted on her tied wrists and his brow furrowed. Ignoring Dagonard’s protests he spurred his horse towards her and, with a polite apology, opened the front of her cloak. His eyes widened.

			‘Unhand her!’ the dwarf demanded, loosing a large mace from his saddle and advancing, bravely or foolishly Eleanor could not decide.

			‘And you are…?’ the young knight mocked, drawing a flashing sword just as another knight in battered armour rode through the trees towards them.

			‘Sir Gareth, what have we here?’ he called.

			‘Lancelot, this dwarfish monster has captured this poor lady,’ the young man said.

			‘She is mine!’ Dagonard roared. ‘He wants to steal her! She belongs to me, and I will have her or die trying!’

			‘Well, will you two gentlemen accept my adjudication?’ Lancelot enquired, with an amused expression.

			‘Of course,’ said Gareth.

			Dagonard looked less sure, but he observed Gareth’s gleaming sword and Lancelot’s grim, battle hardened visage, and finally shrugged. ‘Very well,’ he said, ‘but she is mine…’

			‘Enough!’ Lancelot held up a hand. ‘It is quite simple. My lady, who would you go with; Sir Gareth or this… person?’

			Eleanor looked at Sir Gareth. He was, she thought, the very picture of knighthood that she’d dreamed of in her girlhood: handsome and courteous, virtuous and kind. Then she studied Dagonard’s ugly face and twisted body and remembered countless cruelties and vile humiliations.

			‘Good sir,’ she said to Lancelot, her voice trembling slightly, the memories of her time in captivation quickly making her mind up, ‘I will go with the dwarf.’

		

	


	
		
			Pain and Lady Jane

			‘My lady, I have your confession prepared,’ Richard Makepiece, Earl of Sheringham said, offering a piece of parchment. ‘All you need do to spare yourself this ordeal is to sign it.’

			‘You would have me sign my own death warrant, sir?’ Lady Jane Winterton asked bitterly. ‘And have me perjure myself into the bargain? You would have me condemn myself in this world and the next?’

			Sir Richard shrugged. The king’s spymaster was a big man with coarse features and a generous belly. His family were not of noble birth; his titles freshly minted in payment for his many services to King James and, Lady Jane thought, it certainly showed in his visage.

			‘My lady, the king is merciful. He seeks only security. This papist conspiracy is undone already. Sign and throw yourself upon his mercy. It would be a pity to break so noble a form as yours in my dungeons.’

			Despite his words, Jane saw no pity in his pale blue eyes. Rather, she thought, the ill-bred brute was eager to get on with his game. Well let him, she said to herself; the Wintertons had long been at court when the Makepieces were still saddlers. Let the oaf do his worst. She would show him what nobility could endure.

			But that was her head talking; Jane’s heart was hammering furiously as she followed his back along the passageway. Two burly men at arms brought up the rear, rendering escape impossible, the faces of these silent creatures hidden by leather masks. No doubt this was to protect them should the wheel of fortune turn again, but it made them seem horribly sinister to Jane.

			Lord Makepiece stopped at an oak door and produced an iron key. Beyond gloomy steps were but badly lit by guttering candles. ‘Take care, my lady,’ he cautioned, and led the way down to the torture chamber.

			Lady Jane had been given leisure to imagine this place as she waited in her little locked room, but the reality was far worse. There were several grim looking machines. She recognised the rack with a shudder, but there were other apparatus the purpose of which she could not guess. The place smelt of pure fear, and she had to force her feet to continue down the stone steps. It was hot, and she realised that coals were glowing in a brazier, and with horror she saw that several irons were heating there. Suddenly she did not feel so brave, so proud or so noble. In fact, Lady Jane just felt like a very frightened nineteen-year-old girl.

			At a word from Lord Makepiece the men grabbed her arms and pulled her further into the gloomy chamber, uncomfortably close to the glowing brazier. Chains descended from the low ceiling, on the end of which was iron manacles. The two men locked them about her wrists, then one of the men went to the wall and an alarming clanking echoed around the torture chamber as he pulled on the free end of the chains, lifting Jane’s arms high above her head until she had to stand on tiptoe.

			The other guard knelt and fastened iron cuffs around her ankles, the cuffs fixed to chains attached to ringbolts in the stone floor. Lady Jane was strained tautly, uncomfortable and feeling extremely vulnerable. There was not a thing she could do now to protect herself.

			‘All right, you can go,’ Lord Makepiece said, much to her surprise, and the silent men turned without a word and climbed the steps. They had frightened her, but their dismissal frightened her even more. What was Makepiece about to do that he did not want to be witnessed?

			The earl turned to the brazier and her heart began to pound once again as he picked up one of the iron rods, which he used to poke the glowing coals vigorously. Sparks flew, the coals glowed even brighter, and when he withdrew the poker its tip was glowing white-hot. Makepiece looked at it for a moment before replacing it in the brazier, and Jane nearly fainted with relief.

			He turned to face her, smiling slightly, the flickering orange light of the brazier making him look almost satanic.

			‘My Lady Jane,’ he said at last, ‘it is hot down here. Allow me to help you become more comfortable.’

			Jane suppressed a gasp of apprehension as he picked up a large knife, and walked towards her.

			‘You will sign, of course, you realise,’ he said, almost conversationally. ‘The question is not if you sign, but when you sign.’

			He stopped just in front of her, and she tried to look disdainfully at him, but the truth was that fear was stripping away her ability to remain defiant. Makepiece raised the knife to her throat, she held her breath, then he slowly licked his lips and traced the shape of the upper slopes of her breasts, drifted the metal blade between her breasts, then with a sudden, aggressive, and practiced swipe that made the poor girl squeal with alarm he sliced her bodice open.

			Fear, shame and shock competed for precedence within Jane, but Makepiece was not finished. Evilly, deliberately, unhurriedly, with every indication that this was an ordinary day’s work for him, he cut away her dress, chemise and petticoats until she stood in her chains, entirely naked except for her silk stockings. The Earl of Sheringham put the knife down and picked up a nearby candelabrum, which he held up so that its guttering light of five candles flickered on her naked body. Jane flinched from his scrutiny, but there was nothing she could do except shamefully lower her eyes and look at the floor.

			‘My dear,’ he said at last, ‘you are very beautiful. I knew your face was lovely, of course, but your form is quite exquisite too.’

			He set the candelabrum on the floor at her feet and then straightened up and reached out, making her gasp as his fingertips brushed her belly. Delicately he stroked up until they touched the underside of her breast.

			‘Do you molest all your victims, sir?’ she managed to protest.

			‘Oh no,’ Makepiece said calmly, taking her nipple between finger and thumb and squeezing. ‘No, sadly, most of my work here is with far less beautiful traitors than you, my lady.’

			He raised his free hand and took hold of her other nipple, and squeezing both, she felt them swell beneath his touch. Powerless to stop her own nipples from betraying her, Jane felt the blood rise to her cheeks. Then, quite suddenly, he pinched both nipples hard and she cried out with pain and indignation.

			Makepiece chuckled. ‘You must be very sensitive if that little pinch pained you, my lady,’ he said with an evil, lupine smile, and something snapped then, the sudden hurt in her breasts emphasising two things; one that she felt even mild pain very keenly, the other that chained thus her body was utterly vulnerable to his malice. Tears began to trickle down her cheeks.

			Makepiece stooped to retrieve the candelabrum and circled her. She knew he was assessing her naked form from behind, for she could hear nothing and see nothing but the guttering of the candlelight. But this brooding presence was unbearable, and her naked bottom clenched in anticipation of a blow that never came.

			‘Your arse is a noble sight indeed, Lady Jane,’ he said at last. ‘Your back and legs are things of beauty but your arse is sheer poetry. It seems almost a sacrilege to mar such perfection.’

			She heard a rustle and guessed, perhaps felt, him move closer, and could not quite prevent a whimper of fear from escaping her lips. Then she felt his hand fondle her bottom.

			‘Such lovely, warm, soft flesh,’ he growled in her ear. ‘It begs for my whip. Can you hear it, Lady Jane? Listen, it pleads for my whip.’

			‘I’ll sign.’ Jane was startled to hear her own voice say such a thing. ‘Please sir, have mercy, I will sign your paper, only please…’

			‘Oh no.’ The voice was lower, more hushed. ‘You had your chance, my little dove, and I am very pleased that you did not take it. You are in my place of work, and you are about to find out there is no such thing as mercy here.’

			The fondling hand moved to her hip and then around, tickling her belly until she gasped. And it did not stop there. Jane gulped as fingers found their way to her pubis and stroked the brown curls there. He was so close now she could feel him press against her back, and feel his codpiece pressing into the cleft between her buttocks.

			The trespassing fingers stroked the area around her clitoris and then probed lower, nestling between her cunny lips.

			‘My lady,’ the voice growled again, ‘how is it I find you to be like this? I swear you are already wet, as juicy as a ripe Italian peach.’

			Shame briefly engulfed fear in Jane’s palpitating heart, and the trickle of tears became two glistening streams. Yet still she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out in pleasure as his cunning fingers explored, for all the fear and shame.

			‘Sadly, however…’ Makepiece said as he pulled his fingers away from her, ‘this is neither the time nor the place for pleasure. This is the time for pain.’

			With that he walked to one wall, and in the guttering orange torchlight Jane could just make out ominous shapes hanging there. Lord Makepiece took his time inspecting the objects, before finally selecting one, and as he moved back towards her she could see it was a whip with nine or more thin tails.

			‘We might as well start you with the whipcord, my dear,’ he said with a cold smile, holding the thing up for her to see. Each lash was made of thin and rather stiff looking cord. He felt the tails and frowned. ‘But I fear it is a little dry,’ he said. ‘We find this type of whip hurts much more if moistened.’

			Jane watched with mounting horror as he fetched a large pitcher of water and carefully placed the whiptails into it, and all too soon he pulled the dripping lashes out again. Jane found the whole process horribly fascinating; indeed she simply could not look away.

			There was a horrible hissing sound as Lord Makepiece struck the wooden bed of the rack with the cruel implement, and Jane saw myriad beads of water fly, sparkling in the candlelight and firelight, but she had no leisure to speculate on them, for the ogre was again moving around to take up position behind her.

			‘Such a lovely body, Lady Jane, I truly ache to flog it,’ he said in a low growl, and then she heard the awful hissing sound again.

			‘Hush, hush, my lady,’ Makepiece said softly, ‘I have not skinned you, quite. Such fair flesh will be unmarked once the sign of these whipcord kisses fades.’

			Jane could not respond. Indeed she could do nothing but sob. The flogging had been simply excruciating. Her tormentor had concentrated on her back, whipping her mercilessly as her shrieks echoed around the dungeon. Her bottom and thighs had taken their share of whipcord lashes too. To Jane it had felt as though her whole back and behind was being flayed.

			And still her hide was burning. In her young life she had never imagined, much less experienced, such intolerable discomfort.

			It took time for the scalding sensations to subside a little, and time for her to stop breathing brokenly and quell her gasps and sobs. At last the pain became a duller throbbing, and only then did it occur to her that Makepiece had apparently left her alone.

			At that moment a sound from a particularly gloomy corner of the dungeon made her start. She heard the rattle of a key in a lock and a girlish voice cry out. Another victim of the evil man!

			Blinking away the tears that still blurred her vision, Jane strained to peer round into the gloom. Two figures emerged from the shadows; the familiar bulky form of Makepiece, and a slighter one, a girl. She was naked, but there was an iron collar around her throat, and her wrists and ankles were fettered with heavy chains.

			‘This is Lady Jane, our latest guest, Polly,’ the brute announced. ‘You will see to her needs.’ Lord Makepiece reached out and patted Jane’s swollen cunny. ‘One need in particular, to start with.’

			Polly’s body was lithe and shapely, and she was pretty, with wide eyes and long black hair, tied back into a ponytail. The girl’s skin was pale and flawless, except for a few livid welts curling around her flanks. She blinked solemnly at Makepiece’s order, and then anxiously licked her lips.

			‘Yes, my lord,’ she said softly, dropping to her knees in front of Lady Jane, her chains clinking in the stillness of the dungeon as she moved.

			Jane felt the naked girl’s tongue on her inner thighs, and could not quite suppress a gasp. She bit her bottom lip to stop herself from moaning as the girl began to lick upward, towards her pulsing sex.

			‘I rescued Polly Fletcher from the gallows,’ Makepiece droned, Jane barely hearing his ominous words. ‘Like you, she is a traitor, I am afraid. Or at least, her husband was involved in a plot. She has been here for three months now and has quite repaid my generosity.’ Lord Makepiece sniggered, moved to the rack and leaned against it, and Jane watched aghast as he unlaced his breeches and took out his swollen cock. But then Polly’s inquisitive tongue reached her nether lips and she bucked in response.

			‘That’s it, my pretty Polly, lick the little trollop until she begs for more,’ he encouraged between chuckles, openly caressing his engorged cock as he watched.

			In a futile attempt to retain the last scrap of her dignity, Jane tried her best not to respond to that cunning mouth, but it was quite hopeless. Polly flicked her tongue around Jane’s labia with immense expertise, and even before it began to tease her clitoris she was closing her eyes tight and writhing in her bonds. When she opened her eyes again she saw the leering grin of Lord Makepiece, lewdly pumping his bloated cock in his fist, and looking down she saw Polly’s naked body and gently bobbing head, and the combination of so much visual stimulus swept forth an intense orgasm that near took her breath away, her gasps and shrieks filling the dungeon chamber once again.

			‘Ah!’ Jane gasped in pain.

			‘I’m sorry, your ladyship,’ Polly said in a soft voice, ‘the brine stings, I know, but after the sting it will feel better.’

			To Jane’s fevered mind the brine Polly was splashing over her whipped back and buttocks felt as if it was stripping away her flesh, but she was still chained and there was nothing she could do to avoid the torment. ‘Oh please, that’s enough, for pity’s sake enough,’ she gasped.

			‘Sorry, your ladyship,’ Polly answered in a strained voice, ‘but the master told me to brine you thoroughly.’

			‘And do you always do as that beast tells you, even when he is not present?’ Jane knew the answer. Three months in that cruel dungeon had been quite sufficient for Makepiece to break the dark-haired girl completely to his cruel will.

			He had climaxed just after Jane’s shuddering orgasm, and she watched, astonished and transfixed as his creamy emission splattered audibly onto the stone flags of the dungeon floor. With a grunt he then ordered the kneeling Polly to lick him clean and then lap up the cold spunk from the flagstones, Jane shocked to watch the girl obey his outrageous order without a moment’s hesitation.

			How many whippings had it taken, Jane wondered as she winced against the stinging salt water splashing over her bottom, to bring the girl to such a state of submission? She seemed to have become his possession absolutely; there was little hope of help from that particular quarter.

			Polly splashed the brine over Jane’s whipped thighs and the bound girl closed her eyes and opened her mouth to moan again.

			‘Easy, my girl, easy!’ Lord Makepiece murmured as Jane fell into his arms. On his orders Polly had released the mechanism that held the chains taut, and with muscles numbed by two hours in one position, and weakened by her flogging, Jane collapsed as the chains slackened. But Makepiece knew his business and was ready to catch her, and held her in his arms as Polly hurried to unlock the manacles about her ankles.

			‘There, there, my dear,’ he said, lifting and carrying her across the dungeon. He stopped at a chair, which he sat upon, letting Jane settle on his lap. He began to massage her arms and shoulders, which was painful and yet welcome, and little by little her aches eased.

			‘Polly, the food,’ he ordered.

			Her chains clanking as she moved, the naked prisoner hurried across the dungeon and disappeared up the stone steps, returning a few moments later carrying a tray laden with good food; fresh white bread, cold beef and chicken, fresh fruit, and wine to drink. There were also two wooden bowls filled with stale bread crusts.

			Lord Makepiece kept Jane on his lap as he fed himself, ordering Polly to hand him a chicken leg and a goblet of red wine, offering nothing to either of the naked prisoners, and despite her fear and shame Jane realised how very hungry she was.

			At last the tormentor had eaten enough, though he retained the wine goblet. ‘All right, Polly, you may now prepare the prisoner’s food,’ he said, and Jane watched as the naked girl took the two bowls of crusts and placed them on the floor, then took the pitcher and poured water into them.

			‘The crusts are old and dry,’ Sheringham said conversationally to Jane, ‘but I am generous and allow them to be moistened. Now, watch Polly, for from now on this is how you will feed.’

			Jane watched aghast as Polly knelt before the bowls, placing her palms flat on the floor beside one. Then the girl lowered her head and began eating, direct from the bowl, like an animal.

			‘Now, your ladyship,’ Makepiece said to Jane, ‘you may claim your supper, too. You will eat in the same manner.’

			So hungry was Jane that she had little choice but to slide from his lap and fall to her knees. She looked at the bowl, and at Polly, scoffing her crusts like a pig. She looked up at Makepiece and met his condescending sneer. His dark, malicious eyes bored into hers, and in the end she had to look away. She shivered, conscious of her nakedness and her vulnerability in that terrible place. A sigh escaped her as she knelt before he bowl and lowered her head to its stale, wholly unappetising contents, blushing furiously and quivering with shame.

			‘To think, this will be the last place I will ever see…’ Jane sighed miserably.

			‘What do you mean, my lady?’ Polly anxiously broke into her thoughts. ‘What a thing to say.’

			After the frugal meal Jane discovered from where Lord Makepiece had produced Polly. In a little alcove of the dungeon was a small but sturdy iron cage, into which both girls were herded, Jane having been collared and manacled like Polly. There was barely room for both of them to lie flat, so they sat side by side, cold iron bars against their backs, each lost in her own thoughts.

			‘It is the truth, I am afraid,’ Jane said sadly. ‘Once I sign Lord Makepiece’s confession my execution is certain. And I must sign for I cannot endure more pain.’

			‘My master,’ Polly said softly, ‘is fond of beauty, my lady. He does not like to waste it…’

			‘No,’ Jane said. ‘And he will keep you while you serve his fancy. But I fear that I am more important. Neither Lord Makepiece nor his majesty will suffer me to live.’

			‘Perhaps,’ Polly said, ‘but do not despair, my lady. My master will not see you on the scaffold if he can help it, and he is a clever man. Perhaps he will find a way…’

			‘Oh, God in heaven have mercy, I cannot bear it!’ Lady Jane groaned again.

			‘I am afraid that you must bear it, my lady,’ Lord Makepiece chuckled. He patted Jane’s naked thigh fondly and went back to lashing Polly with his leather strap.

			The beast was right, Jane realised as she bit her lip and vainly tried to move in some way that would help relieve the pressure. She was secured astride something he called his ‘hobby horse’. A length of wood an inch wide was set about four feet above the floor, its lower edge set into sturdy posts. The upper edge was cut into serrations, and Jane had been obliged to sit astride the cruel contraption. Her arms were manacled high behind back and fixed to a taut chain that pulled her wrists towards the stone ceiling. Her knees were bound together below the span, and the pressure on her most tender parts brought tears to her eyes, and was soon quite unendurable.

			Then the true cruelty of the arrangement became clear. There was one way she could relieve the pressure of the horse’s teeth as they bit into her vulva; she could try to take some weight on her arms. The problem was that her arms were already wrenched up painfully behind her, and any increase in that pressure sent agonising pains shooting through her shoulders. And yet, despite the cruel cost of pulling down, the action did little to relieve the agony in her privates. There was simply no way she could haul down hard enough.

			Yet every time she stopped trying this desperate stratagem, the pain between her legs engulfed her again. And so, soon enough, knowing it would not work but having no alternative but to try, Jane would grit her teeth and pull down on the chain once more.

			For the first few minutes Makepiece watched her closely, his cold eyes lingering on her writhing, naked body, while he stroked the bulge in the front of his breeches quite openly. Then he ordered Polly to fetch a strap and stand in position, bending from the waist to present her bottom, and grasping the chains at the point where they left her ankle fetters.

			‘Watch and learn, my dear,’ Makepiece said to Jane, gesturing towards the bending girl’s presented bottom. ‘Polly no longer needs to be chained in position for her whippings, and soon you will beg me to chastise you in the same way.’

			‘Please, Lord Makepiece, I cannot bear this any longer,’ Jane pleaded. ‘Please, whip me if you will. Flog me instead of Polly; only let me off this terrible thing!’

			‘And will you sign the confession, my proud lady?’

			‘Oh, yes sir!’ she wailed. ‘I will do anything, only let me off for pity’s sake!’

			‘You see, I did say that you would sign, and I have also predicted that you will take your whippings readily and without being secured into position. But not yet. As yet you have only begun to understand the torments I can visit upon you…’

			‘For pity’s sake, sir,’ she repeated desperately. ‘Let me off it… I will do anything…’

			‘Indeed, in good time you will do anything I ask. But I doubt if you are yet ready, so here is a test, my dear. I require you to stop this foolish bleating and begging. Be silent now, whilst I flog Polly.’

			‘There now, is that better?’ Lord Makepiece asked gently.

			‘Oh yes,’ Jane sighed as he gently massaged her aching shoulders.

			‘Yes, master,’ he prompted, a harder edge entering his voice.

			To call this ill-born brute master, as if she were a yokel or a servant, it was intolerable.

			‘Yes, master,’ he repeated, and his grip tightened on her sore shoulders, sending shards of sharp pain shooting through her upper arms.

			‘Yes… m-master,’ Jane echoed hoarsely.

			Makepiece chuckled and kissed her on the forehead, before gently rubbing the stiffness from her shoulders once again.

			‘Please, I cannot bear it…’ Jane babbled, her cheeks wet with tears.

			‘Pish, my pretty traitor, have you no other refrain?’ Makepiece mocked. ‘It seems to me that is what you always plead.’

			‘No, I mean… oh… it hurts like the devil, master, please have mercy…’

			‘What I want is for you to remain motionless. I have told you more than once.’

			She tried to adhere to his demands but the pain in her knees was too much. She tried to shift her weight subtly, without him noticing, but there was a horrible hiss and she shrieked as the whipcord cracked across her naked breasts. For a second she was lost in a swirling universe of pain.

			For how long she had been there she could not guess. It was probably several hours at least, and yet the nearest candle seemed barely to have burned down at all.

			She wore a yoke; two thick planks hinged with openings for her neck and wrists, and now locked together like stocks. It was heavy on her shoulders and forced her head up uncomfortably, but far more vexing to the naked prisoner were the rough twigs placed under her knees. Exacerbated by the heaviness of the yoke, the twigs dug excruciatingly into her flesh. She had been forbidden to move, and Makepiece lurked ominously with his plaited whip. Every time her discomfort became too much and provoked any movement he lashed her across her naked breasts again.

			‘Here girl, come,’ Lord Makepiece ordered, and almost eagerly Jane obeyed him. Chains clanking she crawled across the flagstones of the dungeon, wincing as her sore knees met hard stone.

			He held a piece of crust, but as she reached him he lifted it higher. Jane kept her hands on the floor but stretched her neck up, opening her mouth to receive the pathetic morsel, which she caught between her teeth when he dropped it. The bread was stale and tasted a little mouldy, but she was very hungry and chewed it thankfully.

			Not that it was solely hunger that made her so free of pride. Makepiece was not tormenting her, not whipping her or putting her on the cruel horse or rack, which made her happy. When he patted her head there was a warm glow in her belly. When he fed her stale bread she felt bizarrely happy. It was a transformation so strange she could not have begun to explain it.

			‘Now girl, roll over,’ he ordered, and without hesitation Lady Jane Winterton did as he demanded. She lay flat on the flagstones and then rolled onto her back, holding her chained hands above her head and keeping her legs apart so that her naked sex was open to her master. The pose made her feel terribly vulnerable, particularly as he had a whip to hand and she was still unable to determine his moods or guess his intensions. Jane’s heart began hammering and she felt herself perspiring, and she also felt a keen thrill coursing through her body.

			To her indescribable relief, on this occasion he did not pick up the whip and flog her naked breasts and belly and thighs. Instead he reached down and stroked her head, just as if she were a favourite pet.

			‘Good girl, Jane,’ he chuckled as he patted her.

			Relief engulfed her and she wallowed in a feeling of well-being. She was naked, she was on her back on the floor of a grim dungeon, and her brutal tormentor was treating her as if she were his pet creature. A few days earlier she would have died rather than endure it, but now she responded with smiles and whimpers of pleasure. Those few days had witnessed extraordinary changes in the once proud Lady Jane.

			Lord Makepiece stopped petting her and picked another crust from the wooden bowl at his feet. He held it up and shook it invitingly.

			‘Jane,’ he said with a chuckle, ‘on your knees and beg!’

			At the first hint of a sound of key in lock Jane stiffened, and felt Polly, slumped close beside her in the iron cage, do exactly the same. The two prisoners lay, naked bodies pressing against each other in the confined space. Both began trembling with anticipation instantly.

			There was but one question in Jane’s mind as she heard Makepiece’s heavy footfall on the dungeon steps; the one question that always seized her heart when he made his entrance. Jane could not have said whether it was day or night, nor how many days or weeks she had endured in her master’s dungeon, but these were not the question that made her quiver tensely as she waited in the cage.

			He was walking across the floor of the chamber. He did not pause to take a whip from where they hung on the wall. Could this be a good sign? Might her master be coming to take his pleasure in her bottom or her mouth, or bring her and Polly food? She felt Polly shivering, every bit as apprehensive as she was, beside her. There simply was no way that she had found to tell if he was coming to whip her or to pet her, or to torment Polly similarly.

			Not knowing was a torment worse than all others, because hope chased fear and fear chased hope around her mind in a feverish circle. Then he was standing before the cage.

			Jane peered into the gloom as he unhurriedly unlocked the door.

			She could not see a whip or a birch, but that meant little. She could not see a bowl of food either, but that meant equally little. He had brought down trays of food before, set them on the top of the cage and then dragged her out to flog her before taking the tray away again.

			Often he had come with a fearsome whip and then sent Polly to the top of the steps to fetch food. Jane knew it was Lord Makepiece’s method; that he meant his prisoners to spend time quivering with uncertainty. It was his way of breaking captives to his will, and she understood that utterly. But understanding did not stop the method working. He was her master now, and she his trembling slave. That was all there was to it.

			‘Get out,’ he ordered, his voice brusque, her stomach tightening at the tone. Both girls hurried to obey, whereupon he produced a key and unlocked the collars around their throats. Then he handed Polly the key and ordered her to unlock the manacles that fettered their wrists and ankles.

			This unexpected order only increased Jane’s terror, for Makepiece’s dungeon had taught her to fear any sort of change, and as the heavy iron clunked to the stone floor she felt oddly naked and uncomfortable, almost as if she had derived some strange security from her brutal bonds.

			‘Follow me,’ he ordered, and turned, knowing his prisoners would obey.

			There were two simple shifts laid on the rack, and he picked them up and threw them at the naked girls. ‘Put these on,’ he ordered.

			Jane did as she was told, her mind reeling. Being clothed, albeit minimally, felt incredibly strange. She glanced at Polly, who was looking down at her shift with astonishment and incomprehension.

			He ordered them to follow again, and as they unsteadily ascended the stone steps Jane’s legs were shaking uncontrollably. Being unchained and clothed was strange enough, but the idea of leaving the dungeon made her feel quite dizzy. Polly stumbled on the last step and Jane knew her fellow captive was feeling the same way.

			There was light from a window in the passage they passed into, and Jane found herself blinking at a brightness quite forgotten in her subterranean world of glowing braziers and guttering candles. A man approached, stopping to confer with Makepiece and casting a curious glance towards the two young women. Jane had almost forgotten there were other people in the world.

			The brief conversation concluded, they followed their master into a panelled study, where he sat at a desk and unlocked a drawer, from which he produced a scroll.

			‘First, Polly,’ he said in a businesslike manner, ‘I have secured a pardon for your treason, girl. You will not go to the scaffold. Instead you will travel as an indentured servant to my plantation in Virginia, where I trust you will work diligently to repay my kindness.’

			He smiled at Polly’s uncomprehending face. ‘Don’t worry, my child,’ he added. ‘You will be worked hard and flogged often. My overseers run a tight ship, and you will soon feel quite at home.’

			He turned to Jane. ‘Now, my lady, are you ready to sign your full confession.’

			‘Yes, master,’ she said quickly. Events were confusing and her head was spinning, but she was still his trained possession. Even so, as she added a slightly shaky signature to the document, Lady Jane wondered if she was signing her life away.

			‘Good,’ Lord Makepiece said briskly, sprinkling sand on the fresh ink to dry it and then blowing it away.

			He pulled a cord on the wall and there was a brief uncomfortable silence as they waited. He smiled at his trembling, confused captives. ‘There is a ship leaving Bristol for Virginia in three days, so you will be sent off in the morning, Polly…’

			Makepiece was interrupted by a knock on the door, and then the appearance of a servant.

			‘Ah, Mortimer, take this girl to my chamber and secure her to the bed, there are ropes waiting,’ he ordered the man.

			‘At once, my lord,’ the servant said, and gripping Polly by the upper arm he steered her from the chamber.

			‘I must say my goodbyes to Polly,’ Makepiece said to Jane, with a grim smile. Then he snapped his fingers, as if remembering something. ‘Oh yes,’ he went on, his eyes twinkling with a cocktail of amusement and malice. ‘I expect you are also curious to learn your fate.’

			‘Yes, master,’ Jane confirmed; the response drilled obedience but also true. She was now quite desperate to know her fate – whatever it might be.

			‘Of course, a traitor like you cannot be allowed to run free and conspire with other papists,’ Makepiece said deliberately. ‘And of course, you are too noble to be transported like Polly, to be an indentured bond-servant…’

			Dread seized her; she could almost feel the block cold beneath her throat as she waited for the executioner’s axe to fall, or would it be the hangman’s noose. No, her noble blood would ensure the block. She felt herself sway and was surprised not to fall in a faint.

			‘Your estates must be forfeit, your person prevented from ever threatening his majesty. We have discussed your case long and hard, and we can see but one solution.

			Jane licked her dry lips, saliva deserting her as she awaited her sentence.

			From the same drawer Lord Makepiece produced another scroll. Jane looked at it with terror as he unfolded it carefully, muttered quietly as he read it to himself, and then looked over it at her.

			‘This is a royal warrant; it grants you a full pardon,’ he relayed the verdict.

			‘A pardon, m-master?’ Jane echoed in an astonished whisper, the incredible relief making her feel sure she now would swoon after all.

			‘Yes,’ he confirmed, nodding sagely, ‘a pardon on one condition.’

			‘On one condition, master?’ Jane mumbled dazedly, barely aware of what she was saying.

			‘Yes, one condition.’ Lord Makepiece smiled like a hungry wolf eyeing the young deer he was about to bring down. ‘His majesty insists that we marry immediately, my lady…’

			Far Better than Boys!

			‘Damn but if that isn’t a fine figure of a man!’ declared the Honourable Horace Wittingstall, admiring his reflection in the mirror.

			‘Man?’ snorted Farquar Salisbury. ‘That’s not what that trollop in Covent Garden called you at half-term!’

			A guffaw ran round the senior common room and Horace blushed a little pink.

			Turning from the mirror he took a fob watch from the pocket of his gloriously patterned silk waistcoat and glanced down at it.

			Snapping it shut he pocketed the piece again and then picked up a cane from the selection in the elephant foot umbrella stand.

			‘Well,’ he said, ‘I’m off to thrash those little snots, Grindle and Denwood minor. I’ve had them waiting an hour for it, so they should be good and ready. Do you want to come, Salisbury? I’ll let you have a crack at ’em.’

			Farquar waved a hand in dismissal. ‘No thanks, old chap,’ he said in a bored tone. ‘Truth is I’m bored to death with caning snivelling boys.’

			‘Hold hard, I’ll come and help you tickle ’em, Wittingstall,’ said Lord Valentine Strumpshaw. ‘Who the hell do you want to wallop if not boys then, Salisbury?’ he asked, as he selected a cane from the same umbrella stand with professional care. ‘Full grown men, all fit and muscular?’

			The rapt way he said this caused another ripple of merriment to run round the common room. ‘Strumpet’ Strumpshaw was one of those chaps who treated beastliness almost as a religious vocation.

			‘No, not chaps at all, actually, not even great rough oiks with bulging muscles,’ Salisbury said quietly but intensely. ‘I was thinking more of the fairer sex.’

			‘What is it, Ginny?’ Penelope Simpson asked with concern.

			‘Oh, nothing, just an old acquaintance,’ Virginia Chisholm said, trying to stay calm. She folded the letter quickly and stowed it in her pocket.

			‘Come on, Ginny, you can tell me,’ Penelope probed, kneeling at her friend’s side and taking her hand. ‘Are we not the best of friends, dear Ginny? Truly, whatever it is, you can tell me.’

			Virginia looked at her companion for a moment. Penelope was a sweet lady of twenty-six, two years younger than herself. She had fair hair and clear blue eyes, which now blinked up at her questioningly. ‘All right,’ she said, taking a deep breath. ‘I’m in an awful pickle, Penelope. You remember I told you about when I worked at Nettlesham Grange?’

			‘Yes, when you were still a governess.’

			‘So you see, I had her. I had her, and then before I got to enjoy the fruits, the trollop did a flit.’

			Salisbury and Wittingstall had sole possession of a carriage. The train rattled towards London, and at last they were released from school rules and prefectorial duties.

			‘She ran away?’

			‘Actually, she got married. Did rather well for a little governess. Married some obscure but wealthy old laird, a friend of Uncle Owen’s, who brought him down to shoot our pheasants. Miss Cavendish became Mrs Chisholm and disappeared to some Highland wilderness.

			‘Good hunting in the Highlands, Salisbury.’

			‘For savages like you, and I believe, for creatures known as ‘midges’. For my own part I prefer to stalk more sophisticated game.’

			‘Oh, Ginny, but why?’

			‘I was desperate. My sister had run away with a captain in the militia and there was such a scandal. We had to pay his price to marry her. Mr Salisbury offered to help, but of course he also had his price.’

			‘But, but, to let him whip you?’ Penny’s blue eyes were wide with wonder.

			‘I think… I thought, the punishment was just, for the indecency. Though there was no… you know. I was a virgin when I went to my marriage bed. It was only a few times, and he did not flog me hard. It was a cat with soft tails of flat leather. The worst thing was being naked. That,’ Virginia blushed, remembering, ‘and the lewd things he said to me.’

			‘Men!’ Penelope snorted, shaking her pretty head in wonder. ‘They are such beasts, so full of unnatural lusts.’ There was a faraway look in her eyes as she spoke, but then she shook herself from her reverie and turned her attention back to her friend.

			‘Men,’ Virginia echoed with a sigh, ‘and also boys.’

			‘Oh my good lord!’ said Wittingstall, with a broad grin. ‘So you saw the pretty governess being flogged by your dear old pater? How? What on earth had the little baggage done?’

			‘How,’ Salisbury crooned languidly, smiling at the delightful memory, ‘was through the keyhole. I candidly admit that in my misspent youth I was a horrid little sneak. As to what she had done, I don’t think it was anything much. The old man was always putting housemaids over his knee, but she was of good family. He paid her, or at least, that is what she said.’

			‘Oh my good lord,’ Wittingstall repeated, ‘what a trollop. You mean, like at Mrs Berkeley’s?’

			‘Well, it was a private arrangement, but otherwise exactly.’

			‘So then what?’

			‘Well, I confess I had a bit of a pash for our Miss Cavendish. She was a truly tempting thing. Long, brown, wonderfully soft hair, lovely figure, pretty green eyes, rather a snub nose and… well, you get the picture. I wanted little Ginny badly but I was only sixteen. This gave me a chance.’

			‘And?’ Wittingstall leaned eagerly forward. He strongly suspected that his friend was enjoying teasing him and deliberately drawing the story out.

			‘And I confronted her. There was a tearful scene. A rather pathetic attempt to assert her nonexistent authority; she never was my governess you see. At last she started begging me not to expose her as a trollop, to which I generously agreed on one condition.’

			‘Go on, go on!’ Wittingstall begged, eyes shiny with excitement.

			Salisbury produced a document from the inside pocket of his jacket. He carefully unfolded it, smiled briefly and passed it to his friend. ‘The condition was,’ he disclosed, ‘that she sign this.’

			‘You signed a confession?’ Penny said, aghast. ‘Oh Ginny, what were you thinking?’

			‘Clearly I wasn’t thinking,’ Virginia said, sadly shaking her head. ‘I was in a panic, and he was such a sinister boy. I signed it, knowing he wanted it to use against me, to force me to… well, I don’t know what.’

			‘You mean he didn’t use it?’

			‘I mean he did not get the opportunity. He had to go back to school before the chance arose, and then Archibald proposed. He was three times my age, but he lived so far away and he was kind, and only slightly mad.’

			‘So you married Archie and ran away to Glen Affright, or wherever.’

			‘And nothing happened for a year or so. Then Archie died, and then I supposed the little beast had forgotten all about it. If I had realised otherwise I would never have come back.’

			‘From the sounds of him he would have tracked you down in Scotland, eventually. Archie’s death was covered in The Times. At least here you have friends.’

			Penelope reached across and reassuringly squeezed Virginia’s hand. The two young women looked up and exchanged wan smiles.

			‘And so,’ Penelope asked, ‘what exactly does this obnoxious schoolboy want?’

			‘You cannot be serious!’ Penelope glowered at Salisbury, then at his smirking friend. The young man blackmailing poor Virginia was not what she had imagined. He was rather dark and saturnine, with long black hair and an almost bohemian dress sense. But most astonishing was his poise, for an eighteen-year-old blackmailer; Farquar Salisbury had extraordinary self-possession.

			Spotty, smirking, sandy-haired Horace Wittingstall, on the other hand, was exactly what she had imagined. She would have liked to box the loathsome little bounder round the ears.

			‘I want the same arrangement as dear old pater, only not with his soft little play floggers,’ he declared. ‘I was thinking more of something like the cane,’ Farquar Salisbury said quietly but determinedly.

			‘And,’ Virginia had gone pale and there was a tremor in her voice, ‘if I agree to this, you will give me the paper?’

			‘The confession?’ he said. ‘Oh no, certainly not. No, I was not thinking in terms so much of a one off, as a regular arrangement.’

			‘Are you completely mad, boy?’ Penelope demanded, shocked by the effrontery of the arrogant youth. ‘Have you considered what will happen to you if Mrs Chisholm calls the police?’

			‘Oh yes,’ Farquar said, totally unruffled. ‘The confession was signed by an unknown governess, concerned not to lose her references and livelihood and the good name of her respectable, but frankly poor and obscure family. However, now she is a very respectable widow with a position in society. In short, she is now a personage of sufficient importance for this scandal to be of interest to the yellow press.’

			There was a silence for at least a full minute as the two women sat stunned.

			‘And, and your price is for me to… to let you…’ Virginia stumbled with her words.

			‘Not any more,’ Farquar said calmly. ‘I asked to see you alone, not in the presence of this,’ he gestured dismissively at Penelope, ‘witness. Now the price is her bottom for our canes, too. After all, she does claim to be your friend.’

			‘No, Penny, I cannot permit it. This is my Calvary, not yours. We must call the supercilious beast’s bluff.’

			‘Somehow,’ Penelope said, ‘I don’t think the supercilious beast in question is bluffing. The other one is a different matter, but Mr Salisbury…’ she gave a little shiver as she remembered the boy’s penetrating gaze assessing her figure. ‘It will mean black ruin if he publicises that confession. One of the scandal sheets will take it up with a lot of hypocritical cant about ‘crusading against vice’.

			‘But think, Penny – to give in to those smirking schoolboys, I cannot ask you to pay such a price.’

			‘Now, this will serve us admirably,’ said Farquar, with a grin.

			The two young men were shown the rest of the apartment by the agent’s clerk, and he was well pleased.

			The venue for their trysts with the young ladies had been the subject of some discussion, even after Victoria and Penelope had finally given in. In the end, driven half frantic by Farquar’s deliberately unsuitable suggestions of various indiscreet places, Mrs Chisholm had suggested these rooms above an umbrella shop in Bloomsbury Way. There was a lot of bustle in the streets below and the adjoining apartments were used for storage, so sound would not be a problem. The flat had one light, good-sized room with bay windows, a smaller reception room, a kitchen and a bathroom, two bedrooms and a large cupboard.

			The best thing was the entrance, off such a busy thoroughfare; all the other doors in the vicinity gave access to offices and shops. It was furnished comfortably if not fashionably; ready to use, even to move into. But best of all, it belonged to one of the late Mr Chisholm’s many businesses so that, although Virginia ultimately owned it, it was administered through agents and solicitors. In short, it would do, Farquar thought with growing satisfaction. It would do very well.

			‘Do you want more claret, Salisbury?’

			‘No thanks, and don’t get drunk.’ Farquar picked a cane from the Chinese vase he’d filled with rods and swished it through the air experimentally. ‘This is not the time for being squiffy.’

			‘Don’t see why not,’ Wittingstall said, taking a drink. ‘Caned plenty of boys when I was hardly sober enough to stand!’

			Farquar shook his head. ‘You are such a philistine. Anyway, this is something altogether better. These are women, Wittingstall. If you can’t see the difference, well I don’t understand.’

			‘You caned that girl in Ma O’Reilly’s the other night,’ Horace retorted.

			‘She was a whore; she had a hide like leather. I just wanted…’ Farquar stopped. Caning the girl had been much better than swishing schoolboys, but she had been far too casual, too used to it, too professional. He had wanted to try his famous eye on a female fundament, in case there were some great surprises, some differences he had not banked on. The exercise had been worth the money. But this was the real event.

			The doorbell rang. The boys looked at each other. Horace giggled nervously but obeyed Farquar’s signal to go to the door and let the ladies in.

			‘All right,’ Penelope said as she swept in, ‘let’s get this nonsense over with.’

			Farquar had refilled his glass whilst Horace had gone to let in the guests. He swirled the Chateaux Montrose in his glass and sniffed it before taking a sip. Penelope was resplendent in a gown of blue-grey silk, with matching hat and gloves. Victoria wore her widow’s black, but it was a fetchingly tailored satin dress, with a tight bodice but full, bell shaped skirts. Her gloves and hat were black and she wore a black lace veil.

			After her initial bluster drew no reply, there was not much for Penelope to say. The two women looked about the room, which was now but sparsely furnished. There were only two comfortable chairs, and thus nowhere obvious for the ladies to sit, which was as he had intended.

			Farquar saw Victoria glance over at the Chinese vase with its bouquet of canes and crops. She coloured and looked quickly away. Horace sniggered in the background, but that somehow seemed to make the silence even more oppressive.

			‘Would you ladies like to take your gowns off here,’ he said at last, ‘or in one of the bedrooms?’

			Both women blinked a little at this. ‘Disrobe…?’ Virginia said, as if not believing she had heard right.

			‘Well, of course,’ Farquar said, smiling. ‘I can hardly flog you over skirts like those.’ He watched with quiet delight as both ladies coloured, looked at each other and he was sure he saw Penelope gulp. ‘If you would like,’ he said pleasantly, ‘Horace has volunteered to help undress you.’

			‘No!’ Penelope quickly refused the offer.

			‘No, no thank you,’ Victoria mumbled, blushing a delightfully bright red behind her veil. ‘We can get undressed on our own.’

			‘Taking their time, ent they?’ Horace said, after a few minutes had passed.

			‘Seem a bit reluctant, for some reason,’ Farquar concurred. ‘Perhaps we had better chivvy them along a little.’

			At that moment the two ladies returned to the main room, and Farquar felt his cock begin to stiffen as he perused the quite delightful sight they made. He had told them to take off their gowns and petticoats, and that was all, give or take a crinoline or bustle, that the ladies had removed. Both wore white camisoles, beneath tight-laced corsets, and both wore brilliant white cotton drawers. Virginia had black, and Penelope white silk stockings gartered just above the knee. The snowy whiteness of their underthings made a fetching contrast with the redness of their faces. Both ladies looked mostly at the floor and Virginia entwined her fingers anxiously.

			‘Lovely. Don’t they look lovely, Horace?’

			Wittingstall, however, was so overcome by the sight of the blushing beauties that he seemed to have temporarily lost the power of speech.

			‘Would you care to come over here?’ Farquar asked politely, walking over to the polished mahogany table, and with evident reluctance, some sighs and many glances at each other, Penelope and Virginia edged over to his side. Farquar picked up a length of silky rope, taken from a curtain pull.

			‘Hold your hands out in front of you, Virginia,’ he ordered.

			‘Wait a minute,’ she said. ‘What’s this, you little beast? We agreed to be?’

			‘Calm down, Penelope,’ Farquar snapped. ‘When we roast skittish boys at school we sometimes bind them. It helps them stay in position and cuts down on the “extras” we are obliged to give. Of course,’ he winked at Virginia, ‘if you are quite sure that you can keep still under correction, well then you would not have to fear getting your count doubled for some silly flinch or wince.’

			Virginia took as deep a breath as her tight-laced corset would let her, and held out her hands to be tied. ‘It’s all right, Penny. I would rather… I would not want to risk it.’

			‘Very wise, Mrs Chisholm,’ Farquar said, binding her wrists firmly with obvious expertise.

			‘Miss Penelope?’ he asked with a smile, taking up a second piece of bell rope.

			There was a slight pause. Penny seemed to be struggling with herself, but in the end she muttered, ‘Very well, you nasty little beast,’ and held out her hands.

			‘I think we need to speak about that, actually,’ Farquar drawled, as he bound the fair young woman’s wrists tight. ‘Calling me a little beast is not terribly polite. I think you had better address me as Master Farquar, sir, in future. Oh, and you may address Wittingstall here as Master Horace, sir. Do I make myself clear?’

			‘Yes, Master Farquar, sir,’ Virginia said, with only a hint of reluctance. She seemed, he thought, to have resolved to get the ordeal over with as quickly as possible by acceding to his demands.

			Penelope was different, however. The little blonde piece was obviously chewing worms as she weighed up her situation – bound in her drawers and corset – with the outrage to her pride of giving in to him. He decided to help, so picking up a thin dark cane from the table he put the tip under Penelope’s chin, lifting it so that her blue eyes looked at him. ‘Do I make myself clear, Miss Simpson?’

			They stared at each other for a few tense seconds, Penelope’s bottom lip quivering with outrage and shame. ‘Yes,’ she said at last with bad grace, ‘Master Farquar, sir.’ She dropped her eyes and a tear began to trickle down her furiously blushing cheek.

			Farquar walked around to the other side of the table and took the end of the rope binding Victoria’s hands. He tugged it so that she was forced to move forward until her thighs met the edge and then lean forward. Only when her upper body was stretched out over the tabletop did he desist.

			‘Horace,’ he said simply, ‘get the books.’

			There was no need to explain further. As prefects, Farquar Salisbury and Horace Wittingstall were well practiced in the school house’s many methods of preparing boys for beating. Horace took five leather-bound volumes of a distinguished work of natural history and placed them on the table next to Virginia. With a dirty sounding snicker he placed three of them, one after the other, under her belly, until no space was left.

			‘Is she tippy-toed?’ asked Farquar.

			Horace looked down at the woman’s feet and frowned. ‘Don’t know, Salisbury,’ he said in a puzzled voice. ‘She’s got those heels on. Damned if I can tell.’

			High heels were a phenomenon that neither boy had previously met with, but Farquar resolved the problem by telling Horace to add one extra volume and then see if Virginia could touch the floor with her toes.

			‘Just about,’ Horace reported.

			‘Just about will do,’ Farquar concluded.

			He tugged the rope taut and secured the end to a crosspiece of timber underneath the table. Then he repeated the process with Penelope, and smiled as he noticed Horace brushing his hand over the blonde girl’s bottom as he raised her tummy with more large books. Miss Simpson bit her bottom lip and frowned furiously, but somehow kept her peace.

			With both women secured, bent over the table, Farquar walked back round and perused his handiwork. His cock had been quite stiff since the ladies had returned in their corsets, but as he perused their waiting bottoms he felt it throb and twitch.

			The truth was that he was furiously excited in a way he had never been when punishing boys. The ladies’ fundaments, though still veiled by the white cotton of their drawers, were so plumply, so softly, so femininely inviting. He had been waiting a long time for this moment to arrive.

			‘Well now,’ he said a little gruffly, and stepped closer. There was just space enough between the bending women for him to stand. He reached out and took a handful of bottom on either side. Virginia gasped and Penelope gave a little ‘harrumph’ of outrage, but he ignored them both.

			‘Well now,’ he said, ‘these feel nice and tender, Horace. Nice and plump and ready for the rod.’

			His hands had found the splits in the backs of the women’s drawers, and praying that he did not come in his breeches, he slid his hands inside, provoking a pair of outraged sobs. The bottom flesh was warm and soft and smoother than satin, and Farquar stroked for a few seconds, utterly entranced.

			‘I say, Salisbury, don’t be greedy, let me have a feel,’ Horace Wittingstall grumbled, in a rather strained voice.

			Farquar chuckled. ‘All right, Wittingstall, don’t get impatient, there is plenty of this succulent flesh to go round. What do you think? Shall we part their drawers and cane them the way schoolgirls get it, or drop their underlinen altogether?’

			‘No!’ Penelope protested in a shrill voice. ‘I don’t, it’s not, I mean, you can’t!’

			‘Actually it is, “you can’t, Master Farquar, sir”,’ he corrected her smugly. ‘Only its not because I do not care to be contradicted by you saucy little trollops, so that little outburst will cost you three nice extras. Oh, and by the way, I think you will find that I can!’

			Farquar removed his hand from Penelope’s bottom and turned his attention to Virginia. ‘Horace, would you care to divest Miss Simpson from her drawers, please?’

			‘Would I?’ Horace blabbered excitedly. ‘Crikey, Salisbury! Would I? Would I care to divest her of her…? I say, bloody hell!’

			Marvelling at how tiny Virginia’s fearsomely corseted waist was, Farquar undid the drawer strings tied around it and eased the cotton garment down. Virginia was trembling and she whimpered as he did so, but otherwise the young widow did not protest.

			Horace was so excited he had much more trouble undoing Penelope’s drawers. The lady in question was writhing quite a lot and gasping in outrage, although otherwise she was managing to hold her tongue. At last Horace got the strings unknotted and pulled the drawers down, revealing a flawless, pertly chubby bottom. The red-haired boy blinked at it as he let the pantaloons fall, muttering, ‘Bloody hell!’

			However, the job of uncovering the two young ladies’ bottoms was accomplished at last, and Farquar took up the cane and stood back to admire the prospect before him. It was all he could do to prevent a ‘bloody hell!’ of his own escaping. Both ladies’ naked behinds were trembling invitingly. Penelope was a little shorter, her legs and buttocks just a little plumper. Her naked bum was as chubby and inviting as a pale split peach. Between her legs a pink-lipped quim peeked out invitingly. Farquar had to suppress a groan of lust.

			Virginia was a little taller and more slender than her friend, though her bottom was almost as plump and certainly as rounded. The black silk of her tightly gartered stockings set off the pale cream of her thigh and bottom flesh. Her sex, a little darker than her fair companion’s, was as well displayed and neat a cunny as Penelope’s. Farquar licked his lips.

			‘Wittingstall,’ he said, trying to sound calmer than he felt, ‘get the board.’

			Horace bustled about for a minute or so, putting up a blackboard on an easel, to one side of but in front of the bent over women, so they could see it. He took a piece of chalk and drew a vertical line down the middle of the blackboard, then a horizontal line, bisecting the first at the top.

			‘Um, what do I write, Salisbury,’ he asked. ‘Chisholm? Mrs Chisholm?’

			‘No need to be too formal, I think,’ Farquar decided. ‘Ginny and Penny ought to do.’

			Horace inscribed the names at the top of the two columns.

			‘Now, ladies,’ Farquar said, taking up the cane again and flexing it thoughtfully, ‘this is the thing. I’m going to give you both a baker’s dozen, which is to say, thirteen.’ There was a sharp intake of breath from the half-naked young women stretched out over the table. ‘As I have already explained to Miss Simpson, any failure to behave respectfully, or to comply with my instructions, will result in additional strokes. Penelope has already earned three extras for cheek.’

			While he was talking, Horace had proceeded to inscribe a number of short, vertical chalk lines on the blackboard under each name. He did this in threes so that under Virginia’s name there were four little lines of three and one extra at the bottom. Under Penny he drew five rows of three strokes.

			‘I shall give each three at a time and then give three to the other,’ he said, taking position by the side of Virginia, whose bottom had begun to clench in anticipation.

			Farquar’s mouth had gone quite dry. He had used the cane a thousand times before, but this was something different. Virginia’s bottom twitched like the flanks of a horse and yet was so soft, so plump, so pale and so inviting. Taking a deep breath he brought the cane back and then thumped it home.

			It cracked hard across the middle of Virginia Chisholm’s flawless bottom, and Farquar felt it spring in his hand as it bit into and bounced back from the resilient flesh. The woman gave a yelp of pain, like a scolded puppy.

			‘Be quiet,’ Farquar growled, and brought the cane down again.

			This time he struck harder, about an inch above the first stroke but perfectly parallel to it. Virginia’s bottom might be softer and more yielding than those he was used to, but he realised there was some firm muscle beneath the plump softness of its surface, and he could afford to give her a real meaty crack!

			‘Aaaooooogh…!’ she yelped in agony.

			‘I say, I do believe the little filly felt that,’ guffawed Horace.

			‘Have a heart, there is no need for such severity, sir!’ Penelope cried in outrage.

			‘Actually,’ Farquar said languidly, ‘what there is no need for, Miss Simpson, is your impertinent contributions. Wittingstall, be so kind as to chalk our pretty Penny up another three.’

			Penelope made a noise that might have been a curse, or perhaps a sob. He ignored it, and made ready give Virginia her third. Mrs Chisholm’s naked bottom sported two livid tramline wheals now, or rather four, as each parallel stripe was divided into two by the deep cleft of her quivering behind. There was no more than an inch between the welts, but Farquar placed the third cleanly between the first pair. Nor was it any less severe than the one before. Poor Virginia opened up her lungs and fairly howled. Her legs kicked back as if she was in convulsions, and her body twisted furiously about.

			‘Ah no, no, I cannot, it is too much, I can’t bear it,’ she babbled, when her shrieks subsided.

			‘I’m rather afraid that you will have to bear it, my dear,’ Farquar murmured. ‘All right, Wittingstall, strike three.’

			Horace drew a chalk line through the first three strokes on the blackboard, as Farquar admired his handiwork.

			‘Marvellous how these girlish bottoms tremble,’ he said, watching the third tramline bloom between the other two angry looking stripes. He put his hand on them, drawing a hiss of pain from Virginia, but he ignored it, luxuriating in the heat of the cane marks and the way they stood proud and rather harder than the surrounding flesh.

			Giving the beautiful buttocks an affectionate pat, and ignoring the gasp of pain this produced, Farquar took his stance ready to cane the other waiting rear.

			First he touched Penelope’s bare behind gently with the rod end. She gave a little wail and her buttocks twitched violently, which made his cock feel fit to burst. Farquar brought the cane back, paused, and swept it down with almost all his strength. A pistol shot like crack of cane on flesh echoed around the room and Penelope gave an agonised yelp, and began jiggling her bottom furiously.

			‘Keep it still please, Miss Simpson,’ Farquar said dryly.

			‘Oh! Ah! Oh sir, it stings! It… oooh… it is too much.’

			‘Keep it still, and pray, be quiet. If I were you I would be loath to earn another three.’

			‘Another three? Oh…’ Penelope’s cries and protests subsided, though little gasps and hisses of pain continued to escape her lips.

			Farquar placed the next stroke lower, lashing the cane with vicious precision into the under-slopes of her bum, drawing forth a high-pitched squeal of anguish and another bout of jiggling. His threat clearly had some effect, however, for Penelope somehow managed to stem the flow of cries and protests. But she gave a little shriek when he placed the tip of the cane against her again, and her bottom clenched and quivered like something possessed.

			‘No clenching now, it’s poor form,’ he admonished. ‘Relax it. I said relax it.’

			‘Shall I chalk her up another three, Salisbury?’

			‘It is normal for clenching, but then they are but women.’

			‘Oh please,’ Penelope sobbed.

			‘Oh please, what?’ Farquar asked.

			‘Oh please, Master Farquar, sir. Please no more, I cannot bear?’

			‘Actually, Miss Simpson, and this goes for you, Mrs Chisholm, I shall decide what you can or cannot bear. Now, relax your buttocks, madame.’

			Farquar was perfectly aware that by now the flinching of her buttocks was quite involuntary, so he did not insist on complete relaxation. Instead he pulled his arm back and delivered a perfect sizzler of a stroke. The cane bit into that fine crease where bottom meets upper thigh with venomous accuracy. For once Penelope did not shriek in response, instead she made a strange, strangulated gasping sound as if the pain had quite deprived her lungs of air.

			‘Do you think she felt that at all, Wittingstall?’

			‘Hard to tell, Salisbury; she is wheezing and shivering in a most peculiar manner. I thought perhaps she was having some sort of fit.’

			‘It was a decent stroke, but these women are so well padded on their fat fundaments that one really wonders if they can feel a deuced thing.’

			‘Oh please…’ Penelope gasped and gurgled.

			‘Mind you,’ Farquar said conversationally, ‘the way she’s jiggling that fat bum suggests she might be feeling something. She’s shaking it like a terrier with a rat!’

			Ignoring Penelope’s cries of distress, Farquar returned to the position for caning Virginia.

			‘Well now, Mrs Chisholm,’ he said, gently touching her bottom with the cane tip and being rewarded with a frightened whimper, ‘are you ready to be magisterially thrashed?’

			It was Penelope who cracked, which was no surprise to Farquar. Miss Simpson was the prouder and may well have been the stronger of the two young ladies, but Farquar was not the chap to put up with being called a little beast.

			He caned Virginia hard, but he spaced the strokes out kindly. After her third turn nine lines striped her bottom and thighs, perfectly parallel.

			But Penelope was not afforded any such consideration. Farquar’s accuracy with a cane was legendary in school house and throughout the whole school, and he used it now to merciless effect. The second set of three consisted of a couple of testing strokes over the middle of Miss Simpson’s succulent bottom. The third sliced wickedly into her sulcal groove for a second time.

			This fatty crease, where bottom meets thigh, is in any event notoriously tender. Penelope’s sulcus had, however, already been seared by one wicked stroke, and Farquar thumped the cane into the already reddened groove with diabolical skill. Miss Simpson, he thought as he watched with satisfaction, reacted as if he had plunged a red-hot poker up her bottom hole.

			She let out a long and high-pitched shriek, fingers scrabbling desperately on the tabletop as her feet kicked up and back. Farquar was glad the rope holding her wrists was strong, for the way she pulled and tugged and twisted a weaker cord would surely have snapped. He waited for the squealing and kicking to subside, but Penelope did not recover her composure quickly, writhing on the little platform of books that supported her belly, so violently he could here the whalebone of her corset creak in protest. Her legs kicked, sometimes one at a time, sometimes together, as her screams subsided to a pained keening wail.

			‘Poor comportment under correction, I’m afraid, Miss Simpson. Horace, chalk her up another three.’

			Ignoring Penelope’s sobs of anguish, Farquar returned to Virginia and gave her third trio. Again he spaced the strokes, striking unmarked flesh. Mrs Chisholm hardly seemed to appreciate his kindness, shrieking, writhing, sobbing piteously and wriggling her delicious bottom at him. Farquar was so hard now it hurt, and moving a little awkwardly he turned his attention to Penelope once again.

			This time he took his time. Again he cracked the cane across the middle of her bottom, delighting in every gasp and every flinch. Again he followed up with a wicked cut across her tender under-bum. He stood back and enjoyed the jiggling of her rod-roasted bottom, in no hurry at all. This time Farquar wanted her to understand what was going to come.

			Eventually Penelope stopped gasping and kicking, and only the two women’s heavy breathing and an occasional sob broke the silence in the room. The bottom presented perfectly before Farquar was trembling and flinching, but the woman kept her legs straight as she awaited the stroke.

			Twice now he had used the last of the three strokes to welt her sulcus. The skin was scarlet in that tender fissure and looked very sore. Farquar smiled and raised the cane. Using every ounce of strength he brought it down. With almost preternatural precision it whistled through the air and lashed into the sulcus. Penelope was silent for a moment, as if the breath had been expelled from her body, and then she opened up her lungs and howled.

			‘Oooh… Master F-Farquar… sir…’ she sobbed, when the power of speech returned a minute or so later.

			‘Yes, my dear, what is it?’ he enquired benignly.

			‘I… oh, ah, I don’t think I can stand it…’

			‘Well that is certainly unfortunate, as you have nine strokes still to go.’

			‘N-nine… but… oh…’

			‘Another three for that last exhibition,’ he clarified. ‘Comportment is important, that’s our motto.’

			‘Please, let me off, sir. Have mercy on our delicate skin.’

			‘I’m very much afraid that there is no mercy to be had here, ladies,’ Farquar said mildly.

			‘That’s the ticket, Salisbury; don’t let the minxes off a single stroke,’ Horace encouraged excitedly from his station by the blackboard. ‘A good thrashing is what they need. Does ’em a power of good!’

			‘Please, Master Farquar, sir,’ Penelope whispered between gasps, ignoring the interruption. ‘Please let me, let us, off. Remit. I will, I mean, we will… do anything!’

			‘Don’t listen to the trollop, Salisbury, skin the little baggage! It’s all they understand.’

			‘Shut up, Wittingstall,’ Farquar ordered sharply. ‘Well now, Miss Simpson,’ he said in a more kindly tone. ‘What exactly might anything consist of?’

			‘I’m sorry I volunteered you for this shame, Ginny,’ Penelope said softly as Virginia loosened the laces of her corset. ‘I don’t know of what I was thinking.’

			The two women had returned to the bedroom where they removed their gowns. Farquar Salisbury had decided it was time for them to be completely naked, and neither had been about to argue.

			‘You were thinking that you simply could not bear it,’ Virginia said with a shrug. Do not be too hard on yourself, Penny. I was nothing loath to escape those last three strokes myself. Anyway, I got you into this, remember?’

			Penelope could now undo the front of her stays, and the ladies swapped places so she could loosen the laces of Virginia’s corset. Both young women were standing; throbbing, tender bottoms ensured that neither wished to sit, even on the soft bed coverlet.

			‘You warned me what a diabolical little bastard Farquar was. I did not believe you. Well, it seems we are now in this together at any event.’

			Virginia’s corset came off and both removed their camisoles. They stood for a moment and regarded one another with tender affection, the shame they might otherwise have felt at being naked in each other’s presence having quite paled into insignificance by their recent experience, and their knowledge of what was to come.

			Penelope looked at her friend and realised with a shock that she found Ginny’s naked body almost unbearably appealing. Virginia’s sweet face was still red and some strands of her fine brown hair had escaped the bun she kept it in, and stuck to her cheeks with partly dried tears. Lifting her hand, Penelope stroked Virginia’s shapely breasts gently. ‘You know, you are really beautiful,’ she said softly.

			In return Virginia brushed her fingers against the roundness of Penelope’s tummy. ‘So are you, Penny,’ she said hoarsely. ‘But Master Salisbury and his friend are waiting for us, and my poor bottom dare not risk his displeasure. I think we had better go.’

			‘Eeny, meeny, miny, mo…’ Farquar drawled, relishing every moment, ‘catch a lady by her toe…’

			Virginia and Penelope stood, on his orders, with their hands on their heads, and Farquar Salisbury had never, ever, seen a finer sight. The ladies were naked with the exception of their stockings, and a velvet choker around Virginia’s graceful throat. The two women’s bodies were even more beautiful than he had dared imagine, and choosing which one to explore first an impossibility. Thus he had recourse to the rhyme.

			‘If she squeals, let her go, eeny, meeny, miny, mo…’

			His pointing finger came to rest on Virginia. She swallowed hard but it was Penelope who looked at the floor despondently.

			‘I say, so this is my one, Salisbury?’ Horace giggled excitedly. ‘Tender little morsel, ain’t she? I bet she buggers like butter on a summer’s day!’ He fairly leapt across the room and grabbing Penelope by the ear, hauled her off to one of the bedrooms.

			Farquar looked at Virginia. Virginia glanced at Farquar.

			‘The pater had his faults,’ he said, ‘but the old man certainly had taste.’

			‘How… how do you want me?’ Virginia asked in a hoarse whisper, blushing bright red.

			‘Back over the table, I think,’ Farquar said pensively. ‘Don’t worry,’ he added, seeing her lick her lips nervously, ‘I shan’t bugger you. Not this time, anyway. No, I fancy another tunnel. Now, Mrs Chisholm, if you would be so good as to bend over and spread your legs for me.’

			Hesitant as a doe, Virginia moved over to the table and bent over it, between the two piles of books, and reluctantly opened her legs.

			‘Put your hands together at the small of your back.’

			Farquar was not sure why he bound her hands behind her, other than the notion seemed appealing. The naked women let him tie her, though she let out a few frightened sounding gasps.

			Much as Farquar longed to spend time fondling Mrs Chisholm’s plump, well-welted bottom, his erection had been rigid to the point of discomfort for too long for him to dally. His fingers moved from the hot, cane-scored skin of Virginia’s bottom to the hot, slippery lips between her legs. As he did so her gasps of discomfort turned into moans of something else.

			Unbuttoning his breeches took but a second. His cock felt as if it had been forged from iron. Farquar placed the head against her cunny lips and with a groan of pleasure, slid it in.

			It had been his desire and his intention to fuck Virginia as rigorously as he had thrashed her, but this noble ambition, it rapidly became apparent, was utterly beyond him. Virginia’s cunt was hot and tight and so slickly welcoming that it seemed almost to be sucking at his manhood, and after a few thrusts he felt his crisis beginning.

			The lady in question was writhing like a thing possessed on the table and making strange, rather startling, gurgling sounds as he rammed his bursting member further in, then he gave a moan as he felt his jism hose out, and to his astonishment, in apparent response Virginia started screaming incoherently and bucking convulsively beneath him.

			‘I have to say, ooh… ah… ladies, that it has… oof… been a very pleasant afternoon…’ Farquar took another sip of claret, just managing to swallow it before he had to groan with pleasure again.

			The boys had set the armchairs opposite each other before charging their glasses with Chateau Montrose. Each lit a cigar, though Farquar suspected that Horace was not really enjoying his much, as he puffed at it very infrequently. This may have been due to the distraction however, of having Virginia, who was kneeling between his legs, sucking away at his prick.

			Farquar pulled at his own cigar with pleasure, but it was not that that made him groan with desire. Pretty Penelope Simpson, well whipped and freshly buggered, was kneeling naked before him and sucking him off diligently.

			He looked at Virginia’s naked back and watched her head rhythmically bobbing. He let his gaze run down her lovely pale-skinned back and rest on her chubby, welted bottom.

			He looked down, at Penny’s bobbing blonde head, failing to suppress another grunt of pleasure as her wicked tongue teased his cock-head. He took another sip of the Montrose. He looked up at Ginny’s striped bottom. He looked down at Penelope’s pretty head. His excitement was building again. He would have been happy to stay like that forever, but Miss Simpson was too accomplished at her task and he was too aroused.

			He looked at Virginia’s shapely naked form. He looked down at Penelope’s busily bobbing head. He took a sip of wine and then a puff of his cigar.

			Mr Farquar Salisbury, prefect of school house, had a problem. The fact was, he really did not want to go back to school.

			The Magic Wand

			It was yet so early that the gaslights still glowed yellow as the carriage disappeared into the morning mist. Watching from her bedroom window Elouise sighed sadly. Charles was off at the crack of dawn again and he would, no doubt, not be back until very late. His family owned the bank. Surely he did not need to get in before the tellers? She could not help feeling he was avoiding her, and that this was her fault in some way.

			It was not that married life was really such a disappointment, she told herself without conviction, as Biddy helped to lace her tight into her corsets. Charles was a good man, a kind man, and she loved him very much. True, there was a certain distance in their relations, but then there always had been. She had imagined they would get closer after marriage, but if anything he seemed even more remote. Since the first night they had even slept in separate rooms.

			That most intimate part of marriage, which she had hoped would bring them together, seemed rather to have driven them apart. The truth was that little had happened on their wedding night. She had been shy and he seemed mortified by his own failing. Whether he blamed her, or was ashamed of himself, from that night he had seemed determined to stay away.

			‘Will you be going out ma’am?’

			‘Not this morning, Biddy. I want to look through the box room; Mr Cameron said there is a lot of rubbish in there. If we can throw some of it out we might finally get those trunks of mine off the upstairs landing.’

			Biddy accompanied her up the stairs with evident enthusiasm. The landing in question housed the room the maid shared with her husband, Joe the footman. The couple had undoubtedly been more inconvenienced by Elouise’s overflow of trunks than had the grander folk who dwelt below.

			‘Good heavens.’ Elouise blinked in astonishment at the jumble of objects that packed the surprisingly large room. ‘So this is where everything was put when the Great Exhibition was closed!’

			Indeed, this scarcely seemed much of an exaggeration. So full of curios and venerable furnishings was the room that the two young women could only enter at all with considerable difficulty.

			‘Well, Biddy,’ Elouise said wryly as she picked a rather mangy stuffed pine martin from the top of a bureau brimming with old papers, ‘it seems we have ourselves rather a task.’

			It was a dusty morning’s work in the box room. Elouise might have been far too well brought up to perspire, yet the politest commentator must have conceded that her perfect porcelain complexion had soon taken on a distinctly healthy glow. The room was simply too full of fascinating curios for her to stand by instructing Biddy, as her mother would no doubt have said she should. At twenty-two Elouise had not quite lost that girlish curiosity and tendency to excitement that had long been her dear mama’s despair. She delved into long lost drawers and burrowed into overflowing boxes, exclaiming delightedly at dusty ships in bottles and boxes of mounted butterflies. From time to time she would put aside some treasure to keep; an old diary here and a beautifully worked patchwork quilt there.

			It was almost time for luncheon when she came across the cane.

			‘Look, Biddy, this is a bit thin for a walking stick, isn’t it?’ She bent the flexible yellow rod experimentally between her hands, and Biddy licked her lips, an odd look in the maid’s eye.

			‘Oh lor, ma’am, that’s not a walking stick cane. That’s rattan. It’s a swishing stick, that is!’

			‘A swishing stick?’ Elouise asked, puzzled.

			Biddy shook her head in wonderment. ‘Have you really never seen one, ma’am? Did your parents or your governess never…’

			Understanding dawned. ‘Oh! Oh no, Biddy, my mother did not believe in it. She comes from a Quaker family. It was all long improving lectures for me.’ She grinned at the servant. ‘Sometimes I thought I would rather have been whipped!’

			The two young women shared a giggle, and Elouise placed the cane on top of one of the boxes of things that were destined to go.

			‘Oh crikey, ma’am, don’t put it there,’ Biddy advised. ‘If my Joe sees it when he comes to get the boxes it will give him ideas.’

			‘Ideas? Biddy, what do you mean? You don’t mean that Joe beats you?’

			Elouise looked at the maid, shocked. Biddy was an attractive girl of twenty-five. Pretty in a plump way with brown curls held neatly in place by a lace maid’s cap. There was a pink glow on her plump cheeks and her dark brown eyes were shining. It seemed to Elouise that she was wondering whether she should say more. The idea of that brute Joe beating his pretty wife filled Elouise with indignation. What utter beasts men could be! ‘Please, Biddy, you can tell me, you know. I shan’t tell Mr Cameron if you do not wish me to.’

			‘Well, miss,’ Biddy said at last. ‘Not like that, not the way you are thinking. He does spank me, and he takes the belt to me sometimes, but only ’cos…’

			Elouise watched in astonishment as the maid’s blush spread and deepened until her whole face was a bright, embarrassed pink.

			‘Well, ’cos I like it.’ Biddy’s voice was a whisper now.

			‘Like it? Biddy, whatever can you mean?’

			The maid shook her head slowly. ‘No, not like it, exactly. I don’t like it when it stings, but,’ she looked up, her eyes glistening with excitement, ‘oh miss, I love it when he just grabs me in his strong arms and puts me over his knee. And then there’s after…’

			‘But Joe, does he, I mean…?’ Elouise picked up the cane again, more gingerly this time as if holding something charged with powerful magic, a witchdoctor’s staff perhaps, or a conjurer’s magic wand.

			Biddy chuckled. ‘Oh yes, miss. Joe loves it too. A bit too much, sometimes. A lot of men like doing that sort of thing.’ Her eyes were wide with surprise. ‘Didn’t you know?’

			‘No, Biddy,’ Elouise said, a little dreamily, for she was thinking of something else, ‘I didn’t know.’ She took the cane and wrapped it in the patchwork quilt, and then taking a handkerchief from her sleeve she wiped her brow, for it seemed to have gotten rather close in the room all of a sudden. Elouise gave the maid a shy smile. ‘But I do now.’

			She took her treasures back to her room. Biddy carried the books and some jade jewellery but she kept hold of the quilt – and what was inside it.

			‘Biddy,’ she said, as the two young women put the various objects in her wardrobe, ‘do you think, I mean, would you mind…’ the maid was looking at her curiously but not, she judged, unsympathetically, ‘could you… would you, tell me about other things that… that gentlemen like?’

			Charles was late again. The clock in the church across the square struck ten and there was still no sign of him. Elouise went to the bedroom window again, too agitated to sit still. What if he did not come back until the early hours? What if he had decided to stay the night at his club? Then she would have to try again another night, but that prospect was too awful to consider; she was sure she would never summon the courage to go through this again.

			She sat at the dressing table and considered her reflection. Should she put on more rouge? No, she thought, she already wore more make-up than usual. She did not wish to look utterly like a harlot, after all. She watched the blush bloom on the cheeks of her reflection. The truth was that what she was wearing already scandalised the puritanical part her mother had implanted in her soul.

			A brand new white satin corset, liberally trimmed with lace, pushed up her full young breasts in a way she hoped was inviting, but made her blush to look at. The finest silk stockings and even silk drawers, the extravagant cost of which had astonished her, were worn beneath a fabulous negligee. This was a very riot of lace and flounces and, tied with a single ribbon in a bow beneath the bust, framed her cleavage within a veritable wreath of costly lace.

			It was no good, she thought, as she stared at the pretty girl in the mirror. She did look like a trollop. Joe might like this sort of thing on Biddy, but Charles was a gentleman, and sure to be scandalised if he saw her got up this way.

			Just as she rose with a sigh to remove the jezebel robes, even as her fingers reached for the bow of the negligee beneath her breasts, the sound of a carriage on the cobbles outside gave her pause. In a panic she ran to the window and peeked through the curtain, in time to see Charles striding towards the house.

			Elouise could hardly breathe. The exquisite satin corset had been laced extremely tight, but that was not the entire reason her breasts heaved. She had been stupid. She should never have listened to Biddy and her tales about Joe. What did it matter if the wedding night was disappointing? Charles had been kind and gentlemanly even if his ardour had been lacking. Why should such a gentle, decent man like Charles like the sort of thing Biddy had described?

			Elouise had left her door open a crack and she could hear him coming up the stairs. Charles would go straight to his own room. There was no doubt about it. There really was no need for her to change. All she had to do was to let him walk past her door.

			‘Charles, would you come here a moment?’

			Why did she call out? Her heart was hammering in her breast as she stood astonished by her own effrontery. Why on earth had she done such a foolish thing?

			The door opened slowly, cautiously, and Charles stood looking at her in astonishment. He was a large man, imposing with fine whiskers and a somewhat stern expression that habitually masked his shyness. Something in the pit of her stomach told her that for once his mood was truly as grim as his thunderous face.

			‘Elouise…’ He seemed to be having difficulty talking. Perhaps he was so appalled that he would never speak to her again. ‘What, what…?’

			Deciding there was no longer anything to lose, Elouise somehow found the courage to proceed with her plan. She pulled the negligee open below the bow, displaying her shapely legs and trying not to blush too much as she did so.

			‘I, I thought I needed some more underlinen,’ she said softly, trying not to sound too hoarse as she spoke. However, suffocating anxiety made her voice sound a little strangulated. ‘But I, I’m afraid I have rather exceeded my allowance. These things were ever so expensive.’

			The next minute was the longest in her life. Charles stared with a face like thunder. She kept expecting him to turn, disgusted, and stalk from the room. It seemed he must be too angry to speak, for he stood silent for what seemed like an eternity.

			‘Did you, indeed?’ he managed at last, in a gruff voice.

			It was now or never. Elouise picked the cane up from the bed and walked rather tentatively over to her husband, whose eyes seemed to get even wider as she held out the rod.

			‘I’m afraid I have been rather naughty, Charles.’ She licked her lips with quite unfeigned anxiety. ‘Do, do you think,’ she swallowed hard, ‘that you will have to punish me?’

			Charles looked into her eyes, down at her breasts, proffered by the corset, at the cane she held out between trembling fingers, and then back up into her eyes.

			‘Oh, yes,’ he said hoarsely, and to her joy and relief she caught a twinkle in his eye. ‘You have been a very naughty girl, Elouise, and I shall definitely have to teach you a lesson.’

			He took the cane from her and sliced it through the air experimentally, and the ominous whooshing sound it made put an instant end to Elouise’s sense of relief. Charles may not be about to stalk out, disgusted with her, but now she had to let him give her a thrashing. Giggling with Biddy, and imagining the scene as she waited, it had seemed so exciting, but faced with the reality of that cane, she wondered quite how much a thing like it would hurt.

			‘Come here, girl.’ This was a new Charles, masterful, brusque and distinctly stern. Elouise stepped forward, trying hard to control her trembling. His free hand reached out to the ribbon, and for a second his fingers hovered, inches from her breasts. She could see her own bust heaving, almost palpitating as she waited as if mesmerised, to see what he would do. After a moment he pulled the ribbon, releasing the bow.

			‘Take it off,’ he said. ‘Take off that strumpet’s gown, girl.’

			Elouise did as she was told, and felt even more naked, even more exposed. His hand reached down and took hold of her thigh, stroking it through the thin material of her drawers.

			‘Silk?’

			‘Yes.’ The feelings his fondling provoked made her thigh tremble in response.

			‘When you are being punished, Elouise, I think it more proper that you address me as sir. Do you understand?’

			‘Y-yes. I mean, yes sir.’ Elouise bit her bottom lip to stop herself from moaning. Her husband’s hand was so firm, so arrogantly assured. It was as if he had become possessed by a different, much more formidable man.

			‘Now,’ he swished the cane through the air again and she could not stop a startled cry escaping in response. ‘I’m not going to give you the stick tonight, my sweet.’

			‘No? Ah, sorry; I mean no, sir?’ Elouise did not quite know if she was more disappointed or relieved.

			‘No.’ The fingers that explored her thighs moved up until they found the bow that secured the drawstrings of her silken pantaloons, and Elouise felt her mouth go dry as the knot was unhurriedly undone. Then she felt the blood rush to her face in response to the rustling of silk, as the drawers slid down around her ankles.

			‘No,’ he said again, tipping up her chin with the cane until she had to look into his impaling hazel gaze. ‘If you ever do anything like this again you may rest assured that I shall cane you for your extravagance. I shall thrash you every time you exceed your allowance on such fripperies. But that can wait. Naughty girls are spanked first, you see.’

			‘Spanked…?’ Elouise had no time to consider this proposition, for Charles moved even as he finished speaking. Throwing aside the cane he grabbed her, and one strong hand gripped her by the arm and the other clasped her satin encased waist as he hauled her over to the bed. Sitting down on it he pulled her right over her knee, and it was all so sudden, his strength so overwhelming, that Elouise gave a startled cry as she found herself flung across his lap. Without meaning to struggle her hand moved back protectively, only to be gripped around the wrist.

			She was caught. It was true that she had set the trap herself, but that did not make her any less the prisoner of her husband’s strength. Her bare bottom felt so naked and vulnerable that she whimpered, even when he patted it gently.

			‘You have a lovely firm sit-upon, my dear.’ There was pleasure and satisfaction in Charles’s voice as he stroked the cheeks in question. ‘How long since you had it warmed?’

			‘N- never,’ she stumbled. ‘M-mama did not…’

			The stroking hand was doing strange things to her loins. ‘A virgin bottom? How utterly delightful.’

			There was a sharp crack and Elouise gave a gasp of pain.

			‘Oh, and Elouise, did I not request that you address me as sir?’

			‘Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.’

			She was in a panic now. The slap had taken her by surprise and the stinging heat in her bottom took her breath away. Then his hand returned to stroking, fondling, and feeling, and Elouise felt herself calmed by it, stroked slowly away into an enchanted, dreamy place.

			Then the hand stopped stroking and she froze. Instinct told her he had raised it and his palm was hanging, like the sword of Damocles above her quivering bottom. She held her breath, expecting the smack to come, but it did not. Not straight away. Charles waited and the tension mounted, cranking higher and higher until she almost wished his arm would fall, for she felt she could not bear the suspense a second more.

			Finally it came; a loud clap that echoed around the room, a stinging slap that made Elouise wriggle in response. The first few spanks were gentler than the previous punishing slap, but the heat built quickly in her hindquarters. Charles’s hand came down, and down again. The sound of hand impacting on tender bottom flesh rang around the bedroom. Elouise squirmed and clenched her fists and she whimpered, but more perhaps from the maddening tingling in her loins than from the burning of her rear. At least that was the case at first.

			‘Oh, ow, please, Charles… I mean, please sir!’

			‘Keep still, my little wriggler, and take what you have earned.’

			Slowly, surely, the smacks became firmer. Her husband’s hand came down harder, ever harder, punishing the tender flesh of her bottom and stinging the backs of her thighs.

			‘Spend my money on silk underthings will you, you little minx?’

			‘Oooh, sir, it stings, it smarts.’

			‘It’s meant to smart, miss. It needs to smart if it is to do you any good.’

			The heat in her hindquarters grew, building by degrees from a pleasant glow to a quite breathtaking intensity, and Elouise bucked helplessly against the hand that gripped her corseted waist, but for all her increasingly frantic struggling, Charles seemed to hold her firmly down on his lap with consummate, almost contemptuous, ease.

			‘Please, ouch! Oooh please, Charles, sir. Please have, ah, please have mercy, sir!’

			‘Are you sorry then, little mischief?’

			‘Oh, ow, yes sir, I’m, ouch, very sorry, sir!’ Elouise lied with increasing desperation, wriggling her bottom frantically in a futile attempt to avoid the relentless rain of smacks, and to her relief he stopped spanking her at last.

			Elouise lay slumped across her husband’s lap, panting desperately. It was not easy to catch her breath, and as she gasped she wished she’d not had Biddy lace the fine new corset quite so tightly.

			The stinging in her bottom slowly subsided, turning by degrees into a more bearable glow. Not that Charles allowed her long to enjoy the warm sensation, slumped facedown across his lap.

			‘Are you ready to say sorry properly now, young miss?’

			Something in his voice made her stiffen. ‘Yes, yes, sir.’ She did not know what he meant, but she had no intention of provoking any more punishment that night if she could help it.

			‘I want you to get on your knees now, Elouise.’

			Quickly she did as she was ordered, scrambling onto her knees in front of him. The shyness she had felt when she first dropped her drawers returned and she could not stop herself from covering her pubic bush, only to feel his hungry eyes on her heaving breasts. He stood and towered above her, and she chanced a glance up, meeting the gaze of her lord and master, looking down with a paternalistic smile.

			‘Kiss the hand that punished you and thank me for spanking you.’

			Elouise leant forward and kissed the proffered hand. It felt hot against her lips, almost as hot as her glowing bottom. ‘Thank you,’ her voice was a hoarse, excited whisper. ‘Thank you for spanking me… sir.’

			‘Good girl.’ Charles gently stroked her cheek, and Elouise felt a strange contentment enter her heart at his words and touch – at least until he grabbed a fistful of her hair, whereupon she yelped as he hauled her to her feet and threw her, quite casually, over his shoulder and carried her effortlessly towards the door. There was, quite simply, nothing she could do about it, and she hung over his shoulder, entirely helpless as he bore her from the room.

			‘I think we will sleep in my room tonight,’ he said, striding along the landing towards the room she had not entered since that wedding night. He opened the door without difficulty and carried her into the room, and Elouise gave a startled squeal as her husband placed his hands about her tight-laced waist, and simply tossed her onto his bed.

			‘So you never got the stick then, ma’am?’ Biddy was much agog.

			Elouise raised the bone china teacup to her lips, in no hurry to enlighten the maid. Charles had stayed in bed with her until gone ten and seemed reluctant to leave, even then. His wife had felt even more loathe to quit the scene of so much pleasure, and so she elected to take her breakfast in bed. Her mother would have been perfectly appalled to see her lounging there, gossiping with servants, but this fine morning Elouise simply did not care.

			‘No, Biddy,’ she replied at last, ‘Mr Cameron put me across his knee, if you must know, but I did not get the stick.’

			‘Lucky you, miss,’ the maid said ruefully as she tidied. ‘Joe says he’s going to take his belt to me tonight ’cos I provoked him so.’

			‘And did you, Biddy?’

			The maid stood and gave her mistress a shy smile. ‘Course I did, miss,’ she admitted. ‘You know how slow men can be. If we didn’t provoke them… lor! We’d have to wait till doomsday!’

			‘I really have no idea what you are talking about,’ Elouise said primly, but she could not help glancing at the cane that lay on the bed beside her. The sensation she had before was even stronger now. The thing seemed to fairly thrum with power and possibility. Finding it had truly transformed her life, she reflected, it really had been like discovering a sort of magic wand. Setting her cup back down on the tray she picked the cane up and flexed it experimentally. She could not help wondering quite how much the beast would hurt her tender bottom if ever applied to it by a strong-armed male.

			‘Would you fetch my clothes from my room, Biddy?’ she said with sudden resolve. ‘I think it is time that I rose and went out, don’t you?’

			Biddy grinned back in response. ‘Anywhere special, miss?’

			‘Oh, I don’t know…’ Elouise lay back amongst the pillows, a little smile playing on her lips. ‘I thought we might go shopping, to Madame Lausacs in Bond Street. I hear she has some quite scandalously expensive lingerie.’

		

	


	
		
			Cherry Ripe

			‘I say, what about here?’ The honourable Marmaduke Savillard looked around and spread his arms. ‘There’s a terrific view.’

			Faith paused, catching her breath but not daring to put down the heavy hamper yet, waiting like everyone else in the picnic party to hear Miss Frobisher’s verdict.

			Angelica Frobisher put her rose-pink parasol in front of her and placed both hands on the handle, adopting a pose that arched her back and showed off a trim figure already emphasised by the fashionable combination of perilous tight-lacing and bustle. She sniffed; her exquisite little snub nose high in the air as usual.

			Faith sighed, for Miss Angelica had already rejected five perfectly good picnic sites and the maid’s arms were aching dreadfully.

			‘Oh well,’ Miss Frobisher said with evident reluctance as she peered disdainfully at the sublime view of river, water meadows and wooded hills beyond, ‘I suppose it will have to do. I just hope we shan’t be overrun with wasps and ants and things.’

			‘Thank God for that,’ Charity whispered into Faith’s ear as both maids put down their burdens. They had been hauling the great wicker basket between them, Faith struggling with one handle while Charity huffed and puffed as she lugged the other. She was a pretty, slightly plump, blonde girl, two years Faith’s junior at nineteen. The exertion turned her peaches and cream complexion rather pink and a wisp of golden hair had escaped from her cap. Faith knew that she was thought pretty, but the truth was that she always felt her own, slimmer figure and dark brown curls rather eclipsed by Charity’s voluptuous charms and golden ringlets.

			‘Come along, you two, set down those rugs and get the service out.’ Mr Brooke, the butler, gave the maids no time to recover from the walk. He had carried a single champagne bottle in a bucket filled with ice and Faith knew there were two more in the hamper the maid’s had hauled between them as well as all the crockery and food. Still, there was no sense in complaining, and so she busied herself setting out the picnic as Mr Brooke opened the champagne and the gentlefolk admired the view.

			‘Those woods beyond the river are all old Archie Brocklesby’s. Terrific pheasant shooting. Bagged two dozen brace one day last December!’ Eustace Delamere, a florid-faced young man inclined to corpulence, gestured at the woods on the other side of the river excitedly, but Angelica and Belinda barely bothered to look.

			‘Hunting, shooting, horseracing and politics.’ Belinda Tavistock was an aquiline beauty with neatly coiffed auburn hair. ‘The little things that men find to occupy themselves never cease to amaze me,’ she said airily, carefully arranging the skirts of her green silk dress about her as she settled down on a rug.

			‘I say, that’s a bit unfair, Belinda.’ Eustace turned to face her with a slightly indignant expression. ‘When did Marmaduke or I ever mention politics?’

			‘Anyway,’ Marmaduke said with a smile, whilst giving Angelica a steadying hand as she settled on the other rug opposite her friend, to the accompaniment of a frou-frou from her skirts and petticoats, ‘at least we chaps have something to talk about that isn’t fashion.’

			‘Don’t you like fashion then, Marmaduke?’ Angelica said coyly, putting up her parasol and twirling it over her shoulder. ‘What about this dress – don’t you like it?’

			Faith carried on unpacking delicacies from the hamper, but she could not resist giving Angelica a glance. The truth was that her gown of pink and white suited the pretty young woman most admirably. Faith sighed wistfully to herself; Master Marmaduke was getting more obviously smitten by the minute and a wedding definitely threatened. The prospect filled her with dismay. A chambermaid’s life was hard enough at Strickland Grange as it was, without that little minx’s moods to contend with.

			‘Glasses, Faith! Charity!’ Both maids hurried over to the butler’s side, a champagne flute in either hand, as he popped the cork a little way away from the company.’

			‘Faith and Charity? Is that a coincidence, or did your mater have to search high and low to get a matching pair?’ Angelica’s eyes were bright with malice as she took her flute from Faith, who could not prevent herself from blushing.

			‘Oh, neither,’ Marmaduke said languidly, as he took the other glass from her. ‘We have a Hope as well, you know, and one could spend one’s life looking for the set.’ He chuckled.

			Faith glanced at Charity and saw her companion blushing too. ‘No, that one…’ Marmaduke waved a glass in the direction of the blonde handing champagne to the other couple with a visibly trembling hand. ‘When she came to us, mater didn’t like her name.’ He furrowed his brow. ‘Can’t remember what it was now. Anyway, she came from the charity so mater renamed her just that – Charity.’ He took a swig of champagne and smiled.

			‘Then we got this little chit,’ he nodded towards Faith, ‘and I suggested that we rechristen her Faith. Mater liked the idea so we had the pair. Then when we got a third maid, what could we do but call her Hope to complete the set?’

			Faith blinked back a tear of embarrassment as the picnickers burst into peals of spoilt giggles, but she did not have time to dwell upon her shame as she and Charity were kept busy serving food and refilling glasses.

			‘Some gateaux, Angelica?’ Marmaduke asked attentively.

			‘No, thank you. One has to watch one’s figure! A few cherries will do as a sweet for me.’

			‘Where are the cherries, Faith?’ Master Marmaduke asked casually.

			‘Ah, I…’ Faith searched frantically through the hamper but there was no sign of the fruit.

			‘Come along now, girl,’ Mr Brooke demanded, ‘what have you done with the cherries?’

			They were not there. They must be there. They were not anywhere. What could have happened to them? Faith’s search grew more frantic by the second.

			‘Where are my cherries, Jemmy?’ Angelica’s tone was overindulgently petulant. ‘I especially asked for cherries!’

			‘I know you did, my love.’ Marmaduke’s tone was serious and full of displeasure. ‘Faith, Charity, what has happened to the cherries?’

			What could have happened to them? Faith, tried to think. She had seen Hope wash them in the kitchen and then she saw them sitting on the table with the nectarines. There was only one explanation.

			‘I – I think cook must have forgotten to pack them, sir,’ she said timidly.

			There was an awful silence broken only by the buzzing of a bumblebee and the song of an ascending lark somewhere in the distance. Then Belinda shook her head and made a tutting sound.

			‘What wicked girls!’ Angelica exclaimed. ‘Trying to put the blame on your cook! I bet the two of them scoffed the lot on the way here!’

			This charge was patently ridiculous. In fact, considering how laden they had been on the long walk it was laughable. The only trouble was that nobody was laughing.

			‘If papa were here he would give the lying little thieves a good thrashing,’ Angelica said.

			‘Oh yes,’ there was a husky quality to Belinda’s voice, ‘it’s the only thing little trollops like that understand, Marmaduke. Do let us give them a flogging.’

			‘Don’t doubt that they deserve it,’ put in Eustace, between mouthfuls of cake, ‘only, what with? We came out without so much as a jockey’s twig between us.’

			Faith’s mouth had gone quite dry and her heart was hammering in her breast as she waited for Master Marmaduke to speak.

			‘Well, girls,’ he said slowly, ‘what is it to be? Deal with this matter formally when we get back… or informally now?’

			The choice was no choice and she knew it. The fact that she and Charity were innocent meant, and would mean, absolutely nothing. There really was only one response she could make.

			‘Now, sir, if you please,’ she whispered hoarsely, blushing crimson as she did so.

			‘You too?’ Faith saw Charity bob her hanging head from the corner of her eye, and Belinda clapped her hands together excitedly.

			‘Very well.’ Marmaduke spoke with authority now it was settled. ‘As we find ourselves a little short of implements, I suggest that Eustace and I each give a maid a spanking.’

			‘A mere spanking for such slovenly behaviour?’ Belinda protested.

			‘And what about me?’ Angelica put in sulkily. ‘It was I who wanted the cherries; I should have the chance to?’

			Marmaduke raised his hand. ‘Hold your hunters, ladies. By jingo, Eustace, did you ever see such a pair of termagants? If these tender-hearted representatives of the gentler sex will allow me to get a word in I shall continue.’

			He turned to the butler, who had been watching the proceedings with an amused, sardonic, eye.

			‘Brooke, do you see those pollards over on the water meadows?’ he said.

			‘I do, Master Marmaduke.’

			‘Would they be willows, do you suppose?’

			‘Undoubtedly willows, sir.’

			‘Good and whippy shoots, do you imagine?’

			Faith could not prevent herself from glancing over at the stunted trees in question, although they were too far away for her to be able to discern anything but their general shape.

			‘I should imagine so, sir.’

			‘Good for whipping naughty girls, do you suppose?’

			‘Excellent for the task, I should think, sir. Would you like me to take a knife and cut some switches?’

			‘If you would be so kind, Brooke,’ Marmaduke said. ‘If you would be so kind.’

			The butler took the sharpest knife from the hamper and set off for the pollards, and Marmaduke turned his attention back to the others.

			‘Now,’ he said, ‘as I was saying. I suggest that Eustace and I give these little minxes a good spanking while Brooke is cutting us some switches, and then Angelica and Belinda can give them each six of the best with the willow wands.’

			Belinda clapped her hands together in delight at this plan, and even Angelica condescended to give a sly smile.

			‘Let’s strip them for it, Jemmy,’ she said, almost eagerly. ‘Let’s make them strip down to the bare!’

			Marmaduke and Eustace both chuckled and exchanged a wink. ‘We’ll need to have those gowns off, anyway. Strip down to your underthings, you girls.’

			It was not cold that caused Faith to tremble as she stood waiting her turn, for though she had been made to strip to her drawers, thin cotton camisole and corset, the afternoon sun was warm. Blushing furiously in nothing but their underthings, Faith and Charity had been made to clear up the debris of the picnic and then to serve another bottle of champagne to their tormentors. Faith had kept her eyes downcast as she tidied up, trying to ignore the gentlemen’s ribald comments and hissed promises to make them feel their punishment from Angelica. The wicker picnic hamper was placed between the rugs and Eustace sat upon it to the accompaniment of much creaking.

			And the protests of the wicker grew even more frantic as Charity stepped forward and awkwardly put herself over the young man’s lap. Faith found herself compelled to watch, and for all her sympathy with Charity there was a part of her that found it strangely thrilling. Charity looked truly lovely in her white underthings. Her corset, laced with much effort by Faith that morning, cinched the plump girl’s figure to hourglass perfection. Her shapely, black-stockinged legs kicked helplessly in the air as Master Eustace took a grip of her corset-encased waist.

			He looked up a little unsure at Marmaduke, who was standing next to Faith and facing him.

			‘Open her drawers,’ urged Belinda, who was still seated on the rug by the maid’s legs. ‘Go on, you need to spank her on the bare!’ She grabbed the girl’s ankles with a tinkling laugh and held them down.

			‘Give me your hands.’ Angelica sat resplendent on the other rug, and held Charity’s wrists so that the girl was held down over Eustace’s lap with very little opportunity to move.

			Master Marmaduke walked over to them, and his back blotted out Faith’s view of Charity’s bottom for a moment, but she heard her friend give a little alarmed cry.

			‘Be quiet, girl,’ he admonished the poor maid, then said to his friend, ‘Don’t worry, Eustace, there can be no suggestion of impropriety as we have the ladies present.’ He stepped back to Faith’s side and she could not prevent herself from looking. Charity’s drawers had been pulled open and her bare bottom could be seen now, a pale, peachy pink against the white cotton.

			‘I say, this is a lovely bottom,’ Eustace said excitedly, fondling the exposed cheeks with evident pleasure.

			‘Oh please, sir,’ Charity wailed.

			‘Be silent, girl,’ Master Marmaduke growled.

			‘Full and firm and smooth as satin, and just begging for a smack!’ Eustace brought his hand down and Faith gulped as she watched her friends bottom bounce under the impact. Eustace brought his hand down again, and then again. The sound of flesh impacting on flesh rang around the meadow, mixing with little yelps of pain and malicious girlish giggles.

			Faith felt Master Marmaduke’s hand on her waist as he pulled her close to him, then put his lips to her ear. ‘Enjoying the show, little one?’ he drawled. ‘It will be your turn to perform in a minute.’

			As he spoke his hand left her hip and found the gap at the back of her drawers, and Faith could not quite suppress a little squeak as she felt his fingers probed the furrow between her buttocks. Not daring to move, not able to look away from Charity’s rapidly reddening bottom, for a moment she wondered if she might be about to faint, but a sharp pinch of her bottom cheek revived her.

			‘All right, Eustace, that will do,’ Marmaduke interceded. ‘Leave a little work for the ladies,’ and all too quickly Faith found herself in Charity’s erstwhile place, over Marmaduke’s lap on the creaking wicker hamper.

			‘Hands, girl,’ he warned, and reluctantly she offered Angelica her arms, which the young lady seized by the wrists and hauled, then Faith felt Belinda grab her ankles, and with Marmaduke’s left hand pinning her corseted waist she could hardly even wriggle. She bit her lip and tried to hide her blushing face as she felt her drawers pulled brusquely apart.

			‘Another lovely bottom,’ Marmaduke assessed appreciatively. ‘Not quite so bounteously fleshy as yours, I think, Eustace.’ Faith tried not to listen to the shameful talk, but there was no way to stop her ears. ‘But it is a nice plump little morsel all the same. Silky smooth and enviably unblemished.’

			Faith tried to think of something else, but she could no more ignore his stroking, appraising hand than not listen to what he was saying.

			Then suddenly the meadow was quiet and she missed the hand, as something told her it was now raised and ready. ‘Ow!’ The cry was more shock than pain as his palm impacted on her bottom cheeks. The first smacks were moderate in force and, though they stung, were almost bearable. The only thing Faith was free to move was her head, and this she swung around increasingly franticly as the slaps became harder with each new smack. As the building pain made her blink with every impact, she glimpsed a different sight for every spank.

			Smack! Angelica was smiling evilly at her.

			Smack! Poor Charity was standing, red-faced with hands on head.

			Smack! Eustace was next to Charity, watching the spanking and leering.

			Smack! The peaceful river winding away into the distance.

			Smack! Angelica, her eyes glazed, licking her pretty lips with pleasure.

			Smack! Was that a tear trickling down Charity’s flushed face?

			Smack! Mr Brooke was approaching, and in his arms there was a bundle…

			Smack! The spanking was too hard now, the stinging in her bottom too intense, to think of anything except…

			Smack! When would it be over?

			Faith had told herself she would not cry out; promising herself she would not give Angelica the satisfaction. But that was a while ago now and had even been a different Faith. So despite her vow she yelped and squealed, and tried to wriggle out of that relentless hand’s reach and finally, worst of all, she heard her own voice begging for mercy.

			‘All done, you two?’ Marmaduke enquired pleasantly and pulled on his cigar with evident pleasure.

			Faith and Charity had been set the task of preparing willow switches. Stripping off the bark and smoothing down irregularities on a pebble Mr Brooke had brought back from the river. Both maids had been instructed to strip two sticks ‘just in case’, and so the task had already taken them at least twenty minutes.

			But the delay did not seem to worry the picnic party. They merely partook of some more champagne and the men lazily enjoyed their cigars, and eventually Faith had to admit that her switches were ready. Charity also confirmed the same, and reluctantly held up her two willow sticks.

			‘Very well.’ Master Marmaduke glanced at the wands. ‘Now, you can’t bend over properly in those corsets, so take them off.’ He turned and started ambling back to the others, but checked and turned again, as if something had just come back to him. ‘Oh, yes,’ he said, with just the ghost of a smile on his lips, ‘and take your drawers off too.’

			Faith was thunderstruck, and for a moment she just looked at his receding back. It was just so shameful, so humiliating. Then Charity touched her shoulder gently and she turned to see her friend’s blue eyes looking at her solemnly.

			‘Come on, Faith,’ Charity whispered, ‘help unlace these stays, and then I’ll do you.’

			The two girls helped each other out of the tight corsets, and then reluctantly they undid the strings and took off their drawers, all the time Faith conscious of the scrutiny of the company, and all the time blushing like fury and holding back the tears. When it was done they had not a stitch on but the short, sleeveless camisoles in thin cotton they wore beneath the corsets, and their black stockings gartered above the knee.

			Faith hung her head in abject humiliation, covering the brown curls of her sex with her hands and wishing the green grass of the meadow would open up and swallow her. But there was even worse to come.

			‘All right, bring your sticks over here, girls,’ Master Marmaduke ordered, and trying to ignore the condescending titters of the ladies, Faith obeyed, one hand clutching the stripped willow switches, the other trying to cover her crotch. She was aware of Charity with her, attempting to do the same.

			‘Now, give your switches to Mr Brooke for the moment, and place your hands upon your heads.’

			‘Please, sir,’ Faith begged desperately, ‘it, it’s not decent.’

			‘What cheek!’

			‘Rank impertinence!’

			‘Who the devil does the little chit think she is?’

			‘It seems we have rebellion in the ranks, Brooke.’

			The butler stepped to Faith’s side and spoke quietly but menacingly. ‘Don’t be silly now, girl. Give me the sticks and do as you are told. You are in enough trouble already; I would not make it worse if I was you.’

			With a defeated sob, Faith reluctantly obeyed. Charity had already complied with the instruction, so the two friends stood, naked from the waist down, side-by-side, as Master Marmaduke stood close before them, smiling.

			‘Now, unbutton your camisoles,’ he said.

			Biting her bottom lip to stop it trembling and desperately fighting back the tears, Faith again complied, and once both girls’ tops were unbuttoned they were told to replace their hands upon their heads, lifting Faith’s naked breasts and thrust them out, making her even more horribly self-conscious, the remarks of the company not helping.

			‘I say, nice big titties on the blonde one, what?’ Eustace chortled, looking more red-faced by the minute.

			‘I suppose they have tolerable figures, considering they’re mere servants,’ Belinda sneered.

			‘Young serving girls are always getting above themselves,’ Angelica said acidly. ‘Which is why it is so important to keep the pretty ones in check.’

			The maids were given back their switches and the whole company repaired to the far boundary of the meadow, where there was a wooden stile. Faith clutched her two willow sticks disconsolately, following Charity as they made their way through the long grass, dotted with pink campion and yellow vetchling. The sight of Charity’s plump pink bottom, below the white hem of her camisole, concentrated her mind on what was to come, every bit as much as the switches in her hand.

			Stile climbing was no activity for young ladies in long gowns, and Eustace declared his determination to watch the proceedings from the rear, so Brooke climbed the fence at Master Marmaduke’s request.

			The fence had a rounded wooden rail at a very convenient height, and Charity was made to bend over this, her legs astride the step of the stile, clutching it as it emerged on the other side. Brooke seized her wrists to ensure she kept position and Belinda took up a willow wand with a squeal of delight.

			Whoosh! She slashed the switch through the air experimentally, the sound making Faith’s stomach tighten, and she saw Charity’s bottom cheeks clench convulsively.

			‘Give it to her, Belle,’ Angelica urged, shiny-eyed with excitement. ‘Stripe the little hussy.’

			Belinda placed the stick across Charity’s bottom, and the maid gave a little gasp of fear. The auburn-haired girl raised her arm and the white wood of the stripped willow caught the late afternoon sun for a moment. Then she swept it down.

			Charity gave a high-pitched squeak of pain as the willow lashed across her buttocks, sending her bottom cheeks bouncing with the impact, and Faith watched dry-mouthed as the tramlines bloomed on her friend’s twitching bottom.

			Belinda paused, cutting the switch through the air and laughing as she watched Charity’s bottom flinch in response to the sinister whooshing sound. Clearly she meant to make her six strokes count and ensure that the ordeal was prolonged as long as possible. Faith found the waiting unendurable, and had half a mind to turn and make a run for her clothes.

			‘Keep your eyes on that bottom, girl.’ Master Marmaduke’s voice was close, his hands on her hips, his lips brushing her ear. ‘Remember, it will be your turn in a minute.’

			‘I shall whip you harder than that, though.’ Angelica had moved to her other side.

			‘That is a lovely plump bum, your friend has.’ Eustace had closed in, too. As the wand lifted and arced down to crack across Charity’s cheeks a second time, Faith knew there was going to be now escaping her own fate.

			The second set of lines appeared, angry red on the pink cheeks of the blonde maid’s bottom. The next stroke seemed harder and Charity gave a startled gasp of pain. Faith almost cried out in sympathy and Marmaduke’s hands gripped her waist more firmly.

			‘That’s the ticket,’ Angelica encouraged, ‘make the little baggage sing.’

			‘Good cut!’ Eustace called out. ‘That’s the way we used to flog our fags, eh, Marmaduke?’

			‘That’s right.’ His voice was still a low whisper in Faith’s ear, and she tried to swallow as his hand moved from her hip and travelled down to her bare bottom.

			Belinda struck again, and Charity gave a shriek of pain that provoked a round of approving titters. Faith could see her friend’s bottom clench and quiver as she stamped, first one foot and then the other, in an apparent attempt to cope with the pain. Faith found the hand stroking her bottom terribly distracting, but she did not know if she really wanted it to stop.

			The next stroke came down, perhaps a little lighter as it seemed to provoke less response, and Faith realised with a sick certainty that after one more stroke she would be taking Charity’s place. The caressing hand suddenly felt very welcome, in comparison to the sort of strokes she was about to receive.

			The white wand gleamed once more in the sunlight, and cut through the air with a sickening whirr once again. The willow switch cracked across Charity’s upper thighs, close below the sulcal groove of her bottom, and the young maid gave an agonised shriek. It was clear that she wanted to get up and clutch her bottom, but the butler held her hands firm and all she could do was yell and stamp her feet.

			Only once she had quietened was she allowed to rise, and even then she was told not to touch her bottom but to place her hands back on her head. The maids passed each other as they changed places, Charity’s face tomato-red and her pretty cheeks wet with tears. Still, somehow she managed to give Faith an encouraging wink.

			Faith quickly found herself bent across the top fence rail, the wood smooth beneath her tummy, warm where Charity’s flesh had already wriggled haplessly against it.

			She took hold of the stile step, and Mr Brooke’s strong hands closed on her wrists, holding them in position. Behind her the configuration of the stile made her keep her legs apart, and orders from Master Marmaduke made her keep her feet a good way from the fence. The position made her feel terribly, utterly exposed. She thought of Charity’s neat little quim, peeking pinkly from between her legs as she awaited the first stroke, and she knew that the company were now being treated to as good a view of her own. Looking up she saw an amused glint in Mr Brooke’s usually impassive eye, making her blush all the more. She dropped her head and found she could see back through her legs.

			Not that there was anything she wished to see back there. Angelica was striking poses with a willow wand, and Faith tried not to think about the sickening whooshing sound. Then she saw the pink skirts of her tormentor coming closer.

			For a few seconds Faith did not even breathe. Then she felt the cold switch gently tapping on her bottom and let out a little sigh of anxiety. She felt the wand move away and closed her eyes, gripping the stile as hard as ever she could.

			The willow cane came down and fairly cracked across her buttocks, and Faith expelled a surprised hiss as the pain ripped through her. She was partly aware of laughter and comments of ‘good show!’ as she shook her head and stamped her feet and fought back the tears.

			She succeeded in doing so, but not for long. The next stroke hurt even more and the third searing wave of pain broke straight through the banks of her resistance. To peals of carefree laughter she moaned with agony, stamping uselessly as the tears flooded down her face.

			The fourth stroke was low and hard, punishing the tender thigh flesh above her stocking tops. She yelped and tried to rise, the need to clutch and comfort her sore bottom overwhelming her.

			‘Oh no you don’t, young miss,’ Brooke chuckled as he maintained his iron grip.

			‘By thunder, looks like you fetched her that time, Angelica, old girl!’ Eustace’s jovial boom announced admiringly.

			‘That’s it, Angie, stripe the little thief!’ Belinda’s voice was still thick with excitement.

			‘Stop clenching those buttocks, girl,’ Marmaduke warned sternly. ‘We could always give you more strokes for poor deportment.’

			This last remark sent thrills of fear coursing through Faith’s belly, and she did her best to relax her poor bottom, pleading silently for it to be over.

			There was a whoosh, a loud crack and a ferocious blaze of pain, and it was a moment before she could think of anything except the agony in her bottom, and when it started to subside she realised the laughter was even more ribald than before.

			‘Good job she made two!’

			‘I say, Angelica, that was a beauty. Never saw a cane broken on a girl before.’

			‘Here, Belinda, pass me that other switch. You know I barely tapped her. I wouldn’t be surprised if the wicked little baggage had not weakened it on purpose.’

			Sensing more devilries from Angelica, Faith tensed again, but to her huge relief Marmaduke’s voice cut in. ‘Nonsense, Angelica, look at the stripe you gave her. It’s no wonder you snapped it. These willow wands are thin, and they are not rattan, you know. Come on, you have another stripe to give her.’

			A feeling of profound gratitude towards him flooded Faith, but was soon rudely elbowed aside by her escalating trepidation.

			The final stroke came at last though and, once again, Faith’s whole consciousness was engulfed in a red tidal wave of pain.

			‘May we get dressed please, Mr Brooke?’

			The butler looked at the near-naked girls with a disdainful, appraising eye. ‘You will get dressed when I tell you and not before,’ he said. ‘Master Marmaduke may well wish to inspect your stripes again on his return.’

			Faith felt certain that Mr Brooke’s own pleasure in their nakedness had more to do with their continuing humiliation than any preferences or orders of Master Marmaduke.

			Young Mr Savillard had gone off with Miss Angelica and one of the rugs after the thrashing, whilst Master Eustace and Miss Belinda had taken the other rug and a walk in the opposite direction, leaving the butler and the maids to clear up the picnic site.

			Mr Brooke finished off some champagne as he watched the girls work, slipping one hand in his trouser pocket and quite obviously fondling himself. Faith did her best to ignore such shocking behaviour, and every now and then she looked longingly at the little pile of her own and Charity’s clothes.

			‘Take everything out of the hamper, girls,’ the butler ordered, and Faith looked at him questioningly; surely they should be packing it, not emptying it. But his stern gaze met hers and she fearfully eyed the willow wand he’d picked up and was toying with.

			Once the wicker basket was empty, the butler told the girls to tip it up and shake out any crumbs. Then he supervised them setting it down again on a flat and level area of grass. Faith could not imagine what the point of all this was, but she was not to be left puzzled for long.

			‘Right, Faith, get into the basket,’ he ordered, and she turned to him, blinking with surprise.

			‘Get in it…?’ she said, mystified. ‘But, it isn’t big enough?!’

			The willow wand caught her on the thigh and she did not argue any more. With a good deal of difficulty she folded herself into the creaking confines of the hamper, which proved to be just big enough to take her tucked into a foetal position. Then Mr Brooke towered above her as she lay squashed into the basket, his tall figure blotting out most of the blue summer sky. He bent and she grunted a futile protest as a hand pressed, forcing her arms and limbs down. When he was satisfied, he closed the lid, and Faith felt the uncomfortable wicker pressing down on her shoulder and hip as the butler tried to force the basket closed.

			‘Charity, press down here,’ he ordered, recruiting the help of Faith’s friend.

			‘But, Mr Brooke, please…’ Charity was clearly reluctant to be his accomplice.

			‘Do you want another whipping, girl?’ he snapped. ‘Now, push down with me.’

			Faith gave a squeak of discomfort as the pressure increased, the wicker basket protesting its misuse by creaking noisily. She sensed the leather straps being secured, and panic seized her. She was terribly uncomfortable and utterly trapped. She forced herself to breathe deeply and calm down.

			‘Oh, Mr Brooke, I don’t know,’ she heard Charity say.

			‘You are a very pretty girl, Charity,’ Brooke drawled salaciously.

			‘Thank you, Mr Brooke, but sir, please don’t do that.’

			‘A pretty girl like you could go far, you know.’

			Then Faith could not hear any more. The voices became lower, and then when she heard them again the tone of the exchange had changed.

			‘Oh, Mr Brooke, oh sir,’ she heard Charity gasp.

			‘That’s it, you little minx, in it goes, dear girl.’

			‘But Mr Brooke, sir, it’s ever so big.’

			‘What lovely bubbies you have, my dear. You enjoyed showing them to all the world, didn’t you, you shameless little hussy?’

			‘Ah, please sir, don’t bite them so… ouch, Mr Brooke, sir!’

			After that the words turned to grunts and cries and squeals that could have been of pain but might have been delight. Tears ran down Faith’s cheeks as she listened, immobile and in ever increasing discomfort. Then at last she heard a shuddering sigh that must have been Charity’s climax, followed by a few male grunts.

			Faith strained her ears hoping to hear something that might mean she was about to be released. The wicker was increasingly uncomfortable and pained the soft flesh of her body on every side. Her arms and legs cramped from being forced into one position, and all she could see was random specks of light that stole in from gaps in the weaving of the wickerwork. She could see nothing that might help her discover what was happening beyond her tiny prison. Where had Mr Brooke and Charity gone? She could not endure this for much longer. What was going on?

			At last she gasped a sob of relief as the leather straps where loosened, and sweet relief, the basket lid opened. Peering down at her was Charity, with a most shamefaced expression on her cute face. Still naked, there was grass seeds stuck in her stockings and more wisps of hair had escaped from her maid’s cap. She smiled down at her contorted friend and extended a hand to help her.

			It was not easy getting out of the basket. Apart from her compressed position, Faith found her legs and arms had gone to sleep and would not work properly, but with Charity’s help she eventually managed to climb out, albeit unsteadily.

			Mr Brooke was watching with an amused expression on his ruddy face, which hardened when Faith glanced at him.

			‘Right girls, get this all packed and cleared away,’ he ordered, his butler demeanour once again restored. ‘Quickly now, the company will be back soon. Come along, get to work now. You cannot expect to spend the whole day enjoying yourselves.’

			‘And what are you two still doing in your birthday suits?’ Master Marmaduke cocked a quizzical eye at Faith and Charity.

			‘Um, we didn’t…’ Faith mumbled, blushing furiously and glancing at Brooke, who stood detached and aloof to one side.

			‘I do declare your maids seem to run around naked for most of the day, Marmaduke!’ Angelica’s haughty laugh set the seal on Faith’s embarrassment.

			‘Well, get dressed at once, you silly creatures,’ he ordered. ‘Then take all this,’ he indicated the picnic paraphernalia, ‘back to the house. I suppose we had better wait for the others.’

			‘I wonder what they can be up to.’ Angelica laughed again, as with huge relief Faith buttoned up her camisole and helped Charity back into her corset. The dressing took some time, and it was obvious that Angelica was getting impatient.

			‘Oh, where have Belinda and Eustace got to?’ she pouted. ‘It really is too much to be endured. For heaven’s sake, what are those wicked maids doing now. It seems to be taking forever for them to dress. We should have given them a dozen strokes apiece.’

			Faith felt her stomach tighten and exchanged an anxious glance with Charity as they buttoned up their dresses.

			‘Oh, I’m not sure that would have been fair, Angelica.’ Master Marmaduke’s tone and demeanour were relaxed, and finishing adjusting her apron, Faith helped Charity to straighten her little cap.

			‘But it would, Marmaduke,’ she squealed like a spoilt brat, her voice getting shriller with each passing syllable, ‘it would! I did especially want some cherries, and these two incompetent strumpets have ruined the whole afternoon.’

			Marmaduke waved at Eustace and Belinda, who he’d spotted stealing out of a shady coppice on the edge of the meadow. ‘Never mind, Angelica,’ he said, and Faith watched, dumbfounded, as he produced a brown paper bag from his blazer pocket and offered it to the pink-gowned, pouting lady. ‘Why not have one of these?’

			‘W-what is that?’ Angelica demanded. ‘Where did you get it from?’

			‘Don’t you know, my dear?’ he mused, clearly pleased with himself. ‘That’s funny, because I found them secreted beneath the rug, just were you were sitting for the picnic.’ He smiled, plucked a juicy cherry from the bag, and popped it into his mouth. ‘Mm, you should have one, they really are very good.’

			Angelica stood frozen to the spot, pink spots spreading from the dimpled centres of her porcelain cheeks.

			‘Cherries?’ Eustace’s booming voice rang out. ‘What ho. Where did you find them, old chap?’

			‘It seems Angelica had them all the time,’ Marmaduke divulged. ‘Now I don’t regret the fact that we gave these two little minxes a good caning; I am quite sure it did them no harm whatsoever. I do, however, resent my fiancé lying and stealing in order to get my staff in trouble.

			‘I – I – I…’ Angelica stammered hopelessly, standing rigid, looking as if, for once in her spoiled life; she did not know what to do. ‘I’m sorry, Marmy,’ she whined at last. ‘It was just a little bit of fun.’

			Marmaduke bent and picked up one of the discarded willow wands and flexed it idly, with a thoughtful expression. ‘I suppose the real question is, what would your papa do in such circumstances?’

			Apples and Pairs

			‘Look!’ Sally Jones squealed excitedly, peeking around the sheet she’d just hung up to dry. ‘There they go; off shooting again, I expect. Oh Rose, just look at that Joe Drake. Look at the shoulders on him. What I wouldn’t give for an hour in the hay barn with him!’

			‘Sally, what are you saying?’ Rose Maynard said in outraged tones as she hefted the laundry basket over to the next bit of line. All the same, she had a good look as well as the two men strode across the lawns towards fields in front of Corving Woods.

			‘He is splendid though, isn’t he?’ Sally said dreamily.

			‘Yes, yes I suppose he is,’ Rose acknowledged, but her gaze was not fixed on the young gamekeeper’s form, but that of his companion. She gave a heartfelt sigh. Sally was a lovely girl, plumply curvaceous with a creamy complexion and corn-gold hair, and Rose had seen Joe stare hungrily over at her young companion more than once when he delivered game to the kitchens. Sally had a real chance with him; there was no doubt about that.

			She watched the men, quite distant figures now, as they climbed a stile, Joe passing the guns over to Mr Caversham as the dogs milled excitedly around them.

			The squire was a different matter altogether, and Rose returned to the laundry with a sigh. He was so handsome, so indifferent and aloof, so far above her station in life that she knew she could entertain no hopes at all in that direction.

			Rose had been at the hall for almost a year now, yet she had not thought much about Mr Caversham until that day the previous week when the hunt set off from the hall. Ordered to serve drinks to the mounted throng, it fell to Rose to hand the master his stirrup cup. He looked down at her from Thor, his massive chestnut hunter and, just for a moment, she found herself impaled by his imperious gaze.

			‘Stop dreaming you two!’ Mrs Bunyan’s sharp voice cut through Rose’s reverie, and the girls quickly got on with hanging up the linen. ‘Bone idle, like all young girls these days,’ the miserable woman grumbled. ‘In my young day the least hint of slacking would earn lazy chits like you two a damned good leathering. A few cuts of the birch or belt would soon buck your ideas up, depend upon it.’ The housekeeper glared at them, her long black skirts and hair, worn in a tight grey bun, always seemed to belong to another altogether harsher age. The glint in her slate-grey eyes left Rose in no doubt how bitterly Mrs Bunyan regretted the fact that times had changed, and that a housekeeper’s powers to punish under-servants had waned. Still, the girls waited until her stiff black back had vanished before breaking into fits of giggles. The housekeeper might no longer have the authority to order them a flogging, but she could still make life quite difficult enough for lowly housemaids.

			‘Phew, I’m glad that old termagant can’t give us a whipping.’ Sally was grinning, but she kept her voice low. ‘Did you see her eyes? She really would love to have us thrashed.’

			‘According to cook, this place used to be known for it,’ said Rose, who had been at the hall some months longer than her companion. ‘They used to send girls over to the stables to be dealt with by the grooms. There was even supposed to be a special room there for public floggings.’ She shivered as a vision of rough hands and leather tack came unbidden into her mind.

			‘Well,’ Sally leant forward conspiratorially and spoke in a hoarse whisper, cheeks pink with excitement, ‘I don’t know about the grooms, but there is a gamekeeper I wouldn’t mind being sent to. Have you seen the size of his belt?’

			‘Sally!’ But Rose’s remonstrance was half-hearted. She was thinking of the squire, Roland Caversham, and the way he had looked down at her from his mount as he tapped his riding-crop impatiently against his thigh.

			‘He’s going to do it! He says he’s going to do it!’ Sally rushed into Rose’s little room, face flushed with excitement.

			‘Sally, slow down,’ Rose said, continuing to brush out her long brown hair. ‘Who is going to do it, and what is he going to do?’ She was used to Sally’s fits of excitement and waited patiently until the blonde girl had calmed down enough to explain what she was all agitated about.

			‘Joe, of course, he caught me stealing pears from the tree by his cottage after church.’

			‘I wondered where you disappeared to. But I thought you don’t like pears.’

			‘I don’t, silly.’ Sally took the hairbrush from Rose and started brushing her hair for her. ‘He took ages to come home and catch me, too. I had to hide several lots in the hedge before I could get him to surprise me in the act.’

			Rose opened her mouth in sheer astonishment at her friend’s effrontery, but Sally just carried on excitedly. ‘He said he’d report me but I begged him not to. I said if he liked he might punish me himself and looked all coy at him. He got all red when I said maybe I needed a good spanking.’

			‘Sally!’

			‘When he went all red I got a little bit worried. I thought he might be going to tell Mrs Bunyan on me.’ Sally’s voice was hoarse now with remembered anxiety. ‘But then he says he doesn’t think a spanking will do it for a wicked little chit like me, and that I’m going to have to have the belt instead.’ Sally giggled, but it was a very nervous laugh. Rose could hear the trepidation in her friend’s voice and realised that she was not the only one wondering if Sally had gone a bit too far.

			‘Rose,’ the pretty blonde stopped brushing and blinked down at her, face full of anxiety as she chewed her finger pensively, ‘do you suppose a belting will hurt an awful lot?’

			What on earth do you think you’re doing, Rosy?’ she asked herself as she scurried through the kitchen garden, furtive as a fox. You are as mad as that young Sally!

			The gardeners had all gone home at five, but she was still afraid she might be spotted. Sally had disappeared after tea, her usual robust appetite seeming to have evaporated, the blonde picking listlessly at her food for once, before making her excuses. Rose had known where she was going, of course, for Sally was quite unable to talk about anything else all day.

			So, instead of following her young friend, Rose waited a while before slipping out herself, and even then she took a different, more circuitous route, cutting behind the big yew hedge which screened her from the house, before entering the walled kitchen garden.

			Why Joe had summoned Sally to the fruit store neither of the girls knew, but it struck Rose, as she scurried along the pathway, screened by the gooseberry cages, that it was a long way from the main house or other habitation. With a nervous thrill in her stomach she realised that Joe was no fool. No one would be around to hear the crack of leather on soft bottom flesh at this time of night. No one would hear a girl cry out for mercy or hear her squeals of pain.

			No one but Rose, at least.

			She told herself that she had to continue on her mission. She had to ensure that Sally was all right. Joe was such a hulking brute of a young man, who knew what he might be capable of? And Rose would not admit, even to herself, that the choking excitement that filled her chest might not be entirely due to concern for her friend’s welfare, or anxiety about being caught spying by the gamekeeper.

			She hardly dared breathe as she edged open the door to the fruit store. Part of her was really scared of Joe and she had no intention of tasting the brute’s belt herself. Her mouth was very dry and she found it difficult to swallow as she stole through the first storeroom, with its rows of apples laid out on wooden trestle tables.

			The storerooms were long and narrow and ran into one another. The first two were gloomy and had only fruit in them, but as Rose reached the door to the third room she could see that the gaslights had been lit and the sound of voices made her stop. The connecting door was partly open, but she hardly dared to peek through as the voices sounded very close. Then she noticed the window. It was small and contained nine little dusty panes, set to the side of the door behind the end of one of the long tables.

			‘You’re late!’

			‘I’m sorry, Joe. I couldn’t get away.’

			‘It’s Mr Drake to you, you saucy little trollop.’

			‘Sorry, um, Mr Drake.’

			Heart hammering in her breast Rose carefully moved the cooking apples from the table directly in front of the little window. It took a while as she only dare move them a couple at a time, and it was with difficulty that she found spaces for them on the crowded bench. The sweet, sharp, apple smell mingled with the slightly dusty odour of the storeroom. The place was almost preternaturally still and she wished that Joe had chosen somewhere with a bit more background noise to mask the rustling of her dress, and the soft clunks of the big cookers as she placed them on the wooden surface.

			‘You know what you’re here for, don’t you, my girl?’

			At least the silence of the storerooms meant that Rose could hear everything from next-door. Joe’s voice sounded oddly hoarse. Was he nervous? It sounded like it, although Rose would not have liked to put it to the test.

			‘Um, yes, Mr Drake, I do know what I’m here for.’

			‘I’m going to give you a good old-fashioned leathering, girl. I’m going to send you to bed tonight with a well tanned behind. Understand me?’

			‘Y- yes, Mr Drake.

			There was a note of real fear in Sally’s responses, and Rose knew her friend was starting to regret her rashness. She clambered carefully onto the table, but there was too much dust smearing the panes to see anything but vague shapes, so she dug her handkerchief out from her sleeve and dabbed at one. That was a little better, but her view was still obscured, so she moistened a clean part of the cloth with spit and cleared a spot a little bigger than her eye. Then putting her face right up to the window, she was rewarded by an almost perfect view of the gas lit scene beyond.

			The third storeroom was reserved for late harvested varieties, and so the long trestle tables were still devoid of fruit, and there was not a lot of space running between them.

			In the narrow alley Sally shifted from foot to foot, hanging her head and kneading her fingers, looking quite unlike her usual chirpy self. Joe Drake, by contrast, looked relaxed, leaning back casually against one of the tables as he perused the girl. If there was tension in his voice it did not show in his posture. That rotten beast, thought Rose with a little surge of anger, really was enjoying himself!

			‘Well, girlie,’ he grunted, ‘are you ready for a taste of this?’ He leered at the trembling girl, patting his broad brown leather belt. Rose almost willed her friend to refuse; it was not too late to turn and run, was it?

			‘Yes, sir.’ Even in the sepulchral quiet of the storehouse Sally’s whispered reply was so soft that Rose could barely make it out.

			‘Good.’ Joe sprang up and Rose felt a surge of panic as she saw Sally flinch away, but the gamekeeper did not touch her. Instead he spun and lifted the tabletop he’d been leaning against off its trestles. The thing was about ten feet long and made of three thick planks, each one a good foot wide, yet he lifted it as if it were nothing more than a kitchen tray.

			Rose could not quite suppress a little gasp of astonishment, but fortunately the sound was covered by the noise made as he leant the tabletop against one wall. Then the young man took one of the solid wooden trestles, and pulled it nearer to the centre of the room. The tabletop on the other side quickly joined its fellow, and the trestle stood isolated in the golden gaslight, ominously awaiting its new role.

			‘I like plenty of space to work in, don’t you?’ The man gave Sally a wicked grin as he unbuckled his broad belt, and Rose watched, horrified yet enthralled, as he drew the thing out of its belt loops, the dark, well oiled leather gleaming in the soft light. Joe Drake doubled the strap, a good two inches wide and looking like very heavy leather.

			Crack! Without warning he brought the belt down against the tabletop that leant against the wall. The retort sounded like a pistol going off in the silence of the storeroom, and Sally gave a startled squeal of terror. Rose failed to suppress a worried gasp herself, but neither of the pair looked her way.

			‘Over here,’ he ordered, and with obvious reluctance Sally shuffled to the trestle. ‘Get your legs apart, you little tart.’

			‘Please—’

			‘Shut it!’ he snapped cruelly. ‘Wider than that. That’s better. All right, now bend over it.’

			The young maid did as she was ordered, grasping the crossbar that braced the legs of the trestle. From her vantage point Rose was perfectly placed to view her friend’s plump bottom, well displayed now, as her position stretched the black cotton of her uniform skirt taut across her rump. Rose expected Joe to strike a blow, and she supposed that Sally was expecting one as well as the girl gave a little shriek of apprehension as the gamekeeper patted her bottom with his free hand. Clearly the man was not in any hurry.

			‘Nice,’ he grunted. ‘I like a bit of meat to work on. You have a nice plump rump, you know that, girl?’

			Sally gave a little squeak, partly dread, partly pain, as he gave her presented bottom a hearty, open-handed slap. Rose felt her own cheeks redden as she watched his rough hands pinch and stroke her friend’s behind. What he was doing was outrageous. How dare he take such liberties with Sally? She had half a mind to go and ask him what he meant by it. The only problem was that she did not dare move an inch.

			And there was worse to come.

			‘All right, time to let the dog see the rabbit.’ Joe gave a chuckle which nearly froze Rose’s blood, then pulled the bending girl’s skirts right up, exposing her bloomers and stockinged thighs.

			Rose licked her lips, imagining what Sally must be feeling.

			‘Surely he won’t dare pull up your skirt,’ she had protested when Sally was choosing her underthings that afternoon.

			‘No, I don’t suppose he will,’ Sally agreed, her blue eyes wide with excitement and not a little unease. ‘But what if he does? I don’t dare risk these old split drawers. He would see all my everything.’ Both girls had blushed furiously at the idea, and in the end Sally put on her best new bloomers. They were pale pink and scandalously tight, of material so delicate they would provide minimal protection. The legs just reached her black stocking tops.

			‘These are nice, girl,’ Joe drawled, mauling the lovely silk-encased bottom. ‘Latest fashion, eh? Put them on for me, did you, my pretty?’ Then without warning he grabbed the waistband of the flimsy bloomers and pulled them down to Sally’s knees.

			‘Oh, what?’ the bending girl gasped. ‘No, please—’

			‘’Cos you need not have bothered, darling, as I’m going to belt you on the bare!’

			Firstly, however, he spanked her on the bare. Rose watched aghast as the big man’s hand came down with a pistol shot retort across her friend’s plump rear. Sally’s bottom was firm, for all its fullness, yet the force of that cruel hand set the cheeks bouncing merrily. The sounds of impact echoed around the storeroom, startlingly loud in the quiet of the chamber. Rose watched transfixed as the white bottom turned pink, and then the pink turned a delightful shade of blotchy red.

			‘Ow, ouch, oh, please!’

			‘Be silent, girl,’ Joe cursed. ‘I’ve hardly started. This is just a little warm up for you.’

			Sally gasped and yelped as Joe’s hand came down and down again, until the whole of her plump behind, from the tops of her bottom cheeks to the backs of her pale thighs, blushed an angry scarlet.

			At last he stopped, and standing back to admire his handiwork his bulk obscured Rose’s view of Sally’s ruddy bottom for a moment. ‘By, you have a lovely arse, my girl!’ he enthused.

			‘C-can I get up now, s-sir, please?’ Sally whispered meekly, but Joe just put his head back and laughed.

			‘Of course you can’t get up, you silly girl,’ he scoffed. ‘You’ve not been leathered yet. That was just a little spanking to get you in the mood!’

			The next five minutes were the longest Rose had ever known. Joe produced a pipe, filled it and lit it, and proceeded to enjoy a leisurely smoke. He wandered back towards the door and, just for a moment, Rose’s heart nearly stopped beating for fear of discovery, but he only came as near as the nearest trestle table, which he sat upon, giving Rose a good view of his back, and just beyond, Sally’s trembling, well tanned rear.

			Whatever Rose was going through, scarcely daring to breathe now it was so silent in the next room and Joe so near, she knew it must be far, far worse for Sally. Joe sat smoking silently, scrutinising the blonde girl’s naked bottom, watching with apparent satisfaction as the redness of her bottom cheeks and thighs slowly faded to a warm pink glow.

			‘Open your legs wider, sweetheart,’ he ordered after a couple of minutes, and Sally tried, but the bloomers around her knees made it hard for her to obey. Even so, Rose could clearly see her companion’s quim, peeking pinkly out from between her thighs, and she knew that if she could see it then Joe must have an even better view. The gamekeeper shifted, and although she could only see his back, it almost looked as if the brute was fondling himself.

			By the time Joe had smoked his pipe Rose was desperate to move. She had not dared shift her position for fear of making the slightest sound, and her legs and back were killing her. The clearly visible trembling of Sally’s bottom made it clear that she was also in distress, but Joe moved dreadfully deliberately. He knocked out his pipe in leisurely fashion, evidently in no hurry to get on with the job in hand.

			Eventually he picked up the belt and walked towards Sally’s waiting bottom with slow deliberation. The pale pink mounds stopped trembling as the girl heard his footfall, and her buttocks clenched in anticipation. Joe moved unhurriedly, bringing back his arm as he ambled towards her, and giving the waiting bottom a good belt as he came into range.

			Crack! This time the echoing retort was deeper, more profound, and Sally gave a shriek that sounded as much surprise as pain.

			Joe walked around the trestle, smiling down at her as he circled his victim. ‘Be quiet and stay still,’ he warned. ‘If you move I’ll give you more. You’ll take a dozen anyway.’

			‘A dozen?’ Sally squealed. ‘Oh please, Mr Drake, I—’

			‘Silence!’ Joe’s voice reverberated around the chamber and Sally held her tongue. His face was set as he walked back towards the door. For a moment Rose thought he had seen her as his eyes seemed to look straight into hers, and she had to bite her knuckle to keep from crying out with fear. But she need not have worried, for abruptly he turned and started walking back towards his target. Once again he strolled by the trembling girl, delivering a meaty stroke in passing, almost nonchalantly, and again he carried on around the front of the trestle. ‘Keep your legs straight,’ he admonished.

			Rose could see the angry pink bands his belt had inscribed as they developed across Sally’s bottom. Her stomach tightened as the gamekeeper strode towards her once again, but this time it was sympathy for her friend rather than any real fear of discovery. Then as she knew he would, Joe spun around and started walking back towards his victim. He had on heavy leather boots and she could hear his measured tread taking him into range of Sally’s flinching bottom. Sally could hear it too, for she could not seem to keep her bottom still as anticipation cranked up to unbearable levels at his slow approach.

			Once again the oiled leather hissed through the air, disturbing the myriad dust motes that danced in the gaslight of the storeroom. Once again the sound of impact echoed around the chamber, and Rose watched aghast as Sally’s bottom cheeks bounced under the heavy belt and her friend let out a shrill squeal of pain.

			‘Oh, ow, please sir, it hurts.’ Sally did not rise, but she hopped from foot to foot as the third broad welt of scarlet bloomed on her pink behind. ‘Please let me off, sir.’

			‘You asked for this, and now you are getting it, you saucy trollop,’ he said, dismissing her plea. ‘Will you be quiet now, or will I have to give you extra rations?’

			Rose trembled in indignation at his heartlessness. The beast was absolutely pitiless!

			The beast in question did not walk away from Sally this time. He positioned himself, legs apart, to the left and a little behind the proffered bottom, and as Sally’s buttocks clenched in nervous anticipation he rolled up his sleeve.

			‘I’m going to learn yer, sweetheart,’ he warned. ‘You see if I don’t learn yer!’ His voice was a hoarse growl, and Sally uttered a miserable sob.

			Crack! Crack! Crack! He brought the belt down hard, again and again, and the broad strap sent Sally’s chubby buttocks bouncing with a series of retorts as the leather impacted on soft flesh. Perhaps the sepulchral silence of the storehouse did amplify the sound, but the angry blush that rose on Sally’s exposed rear was proof that the belting was well felt as well as heard.

			‘Oh please, sir, have mercy!’ Sally wailed between strokes, to absolutely no effect at all. Somehow the girl managed to keep roughly in position, despite a little hopping and a lot of buttock clenching. Joe did not pause again to tell her to be still or silent, but wielded his belt unrelentingly until he had given the maid her full count of merciless strokes.

			‘That’s twelve,’ he announced. ‘No, I did not tell you to get up, did I? Keep your position girl, while I calculate your extras.’

			‘Extras?’ the poor girl squealed. ‘Oh, no more, sir, have a heart, you’ve nearly skinned me, sir, honest you have.’

			Joe Drake stepped a little nearer to the girl’s furiously scarlet, naked bottom, and she gasped as he placed a rough hand on hot flesh. Rose watched, appalled as he stroked the whimpering girl’s naked hinds.

			‘I only gave you what you asked for,’ he said as he fondled her. ‘But now I’m going to take a little of what I want.’

			Rose wondered what to do. What was Joe planning for Sally now? It was awful. She could not bear to leave her friend to his cruelties, and yet she did not dare confront the gamekeeper and his awful belt.

			‘Enjoying the show…?’

			Rose shrieked as strong fingers closed around the back of her neck, and in a trice she was hauled from the trestle table squealing in horror.

			‘Be quiet, you silly girl!’

			Rose somehow managed to control her panic as the fingers released their iron grip on her.

			‘Well, what do you think you’re doing in my storerooms, eh?’

			Rose heard a commotion in the next room and approaching footsteps as she wondered what on earth she could say. She dared not look up at her captor, but she did not need to, for with downcast eyes she recognised the polished riding boots and the wicked crop he tapped against his thigh.

			‘Well now, here’s a thing.’ Roland Caversham sat in his library chair, regarding the three figures that stood before him. ‘Thieves, spies and gamekeepers taking the law into their own hands. I really do not know what to make of this whole business at all.’

			Rose was outraged by his manner; after all, she’d hardly done anything very wrong. But she held her tongue, aware that Sally and Joe could be in real trouble.

			There was a long and tense pause. The library was a gloomy room at the best of times and the gaslight was quite low. A flickering fire in the imposing fireplace added a red glow to the light. They were alone in the house, Rose knew, for Mrs Bunyan was away and cook lived in the village.

			‘It’s all my fault really, sir,’ Sally said, breaking the pause at last. ‘I provoked him to it.’

			If Rose had expected Joe to defend her young friend she was sadly disappointed.

			‘Nicking pears, she was, Mr Caversham,’ he said with a barely concealed grin, ‘so I thought her own pair ought to pay a forfeit.’

			Rose felt the outrage bubble up inside her at the gamekeeper’s duplicity, but she held her tongue and waited for Mr Caversham to put him firmly in his place.

			‘Having seen that pair, Joe, I can well understand why you would want to,’ the squire said. ‘Still, you should have brought her to me, after all, the tree belongs to me.’

			Outrage turned to shock in Rose’s palpitating breast. Though Mr Caversham’s words might have been gently critical, his tone was one of amused tolerance. She clenched her fists and contemplated the villainy of the two horrid men.

			Mr Caversham shrugged. ‘I can see this will take some thinking about,’ he said. ‘Joe, pour me a brandy. And have one yourself while you’re at it, and then sit.’

			Rose watched aghast as Joe went to the sideboard and poured two generous measures into brandy balloons, and as he sauntered back he even had the temerity to wink at the girls. He handed his employer one of the glasses, and then took the other comfortable chair. Now the two men sat a few feet apart, swirling brandy in glasses, while Rose and Sally had to stand facing them like naughty schoolgirls. It was just too much, Rose thought indignantly.

			‘Now then,’ Mr Caversham said at last, ‘what are we going to do with you two, hm? I cannot have pear thieves and sneaking spies in my employ.’

			He was going to dismiss them both from his household, Rose suspected fearfully. He was going to dismiss them and let that brute Joe go unpunished. It was so unfair!

			‘So, clearly I shall have to punish you,’ the squire went on. ‘You are going to have to agree to let me give you a good thrashing, girls.’

			So there it was, as bold as that. Rose felt suddenly dizzy. If she refused, then Sally might well lose her job. So what could she do but comply?

			‘Will it be very hard, sir?’ Sally asked timorously. ‘Only, my bottom is still ever so sore.’

			‘It will be as hard as I please to make it,’ Mr Caversham said, with sudden venom. ‘Now, you two have far too much clothing on for what is coming to you, so I want you to strip right down to your stockings.’

			‘But sir,’ Rose protested as her cheeks flamed, ‘surely you don’t expect us to—’

			‘Take your clothes off,’ he repeated. ‘Quickly now; unless you want me to designate Joe to help you.’

			Rose glanced at the gamekeeper, whose eyes were twinkling as he regarded the two maids with an amused smirk. There was no doubt he would do his employer’s bidding with glee, so she began, with great reluctance, to unbutton her dress.

			It was awful. Rose had never before undressed with men watching, but she slipped her dress off and let it fall in a puddle around her feet.

			‘And the rest,’ Mr Caversham ordered.

			‘But, please…’

			‘Joe…’

			The gamekeeper began to rise, so Rose hastily took off her cami-knickers and stood with her discarded clothes around her ankles, black stockings fastened with elastic garters just above the knee, now the sole sad remainders of her clothing. She kept one arm across her breasts and one hand over the dark brown curls of her sex, blushing furiously and unable to stop herself trembling.

			‘All right, Joe, they won’t be needing their clothes for a little while,’ the squire decreed. ‘Would you mind fetching my favourite crop and locking away their clothes?’

			Joe would not mind at all, it seemed. He took a key from his boss and then gathered up the maids’ clothing with obvious enthusiasm.

			‘You are a pretty thing, Rose, did you know that?’ the squire said languidly.

			‘No… please sir, this isn’t decent,’ Rose objected. ‘May I have my clothes back?’

			‘No, you may not. Sally is not complaining. Perhaps Joe’s belt has taught her better manners than you, hm? Have you been whipped before, Rose?’

			‘No, sir,’ she replied tightly. ‘Not since… not with…’

			‘Not with a riding-crop? Believe me, this one’s a beauty. You’ll certainly know you’ve been thrashed when this is over, girls.’ He chuckled and took another sip of brandy. ‘Ah, here’s Joe back with the very whip.’

			If the dominant emotions in Rose’s mind had been shame and humiliation at her nakedness, then suddenly they were eclipsed by intense misgivings. The whip in question was fully three feet long; a slender switch sheathed in dark brown plaited leather. At one end it finished with a sliver ring and then a leather covered knob. The business end finished with a little whipcord tail, and this in turn ended in a knot. Rose had ample opportunity to study the thing as the men examined it with delight, passing comments and chuckling as they discussed its finer points.

			‘It’s a dressage whip, technically, Joe,’ Mr Caversham said, ‘but if I was to have bought one especially for the purpose, I reckon this would have been the very whip. By jingo, if it isn’t exactly the thing for swishing pretty girls.’

			‘Don’t know so much about that, sir,’ Joe said with a chuckle. ‘Reckon my belt does as well as anything, ’cepting maybe my hand.’

			‘Oh, we’ll spank the little baggages for starters,’ the squire disclosed. ‘Be a frightful waste not to. I expect you will want to put young Sally over your knee?’

			‘Oh, I’m easy, sir, but if you’d rather start with Rosy…’

			‘Do you know, Joe,’ Mr Caversham said with a broad grin, ‘I rather think I would!’

			Rose watched him put the crop on the desk beside him, then watched him pat his thigh.

			‘Come on, Rose, time to take your medicine,’ he said.

			Rose felt herself sway again, and almost wished she could faint. But she didn’t, and so with great reluctance she walked to the master’s chair, aware only of her shameful nakedness and the beckoning squire.

			‘Get yourself over my lap, girl,’ he ordered gruffly, and as she obeyed miserably and balanced herself on his thighs he took an anchoring hold of her waist. ‘Don’t put your hand’s back or you will get more when it comes to the whipping,’ he said evenly.

			Rose fought her rising panic, her naked bottom feeling appallingly vulnerable, her equally naked tummy feeling something hard swelling beneath the master’s twill trousers. How had she got herself into this? There was the sound of a hand cracking against bottom flesh and a girlish squeal of pain. Sally had got her into it, she remembered, and resolved to have harsh words with the blonde maid, when and if she ever got the chance again. But Mr Caversham did not give her long to seethe about Sally, and she felt a hand pat and squeeze her naked bottom.

			‘By God, but you have a pretty bottom, Rose,’ the squire declared, his voice rich with pleasure. ‘I’m going to enjoy spanking you, you saucy little minx!’

			And with that it started. To go by the sounds of slaps and shrieking, Sally was evidently being giving another tremendous walloping by Joe. But Rose was only dimly aware of the other couple in the room. Mr Caversham brought his hand down on her right buttock with a crack like a clap of thunder. A second smack on her left cheek followed immediately. Then he brought his palm down across her bottom furrow. Next he slapped the right thigh and then he smacked the left.

			When Rose had realised that she really was in for a spanking, she thought mainly of the humiliation it would entail. Standing naked had been awful, but being spanked just like a naughty girl would mean almost unbearable humiliation. At least, that’s what she thought. Now she knew better. The squire might not have Joe Drake’s prodigious strength, but he was a vigorous man, and he knew how to spank. Every slap stung Rose like fury. She wriggled and she wiggled, but his grip held her securely on his lap. She squealed pitifully, but the squire gave her no mercy. Rose writhed and gasped as tears welled then ran down her face in rivulets. She could barely believe that a hand spanking could hurt so much.

			As the spanking continued, so her bottom felt ever more scalded. Mr Caversham spanked the sore flesh quite relentlessly. He was like some sort of merciless spanking machine, methodically raining down wicked smacks. Rose could not help kicking her legs and squirming on his lap. The hardness seemed to get harder as she writhed on it, but that was the least of her concerns at that moment.

			‘Ouch!’ she howled, putting her hands back to protect her beaten bottom. ‘Oh please, mercy, sir!’

			‘Put your hands back down,’ he warned. ‘I told you about that.’

			He grabbed her wrist and continued spanking furiously. Rose howled, her bottom so sore, so furiously hot that it took her some moments to realise he had finally stopped beating her.

			‘Well, Joe, I think they are warm enough for whipping,’ he decided. ‘What do you say?’

			‘I reckon you could fry an egg on Sally’s bum,’ Joe chuckled. ‘Ready as they’re ever going to be, I’d say.’

			Sniffling, wiping the tears away and gingerly rubbing her scorched bottom, Rose was allowed to collapse on the carpeted floor. But relief was as short-lived as it was sweet, as blinking away tears she saw him pick up the riding-crop once again.

			The squire decided to flog Sally first. He asked Joe to ‘horse’ the girls, and Rose was ordered to stand close by the couple and a little behind.

			‘Watch closely,’ Mr Caversham told her, ‘for you will find this very instructive.’

			The injunction was unnecessary as Rose found herself transfixed by the tableau before her. Joe bent down and, following his instructions, Sally reluctantly put her hands over his broad shoulders, then he held each wrist and pulled her tight against his back. Then he stood until he was almost upright, and the blonde girl’s stockinged toes dangled above the floor. But it was not the position that gripped Rose’s attention, it was the sight of Sally’s poor spanked bottom; her plump hindquarters glowed a distinctly fiery red.

			The squire seemed almost as entranced by the sight as Rose, scrutinising the punished hinds with evident relish, blatantly stroking the bulge in his trousers.

			‘Damn me, but you have the knack all right, Joe,’ he said admiringly. ‘That looks a little warm, Sally, like a freshly boiled beetroot!’ Sally gasped as he patted her behind. ‘You are right, Joe, you could cook on these hot plates!’ he beamed, and pinched the cheeks in question to underline his quip.

			The room had gone very quiet. Rose let out the occasional sniffle and Sally was breathing heavily. Other than that the only sound was the ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece.

			Rose tensed as the crop lashed down across Sally’s bottom and the blonde let out a shrill squeak and kicked her legs back in the air.

			‘Keep still, girl,’ Mr Caversham ordered. ‘Kicking back like that will only earn you more extras.’ He drew the crop back and lashed her again, and Rose watched the whipping with horrified fascination. Again and again the thin crop cracked into Sally’s rear and thin welts bloomed, crisscrossing her bottom.

			Nor did Mr Caversham spare the girl’s thighs. These too rapidly became welted as the riding whip lashed her legs with real fury.

			Sally squealed and bucked under the strokes, but Joe held her in place with contemptuous ease. By the sixth stroke poor Sally was really sobbing, and by the twelfth her cries were rather hoarse. Rose’s heart went out to the writhing maid, but Mr Caversham was clearly made of far sterner stuff. He flogged without pity, with evident relish. Every yelp of pain, every wriggle of Sally’s nubile body, seemed only to drive him to lash more furiously.

			At last, after more than twenty wicked strokes, he finally desisted, and stepped closer to examine the lived welts lining Sally’s hindquarters. The girl gasped as he ran a hand over the weals, seemingly delighting in the sight and feel of the whip marks.

			‘Damn,’ he muttered at last. ‘Bloody whip’s been wrapping. Sorry about that, Joe, those marks will take some time to heal. Why don’t you let her down and have a look?’

			Joe slid Sally off his back but had to hold her up as her legs proved extremely unsteady. The men then examined the sight of the ‘wrapping’; the cord trainer at the tip of the whip had wrapped around the girl’s side on some of the strokes, and the little knot had left some rather livid purple marks.

			‘That’s all right, sir, they’ll fade in a week or so,’ the gamekeeper said complacently.

			‘I know, but I should have noticed. Any harder and I might have cut your little baggage to ribbons. Better put some ointment on them, in any event.’

			The part of Rose that was not completely consumed by shame and fear, was again infuriated as she listened to the men. They talked about Sally exactly the way they talked about a horse that had gone lame or a hound that had distemper. The squire apologised to Joe, as if he were Sally’s owner, rather than to the sobbing girl herself.

			Still, she had little time for either sympathy or anger, for Sally was made to kneel on the floor and the men turned back to her.

			‘Now, girl,’ Joe said, ‘you saw how it’s done.’

			‘Please, I…’ Rose mumbled.

			‘Either get up on the horse,’ Mr Caversham said simply, ‘or we shall whip your little friend again.’

			Joe turned and Rose made herself put her hands over his shoulders. The gamekeeper bent forward and she was pulled against him, her naked breasts pressing against the satin back of his waistcoat. Her feet dangled, just as Sally’s had done before her.

			‘You really do have a beautiful arse, Rose,’ the squire said from behind her, and the beautiful arse in question gave an involuntary twitch. Rose’s heart was beating furiously, and she began quivering in anticipation of the whip. She did not have long to wait. The ominous whistle sounded once again and before she even had time to tense for it, the whip lashed into her bottom. Rose gasped. It was like being stung by a line of hornets. She had never imagined in her life that anything could hurt quite so much.

			‘No kicking back, unless you don’t mind extras,’ a male voice warned, but in truth the pain was so intense that Rose barely heard him. There was another vicious whistle and the whip struck home again.

			Rose was soon wailing every bit as loud as Sally had done, every stroke searing agony. Lines of liquid fire laced her bottom and thighs as Mr Caversham whipped his maid quite mercilessly. She squirmed and bucked and kicked like a thing possessed in a frantic, futile effort to avoid the stinging lashes, but Joe’s grip was as unrelenting as his employer’s punishment.

			‘Ooh…’ Rose gasped, as Mr Caversham gently ran a hand over her welted bottom.

			‘Stand still, young lady,’ he ordered. ‘Keep those hands on your head.’

			He sat on the arm of his chair and sipped his brandy, using his free hand to pat and stroke his maid’s tender, punished flesh. It was all she could do to stand upright. His hand, though merely stroking, set off wicked spasms of discomfort every time it touched a welt.

			‘The ointment is in the left top drawer of the desk, Joe,’ the squire said, still caressing Rose’s striped behind.

			‘Is this it, sir?’

			‘That is it, Joe. Works wonders. If I were you I should take Sally up to her room, apply the ointment to those marks and, um, put her to bed.’

			‘I think I might at that, sir,’ Joe declared with a grin, pulling Sally to her feet. ‘Come along, you saucy little trollop,’ he said, ‘let’s put some of this stuff where it’s sore.’

			‘Well now, my pretty little Rose, it would appear to be just you and me now,’ the squire said, when the library door had closed and they were alone.

			Rose stiffened. The riding-crop was still in sight, lying on the desk. She looked at it anxiously and then dropped her gaze, not daring to look at him.

			‘I think we should go up to my bedroom,’ he went on.

			‘Y-you think… to your…?’ she began, but could not finish, feeling her blush returning with a vengeance.

			‘Yes, I do,’ he said languidly. ‘Fetch the whip; there’s a good girl. I shouldn’t think we’ll need it again tonight, but,’ he chuckled, ‘one never knows.’

			With a trembling hand Rose reached out and picked the crop up. It was so thin and vicious looking; it made her stomach flutter just to touch the thing. The squire lit a cigar and then required her to lead the way to his bedroom, which she knew well enough, for she cleaned it daily.

			Walking before her master, naked and carrying his whip, was something quite new, though. Rose felt his eyes on her striped bottom, and felt it flinch in response to his hungry gaze.

			Mr Caversham sauntered into the room, seemingly at his ease, as if whipping and seducing chambermaids was nothing new to him. He took off his jacket and handed it to Rose, who was happy to put the whip down on a chest of drawers and hang the jacket up.

			When she turned he had also taken his shirt off, and Rose averted her eyes awkwardly, for she had never seen the master in any state of undress before. He raised a hand and beckoned her closer.

			‘Please, sir…’ she began.

			‘Come here, unless you want another thrashing.’

			Rose did as she was told, and as soon as she was within reach he grabbed her waist with one hand and shoved his other rudely between her thighs. ‘Such soft skin, little Rosy,’ he growled.

			‘Oh, sir…’ she began, and then bit her lip to silence herself.

			His hand inched higher and brushed her nether lips, and despite her confused emotions she felt real pleasure ripple through her at his touch. The squire’s fingers probed with practiced cunning, and she could not stop herself from moaning in response.

			‘Have you ever sucked a man’s John Thomas, young lady?’ he demanded.

			‘Um, no sir,’ she whispered.

			‘It’s time to learn, then,’ he decided. ‘Get on your knees.’ He enforced the order by pressing on her shoulder, and then Rose watched as if hypnotised as he unbuttoned his fly, his fingers working mere inches from her face, and then the thing he withdrew made her belly churn with panic. It was huge, much bigger than she’d expected, with an angry, glossy purple head.

			‘Now the thing is to breathe through your nose,’ he advised, holding his cock with one hand and the back of her head with the other, pressing to encourage her to obey him and accept his erection into her mouth.

			‘Lick it first, Rose,’ he said, his voice a little strained now.

			‘L-lick it?’ she stammered, eyeing the purple thing with apprehension.

			‘Yes, lick it, like you would a lollipop.’

			No lollipop that Rose had ever eaten tasted like it. Nor had any lollipop been warm or pulsed when she touched it with her tongue.

			But tentatively she licked the shaft, until she came to his swollen glans, which he ordered her to take in her mouth, which she managed to do only by stretching her lips wide, her jaw soon aching as the bulbous tip lodged itself inside, just beyond her teeth. To her alarm it began to pulse more noticeably, then to her relief he pulled it out.

			‘No,’ he mused, ‘not today. Time enough for that. Tonight it has another destination,’ and with that he pulled her up and threw her over the bed.

			Rose cried out again, for she once more had her bottom exposed and all she could think about was his riding whip. However, she soon discovered that was not his intention, and instead she felt the monstrous cock-head pressing between her nether lips.

			‘Oh yes, please sir,’ she heard herself gasp, even though the size of it filled her with fretfulness, then barely aware of his sniggering she felt a sharp pain as his erection impaled her and forced through her hymen.

			But instantly pain and pleasure melded into one. The squire reached around to cup her breasts and inched himself deeper still. Rose gasped and bucked, wincing when his groin pressed to her welts, then moaning with pleasure as he fucked her ever deeper. Then he found and stroked her clitoris and within seconds Rose orgasmed explosively.

			‘Is that better?’

			‘Yes thank you, sir,’ Rose sighed.

			Mr Caversham had gone to fetch the ointment from Joe, and returned chuckling, though he did not say what he’d found the others doing.

			Rose lay on her front on his bed and he was smoothing the cool cream into her welts, so gently that she could barely believe he was the same brute who had put them there.

			‘This will all work out very well indeed,’ he mused.

			‘It will?’ Rose asked, not understanding his meaning at all.

			‘Of course.’ He planted a kiss on her bottom. ‘Things will be different around here from now on – much more satisfactory altogether. I am sure it will suit us all, even Mrs Bunyan.

			‘M-Mrs Bunyan?’ Rose managed, disturbed by the unexpected inclusion of the austere housekeeper in the squire’s thoughts.

			‘Yes, she is a bit of a puritan, I must admit, but she does so want to flog you and Sally. I told her I’d arrange it, and that’s where she is now, purchasing some canes from a dealer we know. I’m afraid that between me and Joe and Mrs Bunyan, you and Sally are rather going to catch it!’

			He chuckled heartily, and the sound of his laughter froze Rose to the very soul. ‘Still, never mind my beautiful little baggage, look on the bright side; Joe and I are going to have a splendid time!’

		

	


	
		
			The Dancing Girl

			Sophie started and stopped brushing her hair as the bedroom door opened and Mrs Powell looked in.

			‘Had a nice rest, my dear?’ the woman asked. She was a tweedy female in her fifties, on the bulky side of plump, and wore horn-rimmed glasses that made her even more formidable than she already was.

			‘I…’

			‘It’s all right, my dear, a lot of my girls find it peculiar at first. My gentlemen are rather particular in their requests, and I can see you are a little shy. Don’t worry; you’ll be fine next time.’ Mrs Powell sat down on the single bed that was, along with a small chest of drawers, the only furniture in the plain little room, and Sophie was just about to explain that there was not going to be a next time – because she was a good girl and could not do such wicked things with dirty old men – when her wrist was grabbed and she was pulled over Mrs Powell’s capacious lap. Her right wrist was released immediately but her left was ensnared as soon as she reached back to try to stop the woman pushing up her skirts, and Sophie found herself effectively pinned down and helpless with her arm forced uncomfortably across her back.

			Mrs Powell then took her time to ease up Sophie’s skirts and petticoats, holding the younger woman down with ease. ‘What a lovely bottom you have, Sophie dear,’ she said. ‘I was afraid it might not be quite plump enough for my gentlemen, but I don’t think there will be any complaints about this delightful sit-upon.’

			Mrs Powell chortled and Sophie blushed as she felt a hand explore her bottom over her panties, pinching and patting the resilient flesh through its tight cotton covering.

			‘I think we will have these down though, don’t you?’

			‘Oh no, please, Mrs Powell, please don’t,’ Sophie pleaded.

			‘Tsk, tsk, don’t be a silly girl,’ the woman chided. ‘Such a pretty bottom deserves to be uncovered and admired.’

			Sophie felt the blush suffuse her cheeks as Mrs Powell peeled the pink panties down beyond her stocking tops.

			‘The thing is, my dear, there is a price to pay for my hospitality,’ the woman went on. ‘I do expect the girls I put up to help me with my gentlemen and ladies. If a girl does not want to do her bit…’ she sighed regrettably. ‘Well, we do have to have some discipline.’

			It was only at that moment, at that word, that Sophie realised what was about to happen. She struggled harder but to absolutely no avail at all. Mrs Powell’s plump hand rested on her bare bottom, giving it a fond pat or two. Then the hand lifted and Sophie held her breath.

			The crack of palm on bottom sounded loud in the little room, and Sophie wriggled in response to the intense flood of pain. Mrs Powell’s hand smacked down again and again, and soon Sophie’s bottom was on fire. She squirmed and gasped and struggled against the older woman’s unrelenting grip, her legs kicking in response to the scalding intensity of the spanking.

			The tears were running freely down her face by the time the beating stopped. Her bottom and the backs of her thighs above her stocking tops, which had not been neglected, felt hot and throbbed. Sophie let out a sob of relief as Mrs Powell paused.

			‘Now then, my dear, are you feeling a little more cooperative?’ the woman asked.

			‘Oh yes,’ Sophie sniffled, ‘I’ll try, only please don’t spank me any more.’

			‘Good girl, that is what I wanted to hear,’ the woman cooed. ‘I’m sure we will get on ever so well once you get over this silly shyness. Only, I do need to make sure that you really have bucked your ideas up.’

			Sophie could not see what the woman was doing, but then she gasped as the cool back of her hairbrush was placed on the hot skin of her spanked bottom.

			Mrs Powell chuckled. ‘Is that nice and cool, my pet?’ she asked. ‘Because I’m afraid it won’t be for very long.’

			With that the back of the hairbrush cracked down hard on the back of Sophie’s right thigh. The hand spanking had been bad enough, but the pain was so intense now it took her breath away. Mrs Powell brought the hairbrush down even harder on the back of Sophie’s left thigh, and then began punishing the squealing girl’s bottom furiously.

			Sophie struggled in vain against her captor’s iron grip. The hairbrush punished her relentlessly. Over and over again it smacked down on her ever more tender bottom and thighs. All Sophie could do was open her pretty mouth and shriek.

			‘Not much further, my dear,’ Mrs Powell said as they pulled away from the traffic.

			Sophie had been surprised to find that the woman drove a Daimler, the car much more luxurious and plush than anything in Sophie’s limited experience. She shifted on the leather seat a little uncomfortably, however, for her bottom was still sore from the hairbrush spanking.

			After that unexpected and unjust punishment she had been in no state to resist Mrs Powell’s demands. Still sniffling, she stripped in front of the woman as the tears rolled down her face, Mrs Powell watching her like a hawk in horn-rimmed glasses as Sophie unhooked her bra and let her generous breasts swing free. The hairbrush tapped menacingly into the palm of Mrs Powell’s hand as she did undress, and Sophie wasn’t able to look away from it.

			‘You have a lovely body, my dear,’ Mrs Powell said once Sophie stood, blushing furiously, utterly naked. ‘What a nice trim waist, and such lovely titties. My gentlemen will like them very much. I think we will shave your pubic hair, though. I will get Monique to do it before she bathes you.’

			Sophie had met Monique only once, when she opened the door of Mrs Powell’s house the night before. She was a pretty dark-haired girl who wore a neat maid’s uniform. Monique led the way to a surprisingly large bathroom where a tub had already been drawn, and Sophie followed, her upper arm firmly gripped by Mrs Powell.

			‘Shave her first, Monique. I don’t think she will give you any trouble, but ring me if she does. We can always strap her down if necessary.’ With that Mrs Powell left the two young women alone, eyeing each other uncertainly.

			‘All right, get on there and lie back with your legs apart,’ Monique said, indicating a small table.

			‘But, why must I be shaved?’ Sophie asked.

			‘Because some of madame’s customers like us that way,’ Monique said, with a shrug. ‘Look, don’t give me any trouble. It really is best to do as she says. Mrs Powell is not so bad, on the whole, but she can be a real tartar if you cross her.’

			‘I know,’ Sophie grumbled as she got on the table, wincing as her still throbbing bottom met the cold surface, ‘she spanked me with a hairbrush.’

			This disclosure caused Monique to stop making lather from the shaving soap for a moment, and she regarded Sophie with astonishment. ‘A hairbrush?’ she said incredulously. ‘Believe me, you will learn that when I say our benefactress can be a bit of a tyrant, I mean she can do a lot worse than giving a few taps with a hairbrush. Compared to what she’ll do if you really annoy her, a hairbrush is like being tickled with a feather duster.’

			Those ominous words came back to Sophie as the car sped on. She had been shaved by Monique, and found the process profoundly humiliating. Afterwards she was bathed, and then Monique towelled her dry and made her sit in front of a dressing table and applied pink lipstick to her mouth and a touch of mascara to her eyes. To Sophie’s astonishment a spot of rouge was even put on her nipples, then her brown hair was brushed into girlish bunches and it was time to dress.

			First there was a basque in pale pink satin and white lace, with suspenders, to which sheer tan stockings were carefully smoothed up her legs and fastened. Monique’s face was so close to Sophie’s freshly shaven quim as the maid fastened the stockings that Sophie had a sudden strange desire for the kneeling girl to kiss her there. Sophie blushed furiously and looked away in confusion.

			Then Monique stood and produced pink frilly panties, and a short frock with a flounced skirt to complete the outfit.

			The car turned into the drive of an undistinguished suburban house, and Sophie felt her heart pounding as the vehicle pulled up. The time spent travelling had not made her feel any better about the outfit; it seemed such an odd mixture of the girlish and the tarty. And the tightness in her tummy told her that Mrs Powell would want her to do what she had refused to do before. The blood rushed to Sophie’s cheeks at the thought of stripping in front of strangers.

			A man came out of the house to greet them, just as Sophie was getting out of the car. She recognised him from Mrs Powell’s house, and could feel his eyes on her legs. She wished the skirt was longer, for she was sure she treated him to the sight of bare flesh above her stockings as she swung her legs out of the car.

			‘Mrs Powell, and… Sophie, isn’t it?’ he greeted them. ‘Please come in, the others are all waiting.’

			‘Thank you, superintendent,’ Mrs Powell said as they followed him into the entrance hall. ‘I’ve had a little chat with Sophie and I can assure you there won’t be a repetition of her previous silliness.’

			‘I do hope so,’ he said. ‘Though of course, girls do get first night nerves. However, we do have a rather distinguished group this evening and it would not be advisable to disappoint them.’

			With that he opened the door to a large room. The furniture was expensive, if rather old fashioned, with a thick carpet, dark mahogany tables and sideboards and darker leather chesterfields. Not that Sophie was very aware of the furnishings, for what drew her attention was the group of people who stopped talking the moment she entered the room and, as one, stared at her.

			There were six of them, not including Mrs Powell and the superintendent. Two men she recognised from the earlier shambles, two other men, and two women; one a rather severe type, the other a quite beautiful blonde in a twin set and pearls.

			‘Lovely,’ the blonde lady said, looking at Sophie with twinkling eyes. ‘She really does look sweet enough to eat, Marjorie.’

			‘Shall we get on with it, then?’ asked one of the men, a balding individual who seemed to be sweating rather profusely.

			‘Don’t be in such a rush, George,’ a tall man with a moustache said languidly. ‘Anticipation is much of the pleasure. Look at the little morsel, how she blushes and trembles. The anticipation is turning her pretty knees to jelly, quite unlike my cock, which is turning to—’

			‘Yes, yes, we all know about your cock, Julian,’ the severe looking woman – Marjorie – said sharply. ‘For once I am with George. She shied at the first fence once, so we don’t want to give her too long to think about her situation now, or she might just baulk again.’

			‘I don’t think that is very likely,’ Mrs Powell said mildly. ‘But neither do I see any reason to delay. Superintendent, did you get the things I asked for.’

			‘Certainly,’ he said. ‘Here on the table.’

			The little gathering parted to allow Mrs Powell to steer Sophie to a large mahogany dining table, upon which was a collection of items that made the girl’s knees weaken. There was a strap made of thick, red-brown leather, split into two wicked tails. Beside this tawse was a pair of heavy handcuffs and a coil of rope, a black velvet bag, and a small black rubber ball attached to some straps.

			‘Now, Sophie,’ Mrs Powell said into her ear, squeezing the girl’s arm so hard it hurt. ‘You are going to perform a little dance to entertain the company, and then you are going to take off your clothes. What happens next will depend, to a large extent, on how nicely you dance for us. And you will be sensible this time, won’t you, my dear?’

			How poor Sophie managed to whisper the affirmative as she continued to stare at the horrid looking implements she did not know, but somehow she did.

			‘Good, good,’ Mrs Powell said, before addressing the host once again. ‘May we have the lights and music now, please?’

			‘Dr Montgomery, the lights, if you please,’ the superintendent said crisply, as he took up station next to a gramophone.

			There was a little positioning of dining chairs, until sufficient for the company were arranged in a rough semicircle before the marble fireplace. Then Dr Montgomery, a rather rotund fellow, turned on a couple of lights that shone in the direction of the hearth. ‘She needs to get into position,’ the doctor said, as he fussed with the lamps.

			‘Come along, Sophie,’ Mrs Powell steered her into place just in front of the fireplace, then let go of her arm and sat on a vacant chair. Everyone was seated now, except the superintendent and the doctor. The latter moved one of the lamps until it shone full in Sophie’s face, making her flinch and frown, and now she could only feel, rather than see, eight pairs of eyes on her body.

			The superintendent must have started the gramophone, because the music began to play. For a moment Sophie stood miserably in the glare of the lights, trying to smooth down the short hem of the frock, then she heard Mrs Powell say sharply, ‘Dance, Sophie, dance,’ followed by a clap of her hands.

			Not daring to refuse this time, Sophie started to move in time to the music, so anxious and embarrassed that her dancing must be graceless and awkward. Chuckling and audible comments from the audience did not help.

			‘She is a pretty little chit, but she dances like a duckling!’

			‘A bit wobbly, I’ll grant you, Julian, but she may strip with more grace.’

			‘Remember, it’s the little tart’s first time, boys.’

			‘True, Estelle, and she is young. There is plenty of time for her to learn.’

			‘Hm, with help from your cane, eh, Desmond?’

			The music changed to a slower melody, and for the first few bars she still danced miserably, trying to stop the tears she felt welling.

			‘Take off your dress now, Sophie,’ Mrs Powell’s voice ordered from the glaring lamps, and the tears did begin to flow. With fumbling fingers Sophie somehow undid the buttons that secured the back of the frock, and to the accompaniment of the odd encouraging comment she slipped it off and dropped it to the floor. To her utter mortification there was a general murmuring of impressed approbation, and even a smattering of clapping.

			‘Keep dancing, girl,’ Mrs Powell ordered, and Sophie continued to sway with the music, tears meandering down her blushing cheeks and glistening under the glare of the lamps.

			‘All right, my dear, we want to see your titties, now,’ Mrs Powell said crisply. ‘No need to take the basque off, just pull the cups down.’

			Sophie took a deep breath. She was still swaying to the music in a desultory sort of way, but she could not really concentrate on dancing. Somehow she forced herself to ease the cups down, until her breasts swelled free of the rounded containers.

			‘Very nice…’ someone growled.

			‘Gertrude, they look good enough to eat. You really have brought us a real treasure. Well done.’

			Sophie danced on, miserably aware that her unconstrained breasts were swaying and quivering as she moved in time to the gentle rhythm.

			‘Time for your knickers now, dear Sophie,’ Mrs Powell said after a short while, and Sophie hesitated, all too awfully aware that if she took of the frilly panties she would be exposing her freshly shaven sex to the whole company, but with a sob of reluctance, knowing she had little choice, she bent to pull her panties down. Tears dripped from her chin onto her stockinged knees, and as the pink panties shimmered down there was a collective murmur of appreciation from the audience.

			‘No, you silly girl,’ Mrs Powell admonished as Sophie straightened up. ‘Don’t cover yourself. Lift your hands above your head and keep dancing. Turn around from time to time; we also want to see your delicious bottom.’

			How she obeyed Sophie did not know. Her knees felt weak and she hoped she might actually faint, as that would free her from such unbearable humiliation. But she dared not disobey, and somehow made herself lift her hands high and occasionally turn her back to the lecherous onlookers, and have to listen to lewd comments about her bottom rather than her breasts and shaven pussy.

			For how long she danced she could not say, but the music stopped at last and the lights were switched off. Quickly she bent down to retrieve her dress and knickers.

			‘What are you doing?’ Mrs Powell demanded as Sophie instinctively reached down for her dress and knickers. ‘Leave those alone. Just stand still and put your hands behind your head. You must wait while the gentlemen and ladies score your performance.’

			Sophie watched meekly as the woman handed out cards and pens to the assembled guests. Then she moved to Sophie’s side and fixed the trembling girl with her gimlet gaze. ‘I don’t know why you’re blubbing like that,’ she said tersely. ‘If I were you I would save some tears for later. For now you are to be scored out of ten – five marks for your dancing and five for the rest of your performance, and as there are eight guests you have a maximum of eighty. Do you understand me?’

			Sophie swallowed hard and nodded briefly.

			‘You are required to achieve a score of ninety-five percent overall. Any less and I am afraid that we will require a forfeit.’

			Mrs Powell looked from Sophie to the table, and with mounting alarm the girl followed her gaze, her stomach tightening as she eyed the ominous implements.

			‘What we do is subtract your total score from the required figure. What is left is how many strokes you are awarded, in order to buck your ideas up for next time.’

			Sophie felt herself swoon a little, the woman’s menacing words chasing around her bewildered head, but Mrs Powell slipped an arm around her waist and held her steady. All she understood for sure was that her ordeal was far from being at an end.

			‘Superintendent Rutherford?’

			Sophie did not want to look; she wanted to keep looking at the floor and try to blot out what was happening to her, but a dreadful curiosity seized her and she simply had to lift her gaze.

			The superintendent held up two pre-printed cards, and Sophie nearly fell of the chair she now stood on.

			‘Artistic impression,’ Mrs Powell announced, ‘three.’ She jotted down the figure in a notebook. ‘Striptease expertise… two.’

			Sophie had very nearly baulked again when they made her stand up on the chair, and it did take a few slaps from Mrs Powell to encourage her. Then once the superintendent put the heavy handcuffs on her, chaining her wrists behind her back, any rebellion was completely quashed and she let him help her up onto the chair.

			She was then targeted by one of the lights, while the other one was trained on the onlookers, Dr Montgomery moving it as each member gave their verdict, so that Mrs Powell and Sophie could read the cards as they were held up.

			Sophie blinked and wondered if she had understood the system. Surely Mrs Powell had said that each card gave a score out of a possible five, which would mean that, counting both cards, Superintendent Rutherford only scored her five out of a possible ten. But that would mean that there were five, minus something small for the allowed five percent. No, she thought, that cannot be right. It was too complicated and she had been in no state to listen carefully to Mrs Powell’s explanation.

			Sophie darted an anxious glance at the portly man the others had called George, as he was next in line to pass sentence.

			Piggy eyes stared back at her and she saw him lick his lips, and instinctively tried to bring her hands around to shield her naked sex and breasts, which merely made the handcuffs chink as she pulled hopelessly at them.

			At that moment she felt even more naked than ever, standing helpless and handcuffed, presented for their delectation on the chair, the bright lamp focussed on her vulnerable form, their collective gaze crawling over her exposed flesh, feeling their arousal and amusement, their desire and contempt.

			‘Mr Pettifer, your scores, if you please,’ Mrs Powell said.

			‘Artistic impression, two. Striptease expertise, two also.’ From over the cards with their appallingly low scores, George Pettifer gave her a little smile and winked.

			‘Let’s see now,’ Mrs Powell said as she totted up the scores and did the necessary calculations. There was a possible eighty points available, but Sophie has scored an extremely disappointing total of thirty-three.’

			The feeble score provoked a murmur from the audience, and Sophie felt her knees begin to buckle.

			‘As ninety-five percent of eighty is seventy-six, we subtract thirty-three from seventy-six leaving us with…’ The room seemed to hold its collective breath. The sum should have been simple enough but Sophie was so distressed and so distracted by her situation she could not concentrate on it. ‘Thirty-eight.’

			‘Thirty-eight strokes,’ George Pettifer echoed excitedly. ‘Well, well, the little baggage is certainly going to know she’s had a belting.’

			‘We must encourage these girls to do their best for us,’ one of his female associates said. ‘It was clear that the little trollop was not even trying.’

			‘Quite right, Estelle,’ Julian put in. ‘If we skin her arse properly now, next time she is sure to give us a better show altogether.’

			Sophie felt sick and could not help but look over at the tawse laid out and waiting, as Mrs Powell moved to the table and the superintendent unlocked the handcuffs. But Sophie’s wrists were only free for a moment, as he secured them again immediately in front of her. Mrs Powell picked up the velvet bag and the tawse and moved back to the chair Sophie stood upon. The poor girl stared at the belt with growing horror, but it was the bag that Mrs Powell held up to her.

			‘Reach in and pick out a tile,’ she instructed, and without knowing why, but not daring to disobey, Sophie did and felt a number of small cubes within the warm velvet. She then withdrew one of the tiles.

			‘Read the number on it for us all to hear,’ Mrs Powell said, and Sophie weakly announced the number seven.

			‘Damn it,’ Julian grumbled.

			‘Good grief, George,’ Marjorie said, ‘how do you always do it?’

			‘Just lucky, I guess,’ George chortled gleefully.

			‘So what is it to be?’ Mrs Powell asked. ‘Are you going to choose to flog her, or be the first for “afters”?’

			‘You are joking?’ George said, staring at Sophie with a delighted leer. ‘You sadists can compete for the pleasure of thrashing her, whereas I intend to be the first to fuck the succulent little morsel!’

			This time her knees buckled so much that she might have fallen from the chair had the superintendent not supported her by the arm.

			‘All right, Sophie, choose another tile, please,’ Mrs Powell continued, and the bewildered girl reached into the bag again. ‘Read it out, nice and clearly now.’

			‘It’s n-number three,’ she managed.

			‘Ho!’ the delighted superintendent exclaimed beside her. ‘I am really going to enjoy this, my dear!’

			‘Twenty-two!’ the audience chorused as the twin tails bit yet again into Sophie’s bottom and she howled forlornly. The superintendent was as uncompromising as he was skilful. Every stroke of the tawse that cracked across her bottom was fearsomely harsh as well as accurate. Sophie twisted and moaned in pain, her buttocks and upper thighs boiling with pain. Surely the skin must have blistered, she thought as she writhed on Estelle’s back.

			The blonde had won the right to ‘horse’ the girl, so she was made to put her arms around the woman’s neck, who bent a little, holding her wrists just above the handcuffs, and pulled the alarmed girl’s feet clear of the floor. It was a strange and insecure feeling. Her hands were pinioned, her naked breasts pressed into the back of the blonde’s angora sweater, while her stockinged toes dangled helplessly just above the carpeted floor

			Until the first wicked stroke of the belt, that is. Once the twin tails cracked across her naked bottom with a pistol shot retort, Sophie’s feet danced rather than dangled. She writhed, she bucked, she twisted and she kicked as the police officer belted her with measured ferocity, but Estelle had no difficulty holding her in position.

			‘She’s getting a little noisy, now,’ Mrs Powell said. ‘Shall we use the gag, do you think?’

			‘Might be an idea,’ the superintendent conceded.

			Sophie was barely capable of standing unsupported by now, but this was not a problem as many willing hands held her steady while her feet were lowered to the carpet. Hands also took the chance to feel her burning bottom and squeeze her breasts. One even rummaged between her legs.

			‘Oh…’ Sophie began, startled by the rude fondling, but the rubber ball-gag was quickly fed between her teeth.

			‘Open wider.’

			Sophie hesitated again, alarmed by the gag, but a vicious pinch to her nipple made her open her mouth to shriek and the ball was pushed further in. After that it was the work of a moment to buckle the straps that held it in place, and then again she was hoisted onto Estelle’s back and her bottom clenched fearfully.

			She heard the whistle of the tawse a second before the crack of the impact, and she heard the crack a second before the searing pain engulfed her. This time she could only emit a muffled squeal in response to the fire that blazed across her already tender bottom.

			‘Twenty-three!’ the audience chorused enthusiastically.

			‘Well, I don’t really see why not? Don’t be a spoilsport George.’

			‘Look, Julian, who won the lottery? I want to fuck her first.’

			‘Of course, old chap, no one is saying you shouldn’t, only I don’t see why I shouldn’t make use of the other end while you do your thing.’

			‘Because I want the gorgeous little bitch to focus on me while I’m fucking her, that’s why. You can wait to get sucked off, surely?’

			Sophie was weary and distracted by the throbbing in her punished rear, so the conversation only made vague sense to her.

			Then her torso was pulled across the tabletop, the superintendent holding the chain of the handcuffs, making her stretch over the lustrous surface. Estelle lit a cigarette and watched with amused eyes, and Julian muttered about George’s selfishness.

			Sophie gave a muffled moan. The gag was still in place and prevented any more coherent sound. George was feeling the soft folds between her legs and producing sensations strange and overwhelming, quite different and yet somehow connected to the soreness in her poor bottom.

			‘She’s very wet already,’ he drooled.

			‘Must be your immense charm, George,’ Estelle said sarcastically, then something firm and rounded pressed at Sophie’s sex lips, George gave a couple of grunts, and she felt him sink deep inside her with one lunging penetration, and after all the pain and humiliation suffered, rather to her surprise she was engulfed by waves of overwhelming pleasure.

			George began to swear and snort, and Sophie’s orgasm came quickly. As she writhed on the table and panted around the gag, so George erupted inside her and she slumped, spent and exhausted on the polished mahogany.

			George muttered an appreciative curse and withdrew, and Sophie felt the gag being unbuckled and the rubber ball eased from her aching mouth. She was still in a state of dreamy fatigue, her mind overwhelmed by extremes of sensation; pain, desire and humiliation, when her hair was clutched and her head pulled up. A glass of water was put to her lips, which she drank thankfully.

			‘Now, Sophie,’ the superintendent said, ‘your evening isn’t over, so no time for rest yet. It’s time for you to fellate Mr Peterson. Then you can see how well your tongue does on a lady, and after that I am going to bugger you.’

			‘Ah, there you are, Sophie,’ Mrs Powell said, smiling amiably at her. ‘I’ll be wanting both you and Sharon this evening.’

			‘Yes, Mrs Powell,’ Sophie responded, and the woman was gone as quickly as she’d appeared. Sophie shared a glance with Sharon, an elegant blonde, who looked rather nervous.

			‘Will they want us to…?’ Sharon began, but faltered. She was still fairly new to the household and had only been to two of Mrs Powell’s parties.

			‘Dance?’ Sophie finished for her. ‘Yes, they will. They always want us to dance.’

			‘No, I meant—’

			‘Yes,’ Sophie cut her off a little impatiently. ‘Yes, of course they will want to do that too.’ She thought with dread about the tawse and the awful scoring system, and then she thought about the ‘afters’ with an altogether different emotion. But before that she would have to perform. As time had gone on her scores improved, but she’d not yet been able to get her forfeit under twenty strokes. ‘They always want to indulge themselves in such ways, Sharon,’ she said in a more sympathetic tone, looking into the blonde’s anxious eyes. ‘But if I were you, I should worry more about the quality of your dancing.’

			The Honey Moons

			The sound of distant church bells broke into Eve’s reverie, and she wondered how long she’d been sitting there looking at the picture album. She looked at the clock and felt a fluttering in her tummy, a potent mixture of anxiety and excitement thrilling her. There was no putting it off any longer. It was time to get prepared.

			First she took a shower, gasping with pleasure as the jets of hot water pummelled her naked body. Eve loved to shower and usually lingered, but today was the big day and time was running short, so she turned it off and quickly dried herself. Then naked she sat in front of the dressing table mirror and blow-dried her long golden hair. She wondered if she should have gone to a hairdresser to have it elegantly styled, but Ross loved it left free to fall in tresses around her shapely shoulders, and so did she.

			It took time to dry and brush to shining perfection, and there was more urgency in her actions as she began to apply her make-up with customary skill. She kept it fairly simple; a touch of pale blue eye-shadow to compliment the deeper azure of her eyes and pick out the forget-me-nots in her bouquet, a touch of mascara to enhance her long eyelashes and just the merest hint of blusher. A sugar-pink shade of lipstick, matching her nail varnish, completed the job.

			She stood and contemplated herself solemnly, lifting her firm, full breasts appraisingly. She tried to find fault, but she’d never been neurotic about such matters. In fact, Eve had to admit that her self-criticism was unfounded. The truth was that her figure looked pretty damned good.

			‘Eve!’ a voice called from downstairs. ‘Eve, get a move on!’

			The basque was in a flat box, wrapped in tissue paper, and she took it out almost reverently. It was delicate white lace and satin, and had cost a small fortune. Much too much to pay for just one day, however special, she thought with a guilty smile as she hooked the garment up and adjusted her breasts in the scalloped lace cups.

			She took the flat packet of stockings from the drawer and snapped off the cellophane wrapper. They were pure white with deep lace tops. She smoothed them up her long legs and clipped them to the suspenders of the basque with a little difficulty; mounting nervousness was making her fingers clumsy, she realised.

			One garter, white lace and blue satin; she pulled it up around her right thigh, then hurriedly slipped on the costly white silk knickers. Little fingerless lace gloves followed and, at last, she was ready for the dress.

			She should have got Elaine to help her, she thought as she struggled to get into the thing. Fortunately the white silk creation was front fastening, otherwise she might have been there wrestling with rustling silk for the rest of the day.

			‘Eve!’

			‘Nearly ready!’

			She had to run the brush through her hair again before she placed the veil over her head, then picking up the bouquet she allowed herself a last look at her reflection.

			‘Wow,’ she said, astonished; the girl in the mirror really did look pretty damned fabulous, she had to admit. She might have been a model in a wedding magazine.

			Ross shrugged off the jacket of his morning suit and placed it on the back of an upright chair. She watched him move with pleasure. He was ten years older than her, but very fit and tanned, six foot tall, with short dark hair.

			If the bride was nervous, it was clear that the groom did not share the feeling. Indeed, Ross seemed positively relaxed. As she stood wondering what to do he poured himself a brandy and settled into a comfortable chair. Only then did he give her his attention. She found herself standing a little awkwardly in front of him as his dark brown eyes locked onto hers. He kept looking intently at her, until she began to blush.

			‘That really is a beautiful dress, Eve,’ he said at last, slowly swirling the brandy around in the glass. ‘But now it’s time to take it off.’

			She could feel her cheeks glowing. Eve had known, of course, that this would be part of the bargain, but she had not expected this moment to come so soon. She looked at the window with something close to alarm. It was still light outside. It was not even time to go to bed.

			‘Please…’ she began, but her voice wavered, the look of displeasure in his eyes stopping her short.

			‘You have already kept me waiting once today.’ His voice had become a low, menacing growl. ‘I really would not advise doing so again.’

			It seemed she had no choice, so blushing furiously she began to undo the dress with trembling fingers. He watched from the chair sipping his brandy, making no move to help.

			‘Put it over there, that’s right, now come and stand in front of me,’ he said, quietly but firmly. ‘I want to look at you.’ She could not have explained why, but she found his insistent tone more difficult to disobey than any bellowed order could have been. His strength and air of authority were a part of what had attracted her to Ross in the first place. Now that authoritative aura seemed to hold her in its spell.

			Still blushing uncontrollably Eve did as she was told, and feeling an intoxicating mixture of excitement and embarrassment, stood awkwardly in her bridal lingerie before her husband, who calmly sat and contemplated her from his chair.

			‘No,’ he said, ‘I don’t want you to cover yourself. Keep your hands at your sides, please Eve, I want to look at you.’

			‘Please, Ross…’ she managed timorously, wishing she could control her furious blushing.

			‘What was it you said at the wedding ceremony?’ he demanded, a touch of real anger in his voice. ‘I thought you vowed to honour and obey.’

			Eve bit her lip. It was true. However embarrassed she might be, she must honour her vows. Reluctantly she took her hands away from her lace-cupped breasts, horribly aware that the white filigree did little to veil her nipples, which for some reason seemed to have become startlingly erect. Somehow she forced her trembling fingers to her sides.

			Ross took a sip of brandy and perused her with unhurried but all too evident relish. Eve found it almost unbearable to stand and be appraised in such a way. She felt like a harem slave, displayed for the pleasure of some eastern potentate. It was too much and she felt she must protest.

			‘Please, Ross…’ she began again, but her husband raised a finger and frowned.

			‘No,’ he said, quietly but firmly, ‘I do not want you to speak. I want you to be quiet. Now, my girl, come closer.’

			She looked at the beckoning finger, and then hesitantly moved to him, feeling hypnotised, somehow powerless to rebel, until she stood so close that her stockinged leg almost touched his suited knee, so close that she could smell the heady scent of expensive brandy in his glass, so close that she could hear her husband breath. He reached out a tanned hand and gripped her lace-encased thigh, just above her knee, and she could not help whimpering in response to his firm, almost painful grip.

			‘Be quiet and be still,’ he ordered, stroking the stockinged flesh with evident relish, Eve trying, with limited success, to control the trembling his caressing hand provoked.

			‘Turn around.’

			Eve did, and gasped as he patted her silk-sheathed bottom.

			‘Now Eve, I want you to place your hands behind your neck.’

			She did as she was told, and his hand continued to caress her bottom.

			‘Lovely,’ he said. ‘You have a truly lovely bum, Eve, and it feels so nice in these silk knickers that I could touch it all day, so it is almost a pity that they have to come down now.’

			What did he mean to do next? Her heart was hammering as she felt him slip his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and ease them down to her stocking tops. She was desperate to find out his intentions, but following his firm instruction to be silent she did not dare ask.

			‘I am going to spank you now, Eve,’ he said, as if reading her thoughts.

			‘Sp-spank me…?’ The statement was so outrageous that for a moment she quite forgot herself.

			‘Shhhh…’ His hand was back on her bare bottom, fondling the soft cheeks possessively. ‘You made me wait. I do not like to be kept waiting. I want you to understand that, so I intend to spank you before we go to bed. Do you understand me?’

			‘Yes, sir,’ she said softly, for there seemed to be nothing else to say.

			‘All right,’ his hand was still cupping her bare behind, ‘I want you to get over my knee.’

			‘Oh please… Ross… sir,’ she stumbled. ‘This really isn’t necessary… ow!’

			Her husband chuckled as he pinched her, but when he spoke his voice remained commanding. ‘I will decide what is necessary,’ he stated. ‘Now, I really do suggest that you do as I say without question.’

			Not daring to disobey him further, Eve apprehensively lowered herself onto his lap and felt a hand clasp her waist, feeling the warmth of his fingers through the satin and lace of her basque. She could feel something else, too – something rigid beneath Ross’s trousers, pressing against her flank as he held her.

			‘Such a sweet bottom,’ he said. ‘My own honey moons.’ He chuckled at his own pun and smacked her gently. Eve held her breath with trepidation, quite unable to share in his amusement, the anticipation becoming unbearable.

			Then the stroking stopped and the only sound in the room was the previously unheard clock, as she waited for his hand to sweep viciously down.

			Smack! Eve gave a gasp of relieved tension and felt the heat start to suffuse her left buttock.

			Smack! Another solid spank bounced off her right cheek.

			The next smack stung the bare back of her upper left thigh, taking her a little by surprise. She couldn’t stop herself wriggling, and felt her husband’s restraining hand on her waist grip tighter as another slap impacted on her right thigh.

			‘Be quiet and stop squirming,’ he admonished, the latter in particular being an order she struggled to obey, her bottom glowing, every new smack making her writhe helplessly in response, the relentless sensuality of the punishment stronger than the spell of his authority.

			‘This is to teach you that you are mine now,’ he told her. ‘Rings and churches are all very well, but for you and me this is the real ceremony.’ More solid spanks rained down on her bottom to punctuate his words and Eve tried not to cry or wriggle, but it was just too much, too intense to lie still and endure. Her bottom was really stinging, and every new smack made her yelp with pain.

			‘Please Ross, ow!’ she babbled helplessly as her husband spanked her bare bottom with skill and obvious relish. ‘Please I’m, ow! I’m sorry for keeping you, ow, waiting. I promise I won’t do it again.’

			At last he stopped, but by now her bottom cheeks were glowing, and in truth the sensation was more pleasurable than really painful.

			‘I hope you’ve learned your lesson, Eve,’ Ross said, his voice sounding less assured and authoritative. In fact, he seemed more than a little hoarse. ‘I know it’s still early, but I think we should go to bed now.’

			‘Was it good?’ he asked sleepily.

			‘Yes, Ross,’ she replied, embraced in his arms, ‘it was great.’

			Reluctantly she disentangled herself from his embrace.

			‘Stay,’ he said.

			‘I’m not going anywhere, silly,’ she replied, undoing her basque. ‘This thing just gets a bit uncomfortable after a while.’ She smiled at the little boy pout he put on. ‘Don’t worry,’ she said with a wicked grin, ‘tomorrow is a bank holiday Monday. If you like I’ll put the whole lot on again.’

			He laughed. ‘Funny to think that some girls only wear their wedding dresses once,’ he said. ‘What a tragic waste.’

			‘Hm,’ she mused, ‘I’m only worried that mine is going to wear out, the amount of use it gets.’

			‘Don’t worry,’ he said with an adoring smile, ‘if it does I’ll buy you another one.’

			He kept his eyes on her as she unclipped the suspenders of the basque and put the lace confection to one side. Then kneeling on the bed she felt her bottom; there was still a perceptible glow of heat against her palm.

			‘Ooh,’ she sulked, ‘you didn’t have to spank me so hard, you rotten beast.’

			‘I barely touched you, you little minx, but I will really skin your bottom if you don’t come here this minute.’

			‘Yes, sir,’ she said in her sweetest, most submissive tone, batting her eyelashes coyly, ‘and shall I keep the veil and stockings on?’

		

	


	
		
			Squeak Piggy Squeak

			Mr Porrit puts the phone down and looks up at Cherry, with a sly smile.

			‘That was Peter Manfry. He’s going to bring Bunty over for a spot of training. We thought we’d work you two girls together for a few hours this afternoon. Won’t that be nice?’

			‘Yes, Mr Porrit,’ Cherry says softly. But of course she’s lying through her pearly-white teeth.

			First of all there is not going to be anything nice about ‘a spot of training’. Cherry has only been with Mr Porrit for a fortnight, but that is quite enough to have discovered that his idea of ‘training’ is not nice at all. Not for the eighteen-year-old girl getting trained, at any rate, though Mr Porrit certainly seems to have a nice enough time actually training her.

			Nor is there anything pleasant in the prospect of being ‘worked’. In Mr Porrit’s peculiar language it seems to mean a girl being punished and painfully humiliated, not to mention having the men fuck her, or making her suck them off.

			And there is also the problem of Bunty. Bunty might not be dim, exactly, but she is certainly prone to panic. The couple of times that Cherry has been trained with her so far have been awful. Bunty’s panics are bad news for Cherry, especially when it comes to playing what Mr Porrit calls ‘two girl games’. That there will be two girl games with Bunty this afternoon is a foregone conclusion. That Cherry will end up getting punished as a result of Bunny panicking, a stone cold, stomach-churning certainty.

			So it will not be nice for Cherry, though no doubt it will be lovely for Mr Porrit and Mr Manfry. Mr Porrit is a man who lives for training girls. Plump and balding, in his late fifties, he looks like a solicitor or banker but seems to be retired. At any rate his afternoons are spent ‘working’ Cherry, and sometimes his friends’ girls too. Mr Porrit has a lot of friends. Mostly they are other middle-aged men, but there are also one or two women and a couple of younger chaps. They have two things in common, however. They all talk in Mr Porrit’s peculiar language, and they all have their own girls.

			It will be nice for Mr Manfry too, of course. Mr Manfry is fat rather than plump, a large jolly man who spanks extraordinarily hard, and he seems to have a bit of a thing for Cherry. Certainly, last time he brought Bunty round he could not keep his hands off her. Cherry licks her lips anxiously, remembering those meaty hands.

			Fortunately, perhaps, Cherry does not have much time to dwell on what is going to happen. Mr Porrit lives alone, apart from Cherry, and he does not do housework, so she has to wash up the breakfast things, and then she has to make the beds and vacuum. Mr Porrit then disappears down the stairs to the cellar, while she makes his lunch.

			Cherry prepares ham and tomato sandwiches and tries not to think about the cellar and what he might be getting ready there. The cellar is Cherry’s least favourite part of Mr Porrit’s big semi-detached house, though there are other places, like the back bedroom, that she’s not too keen on either.

			The cellar covers the whole footprint of the house and is unusually deep, so the ceiling is quite high. Cherry thinks that Mr Porrit probably bought the house for the cellar. He certainly seems to have spent plenty of money on it, over the years.

			He keeps looking at her and winking as they eat their ham sandwiches. As usual he sits opposite her at the kitchen table.

			‘I’ve a couple of surprises for you down there,’ he says ominously. ‘Eat your sandwiches, sweetheart, you will need your strength later on.’

			But Cherry finds it very hard to swallow; her mouth is much too dry. She drinks more tea and nibbles at the sandwich. She wishes she could leave it but knows that is not allowed.

			After lunch Cherry has to get herself ready, a quick shower and then dress in training clothes. Sometimes this means stockings and suspenders, which are Mr Porrit’s favourites, but today it is just a very thin, tight vest thing. It is much too short to meet the brief white cotton knickers, so there is a band of bare flesh around her midriff. The rest of the outfit consists of white knee socks and white plimsolls.

			Cherry catches a glimpse of herself in the mirror and blushes. She is a pretty girl with a shock of nut-brown curls. Mr Porrit calls her figure on the shapely side of slender. Her breasts are a nice size if not overly large, certainly high and firm. Mr Porrit says her bottom is a ‘peach’, but Cherry cannot see it properly herself. At least her legs are long and, Cherry thinks, rather shapely. The white socks make her look coltish and girly, but the worse thing is that she can see the outline of her nipples through the tight vest.

			‘Cherry, stop admiring yourself in the mirror and come down, Mr Manfry and Bunty are here!’

			Cherry blushes a deep shade of crimson. Mr Porrit often does that. She wonders how he knows. Swallowing glumly, she sets off down the stairs, where Mr Manfry and his Bunty are waiting in the hall.

			‘Cherry,’ Mr Manfry smiles up at her as she descends, rubbing his fat hands together, ‘you look even lovelier than the last time. If you ever get tired of her, Norman, you know where to come.’

			Bunty stands a little behind him. She is a tall girl and big built; buxom and curvaceous and just a little plump. Her face is pleasant, quite pretty, though not gorgeous. As usual, she looks a bit peculiar and a lot uncomfortable.

			Bunty has blonde hair that’s been plaited into two pigtails, just above her ears. She is wearing a pale blue plastic raincoat, done up to her throat, but by the time Cherry reaches the foot of the stairs she has unbuttoned it and begun to take it off.

			Beneath the coat she’s wearing an outfit almost identical to Cherry’s, but she looks quite different in it. If Cherry’s vest is a little too revealing, Bunty’s is absurd. Her large breasts look as if they’re about to burst out of the tight little top, which is stretched up and out and thus shortened even further, the hem straining only a few inches below her bust. She also looks like she’s about to split her cotton panties, which dig deep into her generous flesh at waist and crotch.

			Judging by Bunty’s face, which would make most beetroots look pale, she is perfectly aware of how exposed she looks. The blonde girl hangs her head and looks at the parquet floor.

			‘Look Cherry,’ Mr Manfry says jovially, ‘here’s Bunty come to play.’

			‘You remember Bunty, Cherry,’ Mr Porrit steps up behind her and presses a hand in the small of her back. ‘Cherry has been looking forward to this all day, haven’t you, Cherry?’

			‘Yes, Mr Porrit,’ she answers in a slightly hoarse whisper, colouring a little. She knows not to contradict him, especially not before a training session. But still she finds it peculiarly humiliating to be made to lie about her feelings. Her hands clench a little at her sides as the men look at her and chuckle.

			‘Well,’ says Mr Porrit, at last, ‘I suppose we had better make a start. Shall we go?’

			Mr Porrit’s ‘little collection’ takes up most of one of the longer, whitewashed cellar walls. Today, as usual when they have company, they have to go and admire it before ‘getting down to business’. Cherry doesn’t know which is worse; being ‘worked’ is extremely vexing, and standing looking at things might seem preferable. The problem is that Mr Porrit’s collection is a vast array of implements designed for punishing girls. There are canes, dozens of them, rattan, dragon, kooboo and lots of other names Cherry has had to learn. There are the riding whips or crops, a score or more. Cherry has to be able to distinguish a polo from a dressage whip. There are tawse, straps, cats, martinets and floggers, plaited dog whips, signal whips and bullwhips, and the best collection – such is Mr Porrit’s proud boast – of American quirts in England, if not Europe. All in all the wall presents a gloomy prospect, especially for are a girl who is about to be ‘worked’.

			Today Mr Porrit is showing Mr Manfry his US college paddles. These are long heavy things with elaborate decorations. He has about a dozen on the wall.

			‘Most of these are fraternity paddles, of course. Used in their initiation ceremonies. But these,’ he took two slightly smaller paddles from their hooks, ‘are genuine sorority spanking paddles. This one,’ he held up the darker one, ‘dates back to the fifties. It was used until the early eighties, so it must have tanned thousands of co-ed bottoms in its time.’

			‘Phew!’ Mr Manfry whistled with admiration. ‘Imagine that! All those poor sorority sisters bending over… may I, or is it too fragile?’

			‘By all means, the thing is tough as old boots; I guess it could deal with another thousand initiations if it had to.’

			‘Thanks, Norman. Bunty, turn around and touch your toes.’

			Bunty blinks anxiously at the thing before turning and obeying. Cherry wonders as she sees the blonde’s broad bottom presented how panties can be stretched so tightly and yet not split. Her mouth has gone familiarly dry, and her heart is pounding. The men take their time, chatting and chuckling, utterly relaxed and at their ease.

			After what seems like an age Mr Manfry raises the paddle, and just before he brings it down he looks at Cherry and winks. Then the paddle sweeps down to meet its target. The polished maple connects with a smack that echoes around the cellar, and sends a bolt of fear into Cherry’s soul.

			Bunty yelps with pain and hops about a little. The men tut tut and say this will never do, so Bunty has to bend again and get another smack from the paddle. This time Mr Porrit administers it and Bunty gasps, but more or less keeps her legs still.

			Cherry waits for the order to bend over, but amazingly it does not come. The men put the paddles back and then turn to the girls.

			‘Would you like to get warmed up first, my dears?’ Mr Porrit asks with hypocritical consideration.

			‘Yes please, Mr Porrit,’ Cherry answers, with Bunty still sobbing a little from the paddle pain, joining in a little raggedly at the end.

			‘Very well, what do you think, Peter? Squat thrusts or a tummy session?’

			‘Oh, tummy session, definitely. Bunty needs some work there, and also,’ he lowers his voice confidentially but keeps it loud enough for the girls to hear him, ‘once they have done their abdominal crunches they will need to do “the plank”.’

			Cherry isn’t looking forward to ‘the plank’ at all, but she is quite glad it is going to be a ‘tummy session’. The reason is simple but rather selfish; Bunty is much worse at it than Cherry, so hopefully Bunty will get most of the punishment and she will be spared.

			‘The gym’ is an area of the cellar with rubber matting, some benches and a couple of electric powered treadmills. The lighting in this area is fluorescent and it is therefore very bright. The girls are made to lie on their backs with their feet towards each other, and Mr Manfry takes a tawse from the collection. Mr Porrit has a thin, very whippy cane.

			‘All right, girls, an easy one to start, abdominal crunches,’ he says. ‘Feet on the floor, legs bent, you know the drill, hands up to your ears. Ready, steady, and one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, pause. Very poor. You both need to work harder. After all, we are doing this for your benefit, not ours. Come up further. If you don’t do the next set a lot better I am afraid you might not much like the consequences.’

			He starts counting again. Of course, Cherry was doing close to her best the first time, so it is hard to lift her upper body further, or move more briskly. Every time she raises herself she sees Bunty between her legs. Bunty is red-faced and wild-eyed, and it is clear she is not raising her torso high enough.

			‘Cherry, that was truly poor. Bunty, raise your legs.’

			Cherry has a moment to get her breath back. Bunty has to raise her legs, and then Mr Manfry seizes her ankles and pulls her feet back over her head. Then Mr Porrit steps forward and cracks the cane across the backs of her thighs. Once, twice, three times in quick succession. Bunty squeals and jerks, but Mr Manfry holds her steady.

			‘You are a lazy trollop, Bunty,’ Mr Porrit says, ‘but you will do better even if I have to skin you.’

			‘Stop whimpering, you silly girl, Mr Porrit barely flicked you,’ says fat Mr Manfry.

			Now they have to raise their legs, pointing their toes at the cellar ceiling and as Mr Porrit counts they have to raise their bottoms from the mat. Cherry hates this exercise. It hurts deep in her belly. It hurts even without Mr Porrit’s thin cane and Mr Manfry’s strap to encourage them.

			‘One, two, three, four, five, six,’ Mr Porrit counts out as pitilessly as a metronome to twelve. Bunty is gasping, wheezing and panting. The men exchange glances. Mr Porrit starts again.

			‘One, two…’

			‘Come on, Cherry, buck up,’ orders Mr Manfry, and she keeps lifting her bottom, stomach muscles screaming, as he raises the strap. It hisses horribly and cracks across her bottom. Cherry can’t help letting out a yelp. It hurts like hell but she has to keep her bottom pumping. Somehow she gets to the magic twelve.

			‘Keep going to twenty,’ Mr Porrit instructs, cracking his cane across Bunty’s bottom for punctuation. Cherry gasps with trepidation as the strap rises again.

			‘Fourteen, fifteen, sixteen…’

			Cherry’s stomach muscles are rebelling and her bottom is aflame. Blinking tears away she glimpses Mr Manfry smiling as he brings down the tawse again. This time the two stiff tails lash her across the tops of her thighs. Cherry has her teeth clenched but a shriek of pain escapes them. It burns! It scalds! It scorches! Her thighs feel like he’s skinned them. She gets to twenty and collapses, gasping and panting, aware only of the pain in her hindquarters, and somewhere, far in the background, that Bunty is shrieking as Mr Porrit belabours her bottom with the cane.

			‘That was horrible,’ Mr Porrit says a few moments later.

			Cherry is still panting heavily and her behind is still throbbing. Bunty is gasping like a landed fish and sobbing with pain.

			‘Absolutely, awful,’ Mr Manfry agrees. ‘I never saw such a pathetic exhibition.’

			‘Pathetic? That is the word. Now let’s try it again!’

			‘Well, Peter, I think they are warmed up nicely,’ Mr Porrit adjudges. ‘What do you think?’

			Mr Manfry sniggers. ‘Yes, that got the circulation going.’

			Cherry has collapsed on the rubber mat and is gasping desperately. She has had another three whistlers from the tawse and a couple of nasty cracks from Mr Porrit’s cane so her bottom is burning. Bunty is sobbing brokenly. She collapsed halfway through the second round of exercises, so both strap and cane have been used extensively if ineffectually on her thighs and bottom; a circumstance that afforded Cherry some most welcome relief.

			Then the girls had been made to do ‘the plank’. This meant raising themselves, on their elbows and toes, holding their bodies stiff and straight between. This time they were arranged facing each other, inches apart, so as Mr Porrit slowly counted thirty, Cherry had a close up view of the strain on Bunty’s face. By five her cheeks were red and forehead creasing. By ten Bunty was grimacing horribly. Pain started to spread through Cherry’s middle by the time he counted twenty, but Bunty had long since collapsed on the mat.

			‘Get up you lazy, lazy, lazy girl!’ Mr Manfry roared, bringing the tawse down three times in quick succession on Bunty’s bottom and thighs as she lay sobbing under the onslaught. At last Mr Porrit counted thirty and Cherry also slumped down.

			Of course they had to do it again, and of course Bunty couldn’t make it. Naturally she received a few more tawse strokes for her pains. But this time Cherry collapsed too, just after twenty, and Mr Porrit gave her three wicked strokes from his cane. The pain was so intense she could barely breathe, but now as it slowly ebbs she begins to gasp for air again.

			‘Come on now, girls, on your feet, you can’t lie there all day.’

			Cherry’s legs are wobbly, but she manages to get up. She is certainly ‘warmed up’ now. Apart from the burning stripes on her hindquarters, the exercises in the warm cellar have caused her to perspire freely too. The vest is soaked and sticking to her body. Even the cotton panties feel clammy and moist.

			Bunty struggles to her feet too, clearly more shaken than Cherry. The blonde’s face is as red as the angry stripes on her bare thighs. Her vest is drenched too and sticking to her skin. Previously the shape of her nipples had been visible against the tight vest, but now the wet cotton has turned translucent, and they can be seen, pressing pertly, almost as rosy as her tearstained cheeks. Her meaty thighs are beaded with sweat, as is her furrowed brow.

			‘Now,’ Mr Porrit says, smiling at the two perspiring young ladies, ‘time for a spot of drill.’

			At one end of the cellar is a sort of little stage. Consisting of four wooden blocks it forms a platform against the whitewashed brickwork of the cellar wall. Cherry and Bunty step up onto it reluctantly. They know what to do and take up position, facing the front, a little apart.

			There is the clunking of heavy switches being thrown and Cherry blinks against the blaze of light. Mr Porrit has had searchlights fixed, directed at the stage. If the strip lighting in the ‘gym’ was bright, this is ferocious. The goose pimples on her skin are revealed by the glare. She screws her eyes up and squints out against the light but cannot see the men, who have merged into the background shadows.

			‘All right, girls,’ Mr Porrit’s voice comes from beyond the bright shield of light, ‘let’s get to work. Position U-one, if you please.’

			U stands for upright; U-one is standing upright to attention. Cherry snaps into position as smartly as she can. Legs straight, arms at her sides, shoulders back and chest out, stomach pulled in tight.

			‘Shoulders back, Bunty,’ Mr Porrit warns. ‘Now girls, U-two.’

			Position U-two is at ease, so Cherry steps sideways with her right leg so that her feet are two feet apart. She grasps her left wrist in her right hand and holds them against the small of her back, making sure her hands do not cover her bottom. Several painful sessions have drilled that particular lesson into her.

			‘That was horrible. More snap, both of you, please.’

			There is a pause. Cherry always finds these moments the hardest. She knows the men are looking at Bunty and her as they stand transfixed by the bright glare of the arc lights. The lecherous men are running their eyes over the two girls’ nubile, perspiring, scantily clad young bodies, and Cherry knows they are fondling themselves.

			‘And… U-three.’

			U-three means widening her stance still further, and stretching out their arms horizontally. There is not quite space and her fingers briefly collide with Bunty’s, before finding their position a few inches below the outstretched arm of the taller girl.

			‘What was that? Horrible, horrible. Try to put some effort into it. After all, it is for your own good. Anyone would think you did not appreciate us giving up our time to teach you this drill. All right, B-three if you please.’

			The B’s are all bending over. B-three means turning, legs apart, and grasping shins just below the knees. Cherry’s bottom twitches expectantly as she bends over.

			‘Bunty, what do you think you’re doing? That is B-four, not B-three.’

			Bunty can be relied upon to get the position’s wrong, but the blonde girl’s travails are of little help to Cherry, because Mr Manfry gets up, with a bit of effort, onto the platform. She feels his plump hand pat her bottom.

			‘Need to be more careful, little Cherry,’ he says softly, his thumbs slipping into the waistband of her knickers and pulling them halfway down her thighs.

			Bunty squeals as Mr Porrit’s cane thwacks into her bottom, but Cherry’s mind is on other things. There is a horrible whooshing sound and the twin tails of Mr Manfry’s tawse cracks across her buttocks. She grips her legs harder and tries not to cry out as the pain floods through her, and it looks like she’s going to manage it until the tawse lashes her again.

			‘Ooooh!’ she gasps, barely aware of Bunty yelping under a quick fire succession of cane strokes beside her.

			‘Be quiet, you silly girl,’ Mr Manfry orders and cracks the tawse across her bottom again.

			Cherry is in agony now. The three strokes have all been across the middle of her bottom and each time the tawse tails have bitten into already reddened flesh. The third is too much to bear, and Cherry hisses with the pain. She feels as if she’s sat on a hot iron. Digging her fingernails into her calves until her knuckles whiten she wiggles her burning bottom furiously, as if this will, somehow, banish the excruciating pain.

			‘Stop making all that silly fuss, the pair of you.’

			As the pain subsides to manageable levels Cherry realises the men have stepped down from the tiny stage. She tries to breathe less brokenly and ignore Bunty’s sobbing.

			‘B-one!’

			B-one is feet together, touching toes, and Cherry really does ‘snap to it’ this time. Her poor scorching bottom needs respite.

			‘Very good, Bunty, you remembered,’ Mr Porrit says sarcastically, and beside Cherry Bunty makes a sniffling sound and sobs.

			‘All right, girls, ready for it… K-three, if you please.’

			The K positions are all kneeling. Cherry drops to her knees and a thump tells her that Bunty has done the same. K-three is kneeling upright with hands behind the head, which thrusts the girls’ breasts out further. The arc lights have made the stage quite hot now, and Cherry can feel the perspiration soaking more into the vest. But worse than that, her panties are still around her thighs and her sex is completely exposed in the bright glare.

			‘And… wait for it… wait for it… U-one!’

			Jumping up as quickly as she can, Cherry snaps into the attention position, trying to ignore the fact that her panties slip down to her knees when she brings her feet together.

			‘Are those knickers bothering you, girls?’

			‘No, sir,’ they say in unison. Mr Porrit likes to be called by his name usually, but when taking drill he insists on ‘sir’.

			‘Still, might as well have them off,’ he says, his voice sounding a little thick with excitement.

			‘They also look a little sticky in those vests,’ Mr Manfry says slyly.

			‘Quite right, Peter,’ Mr Porrit concedes. ‘Take the tops off too, girls.’

			Cherry does not know why she’s blushing as she strips to her socks and plimsolls in the pitiless glare of the arc lights. After all, she was already quite exposed enough, but it’s as if the little vest was a last vestige of dignity. Now she is quite naked with nothing to protect her body from the men’s hungry eyes, or their canes and straps.

			As if to emphasise the point she hears Mr Manfry give a whistle of appreciation.

			‘Your Cherry really is a scrumptious little piece of mischief, Norman,’ he says appreciatively.

			‘Hm,’ Mr Porrit says vaguely, ‘yes, I suppose she isn’t too bad. Bunty is looking rather delicious, too. That pale skin of hers really shows off her stripes.’

			‘Have they had enough drill, do you think? Should we…?’

			‘Perhaps in a minute. I think they would benefit from a little more. Girls, when I snap my fingers I want to see a really crisp B-five.’

			‘Oh dear, poor little Cherry,’ Mr Manfry says softly, ‘that really does look sore.’

			Cherry bites her lip and tries to stand still. She is on the floor of the cellar, bent over the wooden stage, leaning forward and supporting herself with her hands. Mr Manfry is behind her, examining her bottom with help from the arc lights. He has promised to put something on her bottom to help the stinging. There is a tub of soothing cream on the platform beside her and part of Cherry wants him to smooth it over her scorched rear. The other part is wondering what the tube of KY jelly he’s placed next to the cream is for.

			Both girls got a good few extra strokes as the drill session continued. Bunty received most, naturally, but even Cherry started to forget her positions by the end, so a regretful Mr Manfry ‘had to’ use his tawse on her some more. Now her bottom and thighs feel as if they’ve been grilled. Even though the belting has stopped she can hardly manage to keep still. Tears are running down cheeks that must be almost as red as her poor bottom, and she is trembling as she tries not to fidget. It is not just the pain, no; there is an urgent tingling between her parted thighs and she is desperate to touch herself to ease it, but she dare not move her hands from the stage.

			Mr Manfry and Cherry are alone in the cellar. Mr Porrit has taken a well whipped and helplessly sobbing Bunty upstairs with him to ‘help him fetch some sherry’ for the gentlemen to enjoy.

			‘Is it tender, sweetheart?’ Mr Manfry asks. ‘It certainly feels hot.’

			‘Oh, ah, please sir, it’s stinging terribly,’ she tells him.

			‘That’s enough, Cherry; keep quiet unless you want some more tawse. For heaven’s sake, girl, that was the gentlest of pats.’

			This is nothing but a lie. Mr Manfry is smacking and pinching the sore flesh of her bottom with cruel relish, and Cherry has to bite her lip and use every ounce of self-control she has to keep from crying out again.

			At last he stops and picks up the cream. Cherry waits, breathless with expectation as he tantalises by standing motionless behind her. Then she feels the cool cream on her bottom, and a sigh escapes her parted lips.

			It is simply delicious. Her poor bottom, so hot, so cruelly punished by the tawse, quivers as he smoothes in the cold, soothing cream. She wishes this could go on forever. Her bottom does not stop throbbing, but raw pain turns to an almost pleasant glow under his expert hands.

			But of course it does not go on forever. Cherry’s stomach tightens with anxiety as she watches him put the cream on the stage beside her, and take up the little tube of lube.

			‘All right, easy girl, just stay still for me now,’ he says softly, as if speaking to a highly strung dog or skittish pony.

			Cherry feels the cold lube come into contact with her anus and gives a little gasp.

			‘Shhh, easy girl, easy,’ he coaxes, and a finger starts to circle her sphincter, working the lube in and expertly teasing the muscle ring into unclenching.

			‘That’s it, good girl, good girl,’ he murmurs.

			There is something that feels bigger than a finger or thumb pressing at her bottom hole now, and Cherry lets out a little, alarmed whinny.

			‘Shhh, easy girl, just relax now, that’s it…’

			‘Ah, please, it’s too big…’ she mumbles against her arm. ‘I… ah… oooooh!’

			With a sudden thrust Mr Manfry sinks his lubricated erection deep into her anus. In alarm Cherry wriggles, but he holds her hips and pushes ever harder. An astonished gasp escapes her as she feels his cock fill and stretch her rear passage. His paunch rests and moulds against the sore flesh of her impaled buttocks and she cannot help but moan with pleasure.

			‘Do you like that, my feisty little wriggler?’ Mr Manfry grunts, as with every thrust he seems to be impaling her further. As well as the discomfort as he stretches her tight anal sphincter, Cherry’s strapped bottom flesh is being abraded by the rough material of his suit. She gasps and squeals but every desperate squirm just seems to get him even more excited. His cock, already stretching her snug passage to the utmost, seems to be getting even bigger, and Cherry whimpers as he buggers her with surprising vigour and expertise.

			At last Mr Manfry starts to growl expletives. Cherry feels his climax building as he ploughs his cock inside her. She is delirious now, desperate to touch herself, but still she does not dare to.

			Then a hand moves from her hip and reaches beneath her tensed tummy, and Cherry sobs with gratitude as it locates and stimulates her clitoris and immediately she starts to spasm, triggering Mr Manfry’s climax. With a great bellow he erupts and spouts hot spunk deep inside her rear passage, and she cries as her whole being is engulfed by wave after wave of utter ecstasy.

			Mr Porrit reappears with Bunty, and she has a strange, glazed expression in her blue eyes. Cherry watches the blonde girl come down the stairs, carrying a tray with a decanter and two sherry glasses upon it, feeling a little dazed herself.

			There are a couple of plush armchairs in the cellar and the gentlemen make themselves comfortable in them. Then obeying a word from Mr Porrit, Cherry pours the sherry and gives both men a glass.

			‘I don’t know about you, Peter, but I could do with a footstool. All that gym and drill has tired me out.’

			‘Oh yes, absolutely. Bunty, put the tray down and make yourself useful.’

			‘Cherry,’ Mr Porrit says, snapping his fingers and pointing at the floor in front of Mr Manfry.

			Cherry feels the blood rise to her cheeks again, but of course she does not protest. She drops to her knees in front of Mr Manfry, gets on all fours and dutifully dips her back.

			Mr Manfry puts his feet up on her naked back and sips his sherry. ‘This is not a bad amontillado,’ he says appreciatively, ‘and the footstool is very comfortable.’

			‘Mine isn’t bad, either. Just dip your back a little more, Bunty, that’s it. Now stay absolutely still if you don’t want some more of the cane.’

			‘Any plans for the weekend, Peter?’

			‘Yes, actually, I was going to take Bunty up to Suffolk, to see old Archie Baxter. He’s finally got that pony-carting track sorted. Why don’t you come? I’m sure Archie would jump at the chance to get Cherry in harness.’

			‘Another time, maybe. Persephone Harcourt-Jones has a new girl – a proper little madam, apparently. Promised I would go over and lend a hand.’

			‘Difficult, is she?’

			‘Quite a little spitfire, apparently. Especially skittish when it comes to men, it seems.’

			‘So Percy needs a chap to help with the training?’ Mr Manfry mused. ‘Oh well, you’ll have to bring Cherry up to Suffolk in the not too distant, though; the pony-carting season will soon be in full swing.’

			‘That’s a point, actually. It is high time I introduced Cherry to the bit and harness. She is far from trained, but she is becoming reasonably biddable.’

			Mr Manfry snorted derisively. ‘God, Norman, you are such a perfectionist. Reasonably biddable indeed! She is more obedient and better at drill than that lazy trollop of mine, and you’ve only had her for two weeks! She is as ready for the bit as any filly in Archie Baxter’s stables. I bet you’ll be dressage training her by next week!’

			Cherry listens to this conversation with mounting alarm. She tries to keep her breathing steady and stay quite still. Mr Manfry’s feet are heavy and the heels of his shoes dig into her bare back, but it is more the sheer humiliation of her situation that makes her tremble as she listens to the men. They are discussing her as if she’s an animal, and all this talk of ‘bits’ and ‘harnesses’ is seriously alarming. What new indignities does Mr Porrit plan for her?

			The memory of her strapping is still horribly fresh in her mind, however, and the skin of her bottom is still raw, so she just nibbles her lip and tries to stop the tears of helpless humiliation from running down her cheeks. It could be worse, she tells herself; being the naked footstool of a fat old man is not so bad. It could be much worse. She could be beaten again. It could be so much worse. A glistening tear runs down her nose and drops off the tip to splash on the concrete cellar floor.

			‘Well now, what about a little show? Would you like to do a little show for us, girls?’

			The men have finished their sherry and thoughts have turned back to their erstwhile footstools. Cherry and Bunty stand facing the gentlemen, their hands behind their heads.

			At that moment Cherry can think of very few things she would like to do less. ‘Yes, Mr Porrit, erm, sir,’ she says, a little confused how to address him as she’s in a drill position.

			‘Yes, Mr Porrit,’ Bunty echoes, sounding even less enthusiastic than Cherry, if that was possible.

			‘Well then, what do you say?’ Mr Porrit plays with the cane, eyes twinkling through old-fashioned glasses.

			‘Please,’ the naked girls say in a ragged chorus.

			‘Please, what?’

			Cherry swallows, blushes deeper and blinks. ‘Please, may we do a little show for you, sirs,’ she manages at last, hoping desperately this is what he wants to hear.

			‘Bunty?’

			Cherry gives a quiet sigh of relief.

			‘Please, sir, may we give, um, a show for you, sir… I mean, sirs.’

			‘Oh for goodness sake, girl, stop burbling!’ Mr Manfry snaps.

			‘That’s settled, then,’ says Mr Porrit. ‘So the next question is, what sort of a show shall it be?’

			Cherry is astonished when she understands what she is going to have to do. The harness is a thing of black leather straps and gleaming buckles. Mr Porrit fastens her into it, pulling every strap a bit too tight. There is one around her waist and straps about each thigh. But it’s the broad one that goes from the front of the belt to the back, passing between her legs, that makes her wince.

			She is staring down at the thing that curves up from her loins. It is a great black rubber dildo that extends from the front of the harness, rearing up to the height of the waist belt. The huge bulbous head bobs slightly as she moves, eight inches or so from her flat tummy.

			A hand on her bottom draws her attention away from her astonishing new appendage. Cherry tries to bite back a gasp as cold lubricating jelly is applied. The broad band that holds the dildo ends before her rose hole, two thin chains linking this to the back of the belt. These chains are now pushed apart and something is being inserted into her bottom. Cherry can guess what it is because she’s watching Mr Porrit do the same to Bunty.

			The blonde girl gives a moan – of what? Terror, pain, or pleasure? Cherry cannot be sure. A latex plug is pushed into her bottom, anchoring a little pink latex spiral, and once inserted it looks as if Bunty has a little piggy’s tail.

			Next the men produce latex snouts with elastic attached. Cherry’s is slipped on, and Mr Manfry’s hands drop to her breasts and begin playing with her nipples. Trying to ignore the fact that they’re stiffening in response, she sees Mr Porrit patting Bunty’s striped flank fondly. The welts must still be sore because Bunty’s forehead creases in pain.

			‘Now girls, hop onto the stage again,’ he orders, ‘on all fours. Remember that piggies cannot stand up and piggies cannot speak.’

			The men have arranged their chairs in front of the stage, and as the two naked girls blink uncertainly in the glare of the arc lights they take their seats.

			‘Right, Bunty, you are the sow, and you are not too sure about this.’ Mr Porrit seems to be relishing the role of stage director. The fact that Bunty really is not too sure about it all is written clearly on the visible part of her face. In particular she keeps darting worried glances at Cherry’s imposing strap-on.

			‘So,’ Mr Porrit continues, ‘you start moving away from the boar in circles. Cherry, this excites you so you follow.’

			It is bizarre more than humiliating; it feels almost surreal. Cherry crawls across the little stage in pursuit of Bunty, the blonde’s bottom filling her field of vision. Cherry can see Bunty’s glistening sex and almost licks the livid weals. So close she can see the purpling tramlines stand proud on Bunty’s pale skin.

			‘Quickly, Bunty, or the boar will have you,’ Mr Porrit goads.

			Bunty gives a little whimper and crawls faster.

			At first Cherry thought the pursuit would be a short formality, but as she pursues Bunty round the little stage in circles she realises the men intend it to be more. Her knees get sore as she scurries over the wooden stage and she’s panting and getting hot again.

			The good thing, she sees with satisfaction, is that her quarry is flagging. Beads of perspiration drip down Bunty’s flanks and bottom, and her body heaves as she gasps for air.

			‘Go on, Bunty, you can get away,’ Mr Porrit urges, conveniently ignoring the obvious fact that there’s nowhere for her to get away to, and the men will never allow her to escape in any case.

			‘Go on, Cherry, you can catch that fat sow!’ Mr Manfry shouts, just as conveniently ignoring the fact that the ‘sow’ in question is a lot less fat than him.

			‘Yes, get her, Cherry,’ Mr Porrit bellows gleefully.

			This is the signal he’d previously whispered to her. ‘If she gets away I will thrash you,’ he warned. ‘When I shout “get her” you have five minutes to mount her. Any longer and I’m afraid it will be the whip for you.’

			Fortunately for Cherry, Bunty is run out. Cherry jumps forward and grabs the girl’s ankles. Bunty collapses in a gasping pile, giving Cherry the chance to get astride her prey.

			‘Get up, Bunty, no good lying doggo,’ Mr Manfry orders, but Bunty does not comply at once. Obviously shattered from the chase she lays gasping oxygen into her lungs between broken sobs, then she looks around with a panic, as if realising her situation. She squeals and tries to crawl away again.

			But Cherry is ready for this. As Bunty gets up she grabs the blonde by both pigtails and pulls her head back. Bunty rears up with a shriek, but undaunted and putting both pigtails into one hand, Cherry moves her other to guide the artificial cock.

			‘The boar has got you, Bunty, stop waggling your bottom like that,’ Mr Porrit orders, and Bunty gives a defeated sob but stops moving enough for Cherry to guide the dildo between her sex lips.

			‘Ream her, piggy!’ Mr Manfry eagerly bawls, and the immense rubber phallus forges in like a well-oiled piston. Bunty moans as Cherry pushes deeper. The base of the rubber cock is pressed against Cherry’s swollen mons as she thrusts deep into the blonde girl, and the pressure on her clitoris makes her groan in turn.

			Releasing her grip on Bunty’s pigtails, Cherry then reaches under the blonde and grabs her swaying breasts. Bunty moans again as Cherry fucks her and roughly mauls her tits. Cherry feels the nipples hardening in her palms as she squeezes. Something dark and atavistic seems to take Cherry over. She rams her strap-on hard and deep into Bunty’s wet cunt, ignoring the strange squealing sounds her efforts are wringing from the blonde’s lips.

			And the pulsing pressure on her own clit is, slowly but surely, building to a climax. For a moment she’s aware only of herself, her growing need, her powerful strap-on dildo and Bunty’s bucking, sweat-soaked body, but then there’s an explosive splat and her right buttock is suddenly ablaze with pain.

			‘That’s it, ream the sow, there’s a good porker!’ Mr Porrit encourages manically.

			Splat! Cherry’s left buttock bursts into incandescent fire.

			‘Ride her! Give it to her, Cherry! Fuck the nice plump piggy!’

			With the small part of Cherry’s mind that’s still aware, she realises the men have the sorority paddles and are taking turns to swat her bottom, standing on either side of the desperately rutting piggy girls on the little stage, and she fucks the blonde with desperate gusto. Every time her bottom pulls back it gets another agonising paddle smack. Bunty wriggles and her moans turn to strange, desperate gurgling. Cherry yelps and gasps in pain with every wicked kiss of the hard wooden paddles, and it is getting more intense by the second.

			Cherry cannot cope with this treatment for long. Already aroused to a point of near delirium, the pleasure each thrust provides with pressure on her clit mingles with the pain in her bottom to produce an explosive cocktail.

			After a dozen or so scalding smacks she fucks Bunty one more time and is then shrieking with ecstasy instead of agony. Bunty starts convulsing too, and both sweat-slicked girls begin to shudder as they groan with delight. Cherry sinks her teeth into Bunty’s shoulder and squeezes the blonde’s tits even harder, and Bunty collapses on the stage again, writhing and mumbling incoherently.

			‘Not a particularly dignified display,’ Mr Porrit says, shaking his head disappointedly.

			‘It is actually very shocking, the sheer sluttish behaviour of young women today,’ Mr Manfry agrees.

			The warm glow suffusing Cherry’s body does not dissipate at once. Her bottom is still throbbing but it has subsided to a bearable glow. She has collapsed on Bunty, her dildo still buried deep inside the prone girl’s cunt, and the two exhausted girls have slumped over onto their sides. Cherry has her arms around her panting companion.

			The men tower over them; sinister dark silhouettes against the arc lights, the shape of the awful sorority paddles in their hands. For a few seconds the orgasm wiped away all awareness of the cellar and the men’s menacing presence, but awareness of her situation comes back slowly, little by little.

			‘We try to train them to be good, but give them half a chance…’

			Cherry listens dreamily, still simmering with pleasure. What Mr Porrit is talking about she has no idea. Exactly why does she need to be trained to wear a piggy tail and snout and fuck Bunty with a strap-on? Why does she need to do that stupid drill and learn all those positions? Why does she need to be ‘trained’ and ‘worked’ until obedience is absolutely automatic? Mr Porrit says it’s ‘for her own good’, but for the life of her she cannot see what earthly good it does her.

			Mr Porrit has a dog collar attached to a leash in his hand, and crouches down to buckle it around Cherry’s throat.

			‘All right, girl, withdraw from her now,’ he orders, and squeezes his hands between them to prise them apart. Bunty whimpers dreamily as the large, slippery dildo is withdrawn.

			The buckles of the straps are soon undone and the harness falls away. The piggy tail is pulled out with a little ‘plop’ and the snout is taken off.

			‘Now, sweetheart,’ Mr Porrit says, firmly but kindly, ‘let’s get you showered and fed. Come on.’

			The glow is still suffusing her, but there is a little quiver in her belly when he picks up the paddle. Cherry still does not know why she needs to be trained in all this nonsense, but in the end it does not really matter.

			What is important is that when Mr Porrit has a paddle in his hand and her bottom is so sore it feels like one big pulsing mess, there is simply no way she dares to disobey.

			The Trouble with Alice

			‘Please, Melody,’ Toby said with a note of desperation in his voice, ‘come over to my hall tonight. Gary is going out, so we’ll have the place to ourselves.’

			Melody sighed. The truth was that her whole body ached with desire. Toby might be desperate for her but she was just as horny for him. He was a beautiful boy, she thought longingly, with that shock of corn-gold curls. She knew she was lucky to have him after her; Toby Mason was the dream date of lots of other college girls. Some of them were in the library at that moment, darting jealous glances towards her.

			‘I can’t, I’m sorry, Toby.’

			A look of pain passed across his almost pretty face. ‘But why not?’

			‘It’s Alice,’ Melody confided frustratedly. ‘She does not like me to be out after seven o’clock.’

			Toby shook his head with disbelief. ‘I just don’t get this thing. I mean, she’s not your mother. But even if she was, come on, seven o’clock? That’s insane.’

			She is insane, Melody thought. At least she sometimes wondered. ‘No,’ she said, ‘she’s worse than my mother ever was, and she was pretty strict. The trouble with Alice is—’

			‘The trouble with Alice is that she’s a sociopath.’

			‘I’m sorry, Toby, but I stay there rent free and if she throws me out its back to Boresville.’ The prospect made her shudder, and then suddenly she had an idea.

			‘Look, Toby, I can’t come round later, but…’ she blushed at the idea of what she was about to suggest, ‘but I do really like you, and I would like to… so couldn’t we find somewhere quiet around here?’

			Melody drifted back through Regent’s Park to the plush Prince Albert Road apartment in a sort of dream. It had been every bit as good as she’d imagined. Better even. The stockings had delighted Toby, an Alice rule that embarrassed Melody. But after experiencing his reaction, being banned from wearing tights did not seem such a terrible thing.

			And stockings were by no means Alice’s only dress rule. Melody had to wear skirts that reached below her knee and chunky shapeless tops. It was a wonder that Toby fancied her at all in her frumpy librarian’s get up. The good thing, though, was how delighted he’d been by her figure.

			‘Wow!’ he had said as he fondled her full breasts. ‘Why have you been hiding yourself under these shapeless things? With a body like yours it should be a crime!’

			He had even liked the old-fashioned underwear Alice made her wear, saying the girdle was like something from a kinky magazine.

			So maybe there were compensations for Alice’s tyranny, she thought, remembering his expression as he climaxed, and remembering her own delicious orgasm.

			Alice was waiting in the lounge of her luxurious flat. Seated on the white leather sofa, she put down the paper she’d been reading and regarded Melody for a moment. Then she removed the horn-rimmed reading glasses that made her face look even more severe than usual.

			Strikingly beautiful, Alice Macintyre wore her lustrous black hair to her shoulders. She always wore plenty of crimson lipstick that matched her long fingernails, and she had a beautiful, hourglass figure. Though she made Melody hide her curvaceous body in shapeless things, Alice always displayed her own charms in a way that was unusual to the point of bizarre.

			Today she wore an outfit so customary it was almost her uniform. There was the red-based tartan pleated skirt, which as usual did not quite manage to cover her black stocking tops. Her seamed stockings smoothly encased shapely legs, with well-developed calf muscles and toned thighs. Above the skirt she wore a black polo-necked sweater, so tight it zipped up the back. This was usually one of Melody’s duties, and she never performed it without wondering why Alice’s always immaculate and alluring appearance did not cause more car crashes in the street, for the combination of Alice’s magnificent bust and trim waist produced an image nothing short of breathtaking. As always Melody had to struggle not to stare at her older cousin, and stood a little uncertainly by the door.

			‘My feet are tired,’ Alice said in a bored tone. ‘Give them a massage, there’s a pet. It’s those shoes.’

			Then why wear, Melody thought mutinously, six-inch heels? But as she put down her college books and hurried over to the couch she felt a surge of relief. She had got in by seven, but you never knew with Alice, and Melody felt guilty about what she and Toby had got up to in the storeroom.

			She knelt on the cream carpet and took Alice’s nylon-sheathed foot and began massaging it gently. As always she felt oddly humiliated by this duty, and Alice regarded her imperiously as she knelt at her feet, like a servant. There was another reason that Melody felt uncomfortable, however, for glancing up she was confronted with a vision of black stockings, pale thigh flesh and a V of white cotton knickers tight between them. As usual this confused her and made a blush rise to her cheeks, so quickly she dropped her gaze to Alice’s shapely foot, with crimson toenails just visible through the double thickness of sheer nylon that formed the stocking’s fully fashioned toe.

			‘You look flushed,’ Alice mused. ‘Have you been running?’

			‘No, Alice.’ Alice did not like Melody running. She said it was unladylike.

			‘So what have you been doing?’

			Melody could feel Alice’s eyes on her. She swallowed hard and felt herself blush. ‘I was working in the library. I told you.’

			‘Ah yes,’ there was something in Alice’s manner that unsettled Melody, ‘you told me. You were in the library, working. All afternoon, was that?’

			Melody tensed. What was this about? What did her cousin know? ‘Yes, Alice,’ she said quietly.

			‘Oh dear, I thought we had discussed your lying, Melody. Now, where were you really? Wait, I want you to think before you answer. I shall get the truth out of you eventually, you know that, don’t you?’

			Melody felt her shoulders slump. It was true. Sometimes she thought Alice had supernatural powers.

			‘I – I was with Toby,’ she confessed, letting her hands drop to the floor.

			Alice used a stockinged toe to lift Melody’s chin, forcing her to look into sea-green eyes that seemed to contain a whole ocean of authority. Above them a neatly shaped black eyebrow arched inquisitorially. ‘And did you fuck him?’ The voice was melodic, and the use of such a word added an unfathomable edge to the enigmatic beauty.

			The kneeling girl blushed furiously, and felt tears ready to fall. ‘Yes,’ she said at last, transfixed by her cousin’s amused gaze.

			‘Yes, what?’

			‘Yes, Aunt Alice.’

			Alice was not her aunt, not even a first cousin actually, but she had started to insist on this bit of nonsense lately, and Melody did not feel in a position to resist.

			‘I am deeply disappointed in you, young lady. Fucking when you should be working. Lying to your Aunt Alice. What am I going to do with you? Well, I expect you know. What am I going to do with you?’

			‘You… you are going to spank me, Aunt Alice.’

			‘That’s right, I am. But this is too serious for a simple spanking. I am going to spank you now, but later I am going to stripe that delicious bottom for you with the cane.’

			‘Please, Alice, you can’t… I mean, this isn’t fair. I’m not a little girl!’

			‘Well, you certainly don’t look like one, that much is certain.’ Alice regarded her with an amused sparkle in her eyes.

			That much was certain. Alice had made her shower and wash and dry her blonde hair, during which Melody worried about the impending caning. She found the things Alice had set out on the bed for her to wear; white shoes with impossible six-inch heels, white lace-topped stockings, a lacy white bra and panties, and a white lace and satin suspender belt.

			Melody’s bedroom was ringed with tall mirrors, so she could hardly help but see herself as she dressed. Then she sat at the dressing table and brushed her pale gold hair. The girl gazing back at her from the mirror was pretty, with wide, innocent blue eyes. If anything she looked younger than her eighteen years, and appeared to be about to cry.

			‘When you are quite ready,’ Alice had opened the door without knocking, as usual, ‘come to me in the exercise room.’

			A few moments later found Melody outside the door of the room where Alice kept her various exercise machines. She took a deep breath and knocked tentatively.

			‘Enter!’ Alice called, and Melody pushed the door open and went in.

			Like most rooms in the flat it was brightly lit, with the outside wall made entirely of glass. This huge picture window looked out over the zoo and Regent’s Park; the flat being just above the level of the tallest trees.

			There was a treadmill, a cycling and a rowing machine, and a comprehensive set of free weights, all of which were over by a wall. The room had fiercely bright strip lighting and a sprung wooden floor. In the middle was something Melody had not seen before; a small but sturdy looking vaulting horse.

			‘It was a bit expensive,’ Alice said, fondly slapping the fawn suede pommel. ‘But what the hell, I thought, Melody is worth it. And the way you’re going, young missy, this little horsy will be getting a lot of riding!’

			She stalked over to the wall, steeple heels click-clacking on the wooden floor. There was something else new in the room, Melody realised with a shock, as she followed Alice’s progress. Fixed to the wall there was now a sort of rack, and arranged on it horizontally were half a dozen cruel looking canes.

			Alice perused them. ‘Which one do you think will hurt most, Melody?’ she casually asked over her shoulder.

			Melody looked from the horse to the canes, understanding dawning.

			‘Melody, I asked you a question!’

			‘I, um, I don’t know, Alice. I mean, Aunt Alice.’

			‘Actually,’ Alice picked a yellow cane of about four feet in length and swished it through the air experimentally, ‘I’m getting a little tired of your forgetfulness. From now on, let’s say I will give you one stroke every time you forget to address me correctly.’

			Melody clenched her fists. It was just too much, she thought, anger fighting apprehension. Why should she put up with all this nonsense? She would revolt, she would defy Alice, she would just take her chances—

			‘Over to the horse then, sweetheart,’ Alice ordered, and Melody, her newfound resolve and rebelliousness evaporating instantly, teetered on her unaccustomed heels to the waiting apparatus.

			‘Now, I want you to bend over it,’ Alice continued. ‘That’s it, but feet further back and apart, please.’ The cane tip tapped Melody’s ankles until she had placed her feet to Alice’s satisfaction, a couple of feet or so behind the horse and the same distance apart. ‘Now, I want you to keep those lovely legs absolutely straight. If you kick back whilst I’m caning you will have to take the whole dozen over again.’

			A dozen? Melody stifled a despairing sob.

			‘Now reach right over and hold the legs. Stretch now, you can reach lower. I want your hair to brush the floor, that’s it, good girl.’

			Melody could see little, but she heard the clacking of Alice’s stilettos as the dark-haired woman stalked around the horse.

			‘Oh Melody, you should see yourself,’ the woman said quietly, as though actually in awe of the vision of beautiful nubile girl bent and tensed over the wooden apparatus. ‘You’re an absolute vision of loveliness…’

			Melody felt thumbs inserted in the waistband of her panties, and gasped futilely as they were pulled down to her stocking tops, where they stretched across the span of her parted legs.

			‘Down they come, sweetheart,’ Alice purred. ‘Oh, what a lovely botty you do have! I can never quite get over it.’

			‘Please, Alice, I don’t—’

			‘Aunt Alice, Melody. That’s another stroke added to your total.’ There was a menacing swishing sound as the cane sliced down through the air. ‘Now, I require you to count each stroke and thank me for it. For example…’ There was a horrid whistling sound and the cane cracked across Melody’s bottom. ‘You will say, “one, thank you, Aunt Alice”, if that had been a proper stroke rather than a little demonstration. Do you understand?’

			‘Yes, Ali… I mean, Aunt Alice,’ Melody mumbled miserably, wondering what the real thing would be like if that was a little demonstration.

			She did not have long to wait for the answer.

			There were a few heel clacks as Alice stepped back and then moved forward, there was an evil whistling sound and then a meaty thwuck! Melody yelped like a scalded kitten, feeling as though someone had run a blowtorch horizontally across her bum.

			‘Wu…’ she panted, the air evacuating her lungs in a rush, leaving her gasping, ‘wu… one, thank you, Aunt Alice!’ she managed somehow, trying to squeeze back the tears that threatened to spring forth.

			‘You see, Melody,’ Alice mused, ‘you can remember if you put your mind to it. Now do keep your legs straight. I can tolerate that silly trembling, but if you kick back you will have to take the stroke over again.’

			There was another stomach churning whistle and another heart stopping thwuck! This time the cane cracked across Melody’s thigh tops, hard below her sulcus, another line of fire setting her gasping again, and she managed to stammer her thanks to Alice between staccato inhalations.

			After the third stroke, a pitiless wallop across the upper part of Melody’s bottom, the blonde girl managed to thank her tormentress once more, despite some agonised snorting.

			‘Oh yes, that’s very nice,’ Alice cooed. ‘The stripes really stand out on that peachy skin of yours, and the white lingerie really sets it all off. Why, Melody my dear, your pose exposes everything, you shameless little trollop. Is that something glistening I see there? You had better not be enjoying this, my girl.’

			The respite was as brief as it was disturbing, then another stroke cracked brutally across her thighs just above her stocking tops, banishing everything except a wave of sizzling pain.

			‘I’m waiting…’

			Through the fog of agony Melody became aware of a foot tapping impatiently. ‘Fu-fu-four!’ she managed. ‘Thu-thu-thank you, Aunt Alice.’

			‘Really, Melody, I expected more self-control, and by the way, that was perilously close to a kick back with your right foot. I will let it go on this occasion, but next time keep it quite still or you will earn a repeat.’

			The next stroke thrashed across the middle of her bottom. Melody gripped the legs of the horse with all her strength and shrieked. It was too much. It was unbearable. It was not a punishment, it was torture.

			But somehow she sobbed her count and thanks to Alice.

			‘That’s lovely, Melody. The welts are really pretty and dramatic. You do have such a gorgeous arse, as resilient as rubber yet so peachy and round, with such lovely flawless flesh.’ She giggled musically. ‘Well, it was flawless when I started on it. It’s somewhat tram-lined and stripy now, of course. They were good strokes, if I do say so myself.

			‘Now, are you ready to continue, Melody?’

			There was a brief silence, broken only by Melody sniffling and sobbing.

			‘Hello? Earth to Melody, are you ready to continue?’

			‘Oh please, Alice, it hurts so mu-mu-much.’

			Alice giggled again. ‘But it’s supposed to hurt, you silly little minx. It wouldn’t do you much good if it didn’t. And anyway, that’s Aunt Alice to you. How many times must I remind you? I’m afraid your tariff has gone up again for that oversight. I would stop feeling sorry for myself and concentrate on keeping still and keeping count, if I were you.’

			With that she placed the cane across Melody’s tender under-bum, and the blonde girl tensed. The cane lifted. Melody stopped breathing. There was a sinister low whistle and another horrible thwuck!

			Melody opened her pretty mouth but no sound came out.

			‘But I can’t go out like this,’ she protested. ‘Um, I mean I can’t go out like this, Aunt Alice.’

			The lady shook her dark hair, as if disbelieving what she was hearing. ‘I don’t know, Melody. First you complain about the clothes I give you, saying they are too frumpy, so I give you something nice and clingy and you complain about that too.’

			She threw her hands up at the impossibility of it all, while Melody clenched her fists and tried to think of what to say. The dress, if you could call it that, for it was more like a vest, was made of clingy pale blue cotton. It was so tight it seemed several sizes to small to her, and it barely reached the lacy tops of her stockings.

			‘Do you want to go back to the exercise room?’ Alice asked pleasantly, and Melody felt her bottom clench at the suggestion. The previous night she’d had to sleep on her stomach and her bottom still felt as if it had been grilled. Melody looked back at her reflection in the full-length mirror, trying to ease down the short skirt. It was summer, she told herself, and lots of girls wore skimpy outfits in the summer, so maybe it wouldn’t be so bad…

			In fact, it was worse than she could have had imagined. It started as she walked across the park to college, followed all the way by wolf whistles and lewd suggestions from leering youths. One male cyclist actually fell off his bike and crashed into the zoo railings. Melody blushed continuously and kept her eyes straight ahead, trying futilely to smooth down the minuscule dress’s hem.

			College was even worse, of course, because she knew people there. Female reactions varied from the hostile to the astonished, and males flocked around her like moths around a flame. In psychology tutorial even Dr Ebsom kept losing his train of thought and casting furtive glances at her. Melody knew she was making it worse by fidgeting, but couldn’t help herself; the plastic seats were really hard and her bottom was still really, really sore.

			‘Bloody hell, Melody, what’s happened to you?’ Toby asked wide-eyed when she met him in the library as usual.

			‘It’s Alice,’ she told him. ‘She made me wear this because I complained about the unflattering stuff she usually gives me to wear.’

			Toby shook his head. ‘What do you mean, she made you? Why don’t you just say no?’

			‘You don’t know her, Toby; it’s not that easy. The trouble with Alice is that—’

			‘The trouble with Alice is that she’s a domineering bitch!’ Toby cut in hotly. ‘I think it’s time I had a word with Alice.’

			‘No, Toby,’ Melody said in alarm, ‘please, please don’t.’

			They slipped between two deserted rows of bookshelves.

			‘I’m getting fed up, that’s all,’ Toby said, slipping an arm around her waist.

			‘I know, but please let me handle, Alice,’ Melody murmured, lifting her face for a kiss, and as their lips met she melted into him and felt his hard cock press against her, all thoughts of Alice slipping away for a moment.

			Unfortunately, before she had time to protest his hands dropped from her waist to slip under the skirt and explore her bottom. Melody gasped with discomfort as his palms pressed the cane welts, and Toby pulled his head back and stared at her in confusion.

			‘Bloody hell, Melody,’ he hissed, steering her round with a firm hand and lifting the skirt to reveal her striped bottom, ‘what the fuck is this?’

			Melody was reluctant to go home, but she didn’t dare not to. She had, she thought, calmed Toby enough before she left him, but it was hard to tell. He had been in quite a state. He was horrified, but also seemed sort of fascinated by her welted bottom. Certainly he’d not been so horrified that it risked putting him off her. The dress probably played its part, but Toby was so horny in the library she was only surprised he hadn’t ejaculated in his pants!

			He had stalked off to the toilets, walking rather oddly, and Melody took the chance to slip away. Horribly aware of the stares she was drawing as walked out of the library on her high heels, she went back across the park as quickly as she could.

			‘There you are,’ Alice greeted her. ‘Had a good day at college?’ Dressed in her usual tight black top and tartan skirt, she was leafing through the property pages in the newspaper.

			‘No,’ Melody said, determined to confront her. ‘Everybody stared at me. It was embarrassing.’

			‘No Aunt Alice,’ the woman emphasised sternly. ‘Do you really want me to put you over the horse again so soon?’

			Melody stared defiantly, although she knew the threat would be carried out if she provoked the urbane woman too much. ‘No, Aunt Alice,’ she muttered wisely, hating herself for crumbling so easily. ‘Toby saw the state of my bottom, and now I don’t know what he’s going to do.’

			‘Show off your stripes, did you? What a little tart you are. Perhaps I’ll have to consider getting a chastity belt made for you.’

			Melody felt her stomach knot. It might have been a joke, but then she never knew for sure with Alice.

			‘Anyway, take a shower,’ Alice went on breezily. ‘I’ve been shopping and have some lovely new clothes for you.’

			Melody’s stomach did another little flip. Whatever the new clothes were she would bet they were embarrassing or indecent. She hesitated, trying to find the courage to defy her malevolent cousin, but failed again.

			‘Come on, spit-spot,’ Alice chided, clapping her hands sharply. ‘Unless you really do want another taste of Aunty Alice’s stick.’

			‘But what’s that?’ she asked incredulously, looking at the thing Alice held up.

			‘It’s a gag, silly. It will put a stop to all that unnecessary squawking.’

			Melody stared in horror. The new clothes were every bit as bad as she’d feared. There was a black satin corset, which pushed her breasts up in quarter cups that failed to cover her nipples. Alice gave her little to dwell on this exposure, however, lacing her so tightly into the thing that Melody thought she might faint.

			Six suspender straps were attached to the bottom of the corset, over which was a frilly trim of several layers of black lace. The corset was so tight, and so stiffly boned, that Alice had to help her smooth on a pair of sheer black stockings. The suspenders held them taut, so high that at the back the stocking welts came up almost to her bottom, stopping just below the sulcal groove.

			‘Now, that’s better,’ Alice purred, spinning Melody round to look at her. ‘I shall have to shave you at some time, but those little golden curls do look lovely in their new frame.’

			‘Please, Alice, it’s too tight—’

			‘Stop whining!’ the woman snapped. ‘You’re going to look delicious.’

			The rest of the new outfit was simply accessories. Highly polished black court shoes with impossibly high heels and a band secured with a little padlock around the ankle, would have made walking a trial even without the short chain that connected the ankle bands together. There was a leather collar, with a gleaming D-ring at the front equipped with a padlock. The collar had matching wristbands, which once locked into position Alice gleefully used to cuff Melody’s hands helplessly behind her back. A little white apron came next, and Alice tied it around her cousin’s corseted waist.

			‘Can you guess what it is yet?’ she asked, picking up something white and lacy. ‘You see, this is a little French maid’s cap. I thought you might like to help pay for your keep by doing a little housework.’

			This was just too ridiculous. ‘How can I do housework in this silly, impractical outfit?’ Melody asked indignantly. ‘I can barely move and I can barely breathe.’

			‘Tsk, always complaining, Melody,’ Alice said. ‘Still, never mind, I have just the remedy for that.’ And then she produced the gag.

			‘No, I won’t, you can’t, it’s—!’

			Smiling menacingly Alice took hold of one of Melody’s nipples between her talon-like fingers and gave the little nub of flesh a wicked tweak. With her hands bound behind her, Melody could do nothing but cry out in pain, and as her mouth opened the ball-gag was pressed between her lips.

			‘There now, that was not so difficult, was it?’ Alice said. ‘I am disappointed in your disobedience, though. I shall have to punish you for that later.’

			‘Mmmmppfff,’ Melody protested futilely. ‘Muff! Mfffle!’

			‘Sorry, sweetie, for some reason I can’t understand you,’ Alice mocked. ‘But you really do look very fetching. I must take some photographs of you. But first…’ Alice produced a chain dog leash with a leather loop to hold, which she clipped to the ring at the front of Melody’s collar.

			‘Come along with me, now,’ she ordered. ‘I should get ready, too. You can keep me company while I’m dressing.’

			Emitting some muffled squeals, which were the only possible protests she could make, Melody was forced to follow Alice. The hobbling chain between her ankles forced tiny, rapid steps whilst the precipitous heels made it all but impossible to walk, but somehow she tottered along the hall to Alice’s room.

			There were some expensive looking bags on the king-sized bed; clearly Alice had enjoyed a busy day’s shopping while Melody was being humiliated at college.

			The room had two walls lined with floor to ceiling wardrobes, completely covered in mirrors, and the glimpse of a wide-eyed, gagged, bound and corseted girl wearing a maid’s cap and apron, brought the colour back to Melody’s cheeks, but there was little she could do but try to keep her balance.

			‘I spent a ludicrous amount of money this morning,’ Alice said in a conspiratorial tone, ‘but looking at you, I think it was worth it. Now let’s see about me.’

			Without Melody to help her Alice struggled for a moment or two with the zip at the back of her tight sweater. But she got it down and slipped the garment off, exposing her breasts held neatly in a black satin bra, which came off too and revealed her magnificent breasts. The skirt followed, as did the suspender belt and panties, and Alice stood in nothing but her hold-up stockings. She placed her hands on her hips, feet apart, and admired herself frankly in the mirrors. It was evident that she did not just use the exercise room for caning her pretty cousin. She idly let her hand stroke down her belly, which was flat and sleekly muscled, and when her fingers reached the neatly trimmed triangle of dark curls between her toned thighs, she stroked herself for a moment.

			‘Oh, I could really…’ she said dreamily. ‘But no, better get on with it or he’ll be here before I’m ready.’

			Melody almost panicked. Who was ‘he’? Alice had often threatened to exhibit Melody to her friends. The prospect was appalling, but there was nothing she could do but dwell anxiously on the throwaway remark.

			As Alice began dressing, Melody could not help but watch in growing fascination. The first items were a suspender belt and panties, both in black lace, and a matching diaphanous bra that exaggerated an already deep and shadowy cleavage.

			New shoes, with six-inch heels, of course, followed the underwear, and then Alice took out the final item. It was a full-length negligee of sheer black silk, trimmed with black fur. Alice slipped it on and tied the satin belt, tight enough to emphasise her astonishing figure. ‘Now then, I think you had better get down on your knees,’ she said, turning her attention back to Melody. She seized the end of the dog leash and tugged down. Melody dropped, her stockinged knees sinking into the luxuriant cream carpet. Then still tugging Alice made her walk on her knees to the foot of the bed, and looping the leash around one of the legs she secured it with a padlock.

			‘Well now, I think the time has come to punish you for your earlier disobedience…’ Alice began, but the door chimes interrupted her.

			‘He’s early!’ she exclaimed with some irritation. She reached down and pinched Melody’s cheek. ‘That Toby of yours must be really eager.’

			Melody could not believe her ears. Toby? Surely Alice was teasing. She looked up disbelievingly at her cousin, who smiled back down at her. ‘Mmmmppfff!’ She tried to protest, but the gag made it impossible.

			‘Sorry, sweetie, can’t stop to chat,’ Alice said with a wicked wink. ‘Your little boyfriend will be waiting at the door!’

			‘Mmmmppfff!’ The gag filled her mouth, tasting of rubber, muffling her so effectively she could not even swear. She had spent the last few minutes fruitlessly tugging at the leash that tethered her to the bed. It was hopeless. All she needed to do was lift the bed and slip the chain under the leg, but even if the bed hadn’t been far too heavy, with her hands secured behind her back it was effectively impossible.

			She paused again, cocking her head to listen. There were muffled voices and other noises coming from the lounge, but she couldn’t make out who was talking or what they might be talking about.

			Suddenly the bedroom door opened and Alice stood there alone, regarding Melody with amused eyes. She had let the negligee fall open, revealing her sexy lingerie again. ‘Melody, you didn’t tell me he’s such a good-looking boy. He was ever so cross at first, but we are getting along rather better now. Would you like to join us?’

			Melody’s mind reeled. It was too much to take in. How could Toby be getting on with Alice? She was desperate to find out what was going on but terrified of Toby seeing her dressed as she was. But of course it did not really matter what she thought, for Alice was not really offering a choice.

			The dark-haired woman unfastened the padlock and released the leash, which she took in one hand and in the other grasped Melody by the elbow, helping her stand unsteadily on her steeple heels. Still gripping her tightly, Alice steered Melody out of the bedroom, along the hall and into the lounge.

			Toby sat on the sofa, staring at Alice’s wide screen television with his mouth open, a glass gripped in one hand, stroking a distinct bulge in his tight jeans.

			‘That’s really good, Melody. The welts are really livid and dramatic…’

			As well as Alice’s modulated tones there was an agonised girlish gasping coming from the television. But it was the image on the screen that made Melody’s knees weaken.

			A blonde girl, in white lingerie, was bent over a horse. The camera took in a shot of her perfect round bottom, and then zoomed in closer. There were livid welts on the buttocks, each stripe a parallel pair of fine crimson tramlines, set in a broader band of livid pink. The camera lingered on them lovingly, as the bottom twitched and trembled. Toby watched, clearly astonished. He moved and adjusted his crotch as if in some discomfort. Then the camera focussed in on the pouting pink petals of the bent girl’s sex, and there was no doubt they were glistening with arousal. Melody shut her eyes and wanted the floor to swallow her whole, but when she opened them the room, the television, the recording, Alice and Toby were all still there.

			‘Hello, Earth to Melody…’ Alice said on the recording.

			‘Hello, Earth to Toby!’ the same woman snapped there and then, and he looked around, startled. He stared at Melody in her corset and bondage, and then at Alice’s revealed figure, then at the screen, then back again, and it was clear he had no idea where to look.

			‘Look, Melody has come to see you,’ Alice said alluringly, tugging the leash, forcing Melody to follow her to the couch, and sat beside the astonished chap. Melody was made to kneel on the floor between them.

			‘What…?’ Toby stuttered, his mouth flapping. ‘Why…?’

			‘The gag?’ Alice spoke for him. ‘Oh, I got fed up with all her silly squealing. Melody needs a firm hand but she does make such a terrible lot of noise.’

			Melody could hardly bare to watch. Alice kept the leash in her hand but turned to face Toby, letting her negligee fall open and displaying her extraordinary charms.

			‘Toby seems to think I’m abusing you, my dear,’ she said to the dumbfounded girl. ‘He doesn’t realise that you need discipline, does he?’

			Toby stared wide-eyed at Melody, and then back at Alice. He took a stiff drink and looked at Melody again. ‘Um, I just, I’m not sure, don’t you think that…?’

			‘Let me get you another drink, sweetie,’ Alice purred, taking his glass from him, leaning forward to do so and managing to graze his arm with her breasts in the process.

			She rose gracefully, giving him a close up of her magnificent cleavage, before she swept over to the drinks cabinet behind the sofa. Toby turned his startled eyes to Melody.

			‘Um, are you okay?’ he mumbled, eyes fixed on her proffered breasts.

			As if he cared, the traitorous bastard, Melody thought furiously. He came round because he was supposed to be concerned about her and Alice had him thinking with his cock in thirty seconds flat!

			Melody did not have much time for resentment, however, for she noticed with alarm that Alice was pouring a huge measure of gin into his glass before topping it up with tonic. She gurgled at Toby, in a futile attempt to warn him.

			‘What is it?’ he said, frowning at her as if having trouble concentrating. Then he mopped his brow with his sleeve.

			‘There we are,’ Alice said, passing the drink to him. ‘It’s hot in here, isn’t it? You don’t mind if I slip this off, do you?’

			‘Mmmmppfff!’

			‘What was that, Melody dear?’ Alice asked innocently as she shed the negligee.

			Toby’s wide eyes grew even wider, and he took another deep drink from his glass.

			‘The thing is, sweetie,’ Alice leaned forward and put a hand on his leg, ‘she doesn’t just need discipline, she loves it. Don’t you, babykins?’

			Alice arched a questioning eyebrow at her cousin, and Melody made another hopeless muffled protest.

			‘She’s a little tart, but of course you know that. She is gagging for it right now. She told me how much she wanted you. Not surprisingly; you’re a very attractive boy.’

			Alice’s hand had reached his crotch now, and she was leaning forward so that her lace encased breasts brushed his arm again. Melody watched despairingly as her cousin’s crimson lips descended upon Toby’s gaping mouth, and then the seductress stealthily unzipped his jeans and deftly released his erection. Toby somehow managed to put his drink down before his hands began exploring Alice’s lingerie-encased form.

			‘Okay, okay, easy now, tiger,’ Alice breathed huskily, breaking away from the breathless kiss, leaving Toby clearly befuddled by the potent cocktail of alcohol and lust. ‘Now then, Melody really wants to suck you off,’ she declared, and with a groan of torment he collapsed back on the sofa as Alice leant down to Melody and unbuckled the gag.

			‘Are you ready?’ she asked, and he nodded as she held the gag in Melody’s mouth a moment longer. With her free hand she took hold of a nipple, then quickly removed the gag and as Melody attempted to curse at her perfidious cousin her nipple was twisted viciously and all she could do was gasp in pain. Then Toby’s cock was in her mouth, his fingers entwined in her blonde hair, and Melody started sucking instinctively.

			Despite her anger at the duplicitous sod, Toby’s cock was beautiful and felt wonderful stretching her lips and filling her mouth. For a moment she stopped worrying about Alice and her scheming and concentrated on hungrily sucking him. It only took a moment, for all too soon he groaned again and his cock twitched once, twice, three times, then Melody felt his hot jism hit the back of her throat and she swallowed avidly.

			‘Phew!’ he gasped, replete. ‘That was fantastic, baby. Are you okay?’

			‘Oh, you’re concerned about me now, are you?’ she challenged.

			‘I’m sorry,’ he murmured, ‘I think I must be… maybe a bit drunk.’

			Alice shook her head and tutted with evident amusement. ‘Can’t take your drink, baby?’

			They both turned to her, and saw that she held the video camera, and she was filming again.

			‘Now that was a really horny scene,’ she purred sensuously. ‘Face-fucking a poor maid in bondage, Toby, really! I don’t know what the authorities at your college are going to think of this.’

			‘No, please, you can’t…’ Toby’s complexion drained as realisation dawned. ‘You don’t understand… my parents…’

			‘Oh, but I understand perfectly, darling boy. They would cut you off without a penny. But don’t worry, I am sure we can come to some arrangement that suits us all.’

			‘Ow! Oh, please!’

			‘It’s please, Aunt Alice.’

			‘Ah, please Aunt Alice, I can’t bear it.’

			Melody winced as she watched Alice’s cane crack across Toby’s bottom once again. He was corseted so tightly that his figure looked almost as feminine as hers. Purchasing a matching maid’s outfit for him had been one of Alice’s first priorities. The dark-haired mistress had enjoyed a fine time, shaving away his pubic hair and waxing the protesting young man’s legs. He did not look like Melody, as he bent over the horse; his legs were stouter and more muscular, his bottom much tighter, and she could see his testicles hanging between his legs. Fervently Melody hoped he climaxed as Alice caned him. If he shot his load on her precious horse again she would be so furious that Melody might get let off lightly. There was even a chance that she would be allowed to help punish the wretch.

			‘Phew, caning this slut is thirsty work,’ said Alice. ‘Go and mix me a martini.’ She looked at Melody and frowned. ‘Oh, I forgot about the bondage.’ Obviously deciding that releasing Melody would take too long she walked towards the door, pausing just before she left.

			‘I won’t be long, my darling pets. Don’t go away.’ She laughed wickedly, and left them alone.

			‘Shit, I think she’s skinned my fucking arse,’ Toby complained bitterly.

			‘I hope you don’t expect any sympathy from me,’ Melody said, with equal bitterness.

			‘Hell, Melody, I didn’t realise what she’s like. I knew she was a bitch, just not such a clever bitch.’

			Melody sighed and shook her head. ‘I tried to tell you but you just wouldn’t listen. The trouble with Alice is not that she’s a sadistic bitch, although she certainly is one of the biggest sadistic bitches in creation. The trouble with Alice is that she’s irresistible!’
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