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I was thrashing the maids when the letter arrived. The four unhappy young women stood in a row facing the wall, skirts clutched about their waists and drawers pulled down to their knees. A porcelain figurine had been broken and no one would own up to the crime, so I decided to punish the lot - grossly unfair on the innocent, I agree, but anyone who expects life to be fair is a fool. For maids such as these, in the employ of an inveterate and enthusiastic spanker, life was unfair with depressing regularity.

'Two dozen apiece,' I announced sternly, 'and count yourselves fortunate that it's so few, for I loved that figurine dearly. It grieves me to think I shall never again look upon the urchin's sweet face, with his rosy cheeks and curly golden locks, not to mention the sad-eyed puppy by his side. Before we're through, your own "rosy cheeks" will glow twice as bright, I promise you.'

We were in the study, my office and personal refuge from the hustle and bustle of daily household life; a sanctuary for me, but for staff summoned to this quiet, oak-panelled room for punishment, surely a place of dread. I'd chosen a paddle for the occasion as I sought a rapid warming of tender female behinds with a minimum of effort. The hot kiss of a cane is keener, true, whilst a leather strap concentrates the force more efficiently, but the humble paddle should never be underestimated. Indeed, there were many such implements amongst the extensive collection of whips, canes, lashes, tawses, riding crops and so forth I had amassed over the years.

Suitably armed, I elected to start with Rose, the kitchen maid, who stood at the left-hand end of the line. Taller than the rest and somewhat slender of build, she glanced over her shoulder as I approached, eyeing the paddle with trepidation. Though it was a condition of employment at Bleekston Hall that female staff must submit to corporal punishment, they weren't required to enjoy it. Rose certainly didn't, as her mournful expression made plain, but since the alternative was dismissal without references - a dreadful prospect for anyone in service - she and her fellow sufferers had little choice but to endure it.

I stood behind the despondent young woman, pausing a second or two to increase her anxiety before delivering a hearty slap to her white buttocks with the paddle's broad face. The crack as good English oak met bare female flesh was remarkably loud, causing all four victims to flinch, though Rose outdid the rest, rising up onto her toes and pushing her hips forward in the instinctive manner that never fails to delight. She gasped feelingly as the paddle struck home, for it had been a tolerably hard stroke that set the tone for the whole session.

Next in line was Alice, our housemaid. Trim and not too tall, she was a timid little thing, more fearful of corporal punishment than anyone I know - which was why I tried to ensure she was beaten at least once a week. I moved behind her, hearing her faint whimper as she awaited the blow to come. I delayed somewhat longer than I had with Rose, till Alice began to tremble. Finally I took pity on her, drew back my arm and brought the paddle down firmly on her pretty rump. She gasped and jerked as Rose had done, her clenched buttocks quivering. I waited for her to settle, then moved on once more.

Last in line were the Tavistock sisters, Molly and Mary. They were strapping girls with sturdy round limbs, broad of shoulder and hip. They were identical twins - truly identical, for though they'd been with me five months I still couldn't tell them apart. Most noticeable amongst their many idiosyncrasies was a peculiar and rather confusing manner of speech, back and forth like a verbal tennis match, along with their insistence they always be punished together no matter who was at fault. Paddle in hand, I positioned myself directly behind the pair, who looked rather glum as they glanced back at me and then at each other.

'Are you ready, girls?' I asked, merely to ascertain who was who, for I'd discovered early on that Molly always spoke first, being the dominant twin.

'I suppose so, sir,' she muttered gloomily.

'As ready as we'll ever be,' Mary added in an equally morose tone.

It was customary for Molly to receive the first stroke. Fortunately it was she who stood next to Alice, enabling me to continue smoothly down the line with no awkward hiatus. Such things appeal to my sense of order and neatness; some would no doubt call me pernickety.

I hefted the paddle and struck first Molly then her sister, identical whacks that were somewhat more forceful than those I'd given Rose and Alice. A heavy hand was needed with the Tavistock girls if they were to feel it, robust as the pair were. On this occasion, to judge by their reactions, feel it they certainly did.

Then it was back to the start to deliver Rose's second, a fraction harder than the first, for if one wishes to keep one's victim in a permanent state of dread it's important she understand that, painful as it might be, things can only get worse. In spanking circles this is referred to as 'escalation', a lesson I'd learned in my youth, studying the noble art of spanking under my grandfather's wise and kindly tutelage.

I'd spent many wonderful hours in that splendid old gentleman's study, watching as he put one of the maids - skirts up, drawers down and eyes full of tears - through her paces with a smartly wielded cane. In time he allowed me to deliver the beating myself, coaching me in proper technique, passing on the knowledge and skill he'd acquired over a lifetime. It is no exaggeration to say he made me the man I am today.

Happy, happy times; but daydreaming doesn't get the work done. There was a spanking to deliver and my mission was clear. Though I freely admit to numerous faults, shirking my duty isn't one of them, so back and forth along the line I went, delivering stroke after stroke. Bottoms turned an ever-deeper pink, flinching grew more pronounced and gasps more heartfelt, yet I remained resolute, never wavering from the task at hand.

We were almost halfway through when there came a knock at the study door. Irene Hammond, governess to my three wards and Bleekston Hall's acting housekeeper, entered the room with a letter. In the normal course of events Alice would bring me the mail, but our housemaid was presently occupied with more onerous duties.

'Pardon the interruption, sir,' Mrs Hammond said. 'A boy from the village delivered it a few minutes ago and I thought it might be urgent. He's waiting outside in case an answer is required.'

I glanced at the envelope - addressed simply to Mr James Montague Esquire - but failed to recognise the hand. Since that spoke of something out of the ordinary, I put down the paddle and went to sit at my desk. The letter was succinct to the point of brusqueness.

Dear Mr Montague,

I am a lady recently arrived in the district, residing at Arden Lodge, who would greatly appreciate an opportunity to speak with you on a personal matter at your earliest convenience.

Yours sincerely,

Jane Hall (Miss)

p.s. We are not strangers, sir, though our previous conversations were limited in the extreme.

I stared at the signature, but no recollections stirred, despite the assertion in the postscript. 'You say the boy is outside, Mrs Hammond?'

'Yes, sir.'

'The young wretch must be frozen half to death. Kindly tell cook to sit him by the kitchen fire and give him a mug of hot cocoa. Come straight back here afterwards.'

She hurried out on her errand of mercy. Though we were barely into November the wind was bitterly cold, as I discovered when I took my morning constitutional. It seemed that 1892 would end as it started, with fields and byways deep in snow and streams frozen solid.

I read the letter again, intrigued by its brevity and by the identity of the author. Though I knew one or two Halls and several Janes, I couldn't for the life of me recall a Jane Hall. A face-to-face meeting would solve the conundrum soon enough, however, so I penned a letter inviting her to tea on Sunday. I'd just finished sealing it when the governess returned.

'Kindly take over the punishment, Mrs Hammond,' I said. 'Two dozen firm strokes apiece.'

'What does the count stand at now, sir?' she asked, picking up the paddle.

'Damned if I can remember. Start again from scratch.'

Four groans filled the air. As I left the room to speak with the lad in the kitchen, I couldn't help but smile.

The boy proved a poor source of information, in fact, when questioned as to the letter's sender, a well-dressed middle-aged lady being the limit of his recollection. I handed him my reply along with a shilling for his trouble, then left him to his cocoa and Mrs Smith's matronly fussing.

As I entered the study there came a resounding crack followed by a squeal of pain from Alice, who squirmed in the aftermath of Irene Hammond's stroke. The governess was an accomplished spanker in her own right and by no means gentle, as our hall-boy Willy and stable-boy Jack knew to their cost. She turned to me, no doubt expecting I would take over once more, but I told her to continue. From time to time I like to watch; a pleasant diversion that provides a different view of the action.

Sitting at my desk, observing Irene Hammond at work, it became clear that she was exceeding her authority, for these weren't the firm strokes I'd specified but hard ones. Her own buttocks would pay the price for this transgression soon enough, for the governess was obliged to bend in my household like every other female. Being young and highly attractive, with a figure to take a man's breath away, she made a truly delectable victim.

As the punishment proceeded slowly the four maids became increasingly distraught, their cries growing louder and their writhing more pronounced. It was a most gratifying show, I have to say, made even more enjoyable by the knowledge that never again would I have to gaze upon that nauseatingly sentimental figurine. Why any sculptor would waste his talents on a simpering brat and his fawning whelp was beyond me. Even more of a mystery, however, was why I'd waited as long as I did before tossing the damn thing off the upstairs landing.

Truth to tell, I found it somewhat depressing that I was forced to resort to chicanery such as this whenever I wished to spank the maids, so orderly and efficient had the household become of late. I thought wistfully of those happy times when staff made mistakes aplenty all by themselves, with no need for trickery on my part. Gentlemen and ladies who complain that reliable, hardworking servants are impossible to come by should try thrashing a few bare bums, I say. It certainly did the trick at Bleekston Hall.

All good things come to an end, however, and when Irene Hammond had delivered the final stroke to Mary's broad behind, I rose to inspect the damage. As I'd promised them at the start, their 'rosy cheeks' glowed bright indeed. I walked the line one last time, dragging my fingernails across four tender rumps to provoke four whimpers in quick succession. Satisfied, I dismissed my sorrowful victims, instructing the governess to remain behind.

Once we were alone I addressed her in suitably severe tones. 'We will now investigate the difference between "firm" and "hard" paddle strokes, Mrs Hammond, since the distinction clearly eludes you. A dozen of each should do the trick nicely, I think. And for a special treat, we'll have you naked.'

A treat for me, undoubtedly, though not for the governess, considering the chill in the air. She looked rather pensive as she started to undress, for though a dozen firm was no great trial for a brave woman such as she, a dozen hard was a more serious prospect.

I sat back to observe the disrobing, for there was surely no more memorable experience than watching Irene Hammond strip for punishment. I've known many women in my time and seen a good few in the bare, but there were none to match this superb creature. Her breasts were heavy and her hips wide, yet she was narrow in the waist - a marvellous combination. Her buttocks were simply sublime: full, firm and shapely. I challenge any man, be he baronet or beggar, to observe the woman in all her glory and not wish to spank her and mount her in double-quick time.

When she was naked I subjected her to the customary inspection. There was no question of covering up, of course - she knew what was required and her arms remained dutifully by her sides. I walked around her, stroking here and prodding there, taking my time. I cupped her breasts and bounced them in my hands, relishing the heft of them. I smacked her rump playfully, then slid my hand around her hip and down the smooth curve of her belly to the cloud of dark hair between her legs. My middle finger sought out her slit and I tickled her there, but only briefly. There'd be plenty of time after the beating for such amusements, for I planned to move her to the couch for a lengthy fingering, after which I would mount her in whatever positions took my fancy.

My inspection over, I picked up the paddle and slapped it lightly against my palm. Such a simple object, yet the source of so much pleasure for the man wielding it, so much pain for the woman on the receiving end. I grasped the handle firmly, feeling it smooth and secure in my grip.

'Stand by the fire, Mrs Hammond,' I said, 'as close as is comfortable. Winter is almost upon us and I wouldn't have you catch a chill. Face the flames and clasp your hands behind your head.'

'Yes, sir.'

I took up position behind her and slightly to the side. 'Are you ready, madam?'

'I am, sir,' came the soft, somewhat disconsolate reply.

A beautiful, naked woman awaiting punishment is a wondrous sight indeed and I marvelled at my good fortune. Though sadly lacking in religious conviction, I nevertheless thanked the good Lord for the bounty He had bestowed upon me.
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Fridays were for me the highlight of the week, for that was when I spanked my wards. Since no maid can be fully attentive to her duties with a beating hanging over her head, servants were always dealt with on the spot in the interests of household efficiency, but from the start I'd adopted a different approach with Elizabeth, Victoria and Catherine. Their governess maintained a punishment book in which she noted the date, time and nature of each offence, then on Friday evening at six o'clock the three young women would report to the study to answer for their misdeeds. Making them wait in this fashion, knowing they must surely be counting the days, hours and minutes with a sense of deep foreboding, added a certain piquancy to the proceedings. For I too was counting, though in my case it was not in dread but rather in eager anticipation.

On the Friday following the maids' group paddling, shortly before the appointed hour, Mrs Hammond entered the room and showed me the punishment book. The score for the week was Victoria - three; Cathy - one.

'Elizabeth is again notable by her absence,' I observed.

'Yes, sir,' the governess said quietly. 'Her behaviour is impeccable these days.'

It hardly mattered, in truth. Spanking my eldest ward was nought but a fond memory, for her heart belonged to my godson Freddie and his to her. Punishing her without his express permission was unthinkable, for I loved the boy as if he were my own and would never betray his trust in that fashion.

'She's waiting outside, I take it?'

'Yes, sir; all three of your wards, in accordance with your standing instructions.'

'Good. I'll see her anyway. I have important news to impart and now seems as good a time as any.'

The governess ushered Elizabeth in, then withdrew to wait with the younger pair. As I regarded the dark-haired, elegant beauty standing calm and serene before me, I felt a deep sense of regret that she was no longer mine to do with as I pleased. I'd spanked her, bedded her and played painful and humiliating 'games' with her these past eight months and it was sad indeed to think it was over. Life moves on, however, and we must move on too or remain forever mired in nostalgia.

'Good evening, my dear,' I said, smiling in spite of my rather melancholy mood. 'I trust you are well?'

'Very well indeed, uncle, thank you,' she said.

From the start, I'd asked Elizabeth and her sisters to call me 'uncle' as I liked the sound of it on their sweet young lips. In fact, we were but distantly related, their late father being a cousin of mine on my mother's side, several times removed.

'Though I must confess,' she added, 'I'm somewhat puzzled as to why I'm here, given that I've done nothing wrong. Then again, that's never proved much of a hindrance in the past, has it?'

She referred to the fact that I had both tricked and coerced her into submitting to me on a number of occasions, a charge I couldn't deny, nor would I wish to. Getting the better of this astute young woman, bending her to my will, remained one of my most satisfying achievements.

'Impertinence doesn't suit you, Elizabeth,' I said evenly. 'Neither is it wise, for it provides me with the perfect excuse to spank you.'

'Then I am undone, sir,' she said, feigning dismay, 'and must disrobe for you this instant. Would you prefer me over your knee, or in some more degrading position? On my back with my legs in the air, perhaps, like the wanton creature you would wish me to be?'

Anyone else might have been content merely to call my bluff, but not Elizabeth. No, she must taunt and mock me into the bargain, twisting the knife in the wound. She was well aware of my high regard for Freddie and knew I would neither spank nor molest her because of it. That knowledge rendered all my threats impotent and afforded her an overwhelming advantage in our eternal verbal battle for supremacy. Though I had no option but to retreat, I couldn't resist a parting shot.

'You'll be spared the spanking on this occasion at least, my dear,' I said, 'as tempting as your offer is. I trust you appreciate my self-restraint, for though I've seen you naked a good few times, I'd welcome the chance to feast my eyes once more upon your lovely breasts and delightful bush, not to mention the sweet moist crack nestling within.'

My shaft found its mark, for she blushed deeply. I found it enchanting that she should remain at heart a modest maid, despite everything that had passed between us. More to the point, it allowed me to quit the field with dignity intact and head held high.

'But now to business,' I said briskly. 'I wish you to speak with our solicitor, Mr Jenkinson, on a most important matter. As you know, your late father, rest his soul, stipulated in his will that you be granted an allowance of five hundred pounds per annum when you reach the age of twenty-five. At my instruction, Jenkinson has drawn up papers you should read carefully, for they change the terms of your inheritance. Specifically, the allowance is increased to a thousand pounds per annum, paid either from the age of twenty-five or from the date of your marriage, whichever occurs sooner.'

She looked blank, then puzzled, then rather startled, all in short order. 'Uncle James,' she said, 'that is most generous... I never expected...' She fell silent, her customary aplomb having deserted her for once.

'A country parson's wage is modest, Elizabeth,' I said, by way of explanation. 'When you marry Freddie - and I hope and trust the course of true love runs smooth in that regard - when you marry my godson, I wouldn't see you short of funds. There will be furnishings and other items to purchase for the vicarage, staff to employ and so forth. I'm sure too that our new vicar's wife will wish to help the poor folk of the parish, as indeed she has done so selflessly in the past from her own pocket money. With a thousand per annum at your disposal, I imagine you can do a great deal of good.'

Elizabeth said nothing, but stepped forward to plant a kiss on my cheek before hastily departing the room. If I didn't know better, I'd have sworn there were tears in her eyes. Certain gentlemen of my acquaintance would no doubt call me a fool for treating a female in my charge so benevolently, but I believe the odd kindly act is not out of place. God knows, I've performed plenty of unkind ones in my time, as armies of sore-bottomed women could testify.

Next through the door was Victoria, my red-headed ward. Though she lacked her older sister's great beauty, Victoria's features seemed pleasing enough to me. She possessed innumerable freckles, it's true, and there was a fullness to her figure some might find excessive, but to me these were no great calamities. Indeed, I liked her just the way she was: soft, plump and forever in trouble.

'I find no less than three entries in the punishment book for you this week, Victoria,' I said, frowning to show my displeasure. 'The two awarded for careless work in class are bad enough, but the third, for insubordination to your governess, is entirely unforgivable.'

She stood before me, head bowed and hands clasped behind her back, the very picture of contrition. I wasn't fooled for a moment, however, for this was a scene we played out all too often. Victoria would sin - deliberately, I was sure - I would berate and spank her soundly for it, after which she would insist upon intimate physical 'consolation'. And when it came to sexual gratification, the little hussy was entirely lacking in morals and utterly insatiable.

'Do you have anything to say in your defence?' I rumbled. 'Some excuse to offer, perhaps?'

'No, uncle,' she said. 'I'm very sorry, uncle - I'll try to be good in future, honestly I will. Though I do think Mrs Hammond picks on me sometimes. All I said was—'

'I know perfectly well what you said, Victoria; it's right here in black and white. You refused to take part in the spelling test as, and I quote: "they're a complete waste of time", unquote.'

'Well they are. I hate writing letters, so why should it matter if I can spell?'

'Whether you hate it or love it is immaterial; correspondence will be a fact of life when you come of age and have charge of your own affairs. Being able to spell correctly is an essential skill if you wish to be taken seriously.'

Though she looked unconvinced, all that was about to change, for I had an idea how I might spice up her punishment. I sent her to the cabinet that held my day collection - a modest but useful selection of canes, straps, lashes and so forth - to fetch the heavy tawse. Made of thick, hard leather, this fearsome short strap could inflict an astonishing amount of pain in the right hands.

'Over my knee, Victoria,' I said. 'Be sure to make yourself comfortable, for I fear we may be here a while.'

She looked rather down in the mouth at that. Though she relished the dalliance that invariably followed a punishment, my middle ward derived no pleasure whatsoever from the spanking itself. Knowing that any delay would earn her extra strokes, however, she immediately lay face down across my lap. I pushed up her skirts and petticoats to reveal fetching white bloomers trimmed prettily with lace, then drew these down to reveal something even more delightful: her round, creamy-white bottom. Closer observation revealed faint yellow bruising along with the freckles.

'The marks of last week's punishment are almost gone,' I observed. 'Refresh my memory - what was your crime?'

'Spilling gravy on the tablecloth, Uncle James.'

'Ah, yes, I remember now: a dozen with the medium cane, wasn't it? And afterwards as I fingered your crack you wriggled like an eel, uttering words in your climax I never thought to hear from the lips of a refined young lady.'

As I spoke I stroked her buttocks and slapped them gently to see them quiver. She was putting on weight, I was sure of it, but I had no complaints on that score. Finally I parted her thighs, eliciting a soft murmur of acquiescence and a backward tilt of the hips. This instinctive movement to afford me better access to her groin made me smile. My wards - delightful young women all - were so very different in looks and temperament, but indubitably Victoria was the trollop of the trio.

I stroked her slit with the tip of my middle finger, which was soon wet with her juices, then spread her labia to expose her clitoris. I spent several minutes attending diligently to that sensitive nub, tickling and rubbing it gently to make her squirm. Sure enough, Victoria was soon performing her eel impersonation once more, wriggling for all she was worth and moaning with utter abandon. No doubt she was hoping I would bring her to climax, but for that treat she would have to wait. First, there was the matter of her punishment.

'I've decided this will be a Spell-Spank, Victoria,' I said, inventing the name on the spot. 'I'll say a word, which you will then spell. Each mistake will earn you a stroke: the first one medium, the next firm, the third hard. After three failed attempts I'll tell you the correct spelling and start with a fresh word. The punishment ends when you get three words correct in a row. Are we clear on the rules?'

'I think so, uncle.'

'Very well,' I said, 'let's begin. Your first word is "sacrilegious".'

'S-A-C-R-A- oh! S-A-C-R-E- ahhh! S-A-C-R-I-L-I- agghhh!'

Hardly the most auspicious of starts, but I imagined she was probably nervous and would do better once she'd settled down. Sadly, that proved not to be the case, for in quick succession she made a hash of 'haemorrhage', 'connoisseur' and 'millennium'. As for 'conscientious', her mangled attempts were positively embarrassing.

After ten minutes I was growing irritated with her and wishing I'd never invented the damn game, to be honest. Her bottom was bright pink from the tawse and growing redder by the minute, but her spelling failed to improve. I switched to easier words, but even 'abyss', 'usury' and so forth defeated her. After twenty minutes irritation was turning to desperation as I realised this spanking might well last till the end of time. I could have given her a ludicrously easy word such as 'him' and 'her', of course, but that would turn the whole thing into a farce. As my grandfather had stressed constantly, spankings must never be trivialised, for that denigrates the noblest art of all, one surely handed down to us by the gods themselves.

Fortunately, I had an idea. If there was one subject Victoria had studied with anything approaching diligence, it was sex. She would spend hours in the library, looking up rude words in the dictionary and searching the encyclopaedias for articles on human reproduction and sexuality. I'd even allowed her to peruse my private collection of erotic fiction on occasion. Surely, I thought, some of the information must have stuck?

I tested my theory by trying her with an appropriate word - 'fellatio' - which she spelt correctly, somewhat to my surprise. 'Cunnilingus' was dealt with equally successfully.

'One more to go,' I said. 'Get this next one right and the punishment is over. Are you ready, Victoria?'

'Yes, uncle.'

'Very well; the word is "areolae", plural.'

'A-R-E-O-L...' She hesitated and I held my breath. 'A-E.'

I let it out in a sigh of relief. She'd done it, finally, with a modicum of help from her guardian. She didn't move, however, for she was expecting her 'reward' - and though she didn't know it, I had a treat in store for her.

Through a London dealer in erotica I'd recently acquired a most ingenious device of German origin - a hollow silver phallus that contained within it a compact clockwork mechanism driving an oscillating steel ball. When wound up with the built-in key at the base, this clever toy would vibrate vigorously for a full minute, buzzing all the while like a demented hornet. According to the label on the box, if pressed against a woman's intimate regions, the intense stimulation would create feelings of euphoria. I was naturally keen to try it out - and who better a subject than Victoria, our very own trollop-in-residence?

As the gadget touched her vulva my ward stiffened and let out a squeal. I immediately desisted, thinking I was harming her, but she begged me breathlessly to continue. I did so, cautiously at first, then growing bolder when I realised it brought her nothing but pleasure. I experimented with the thing, rubbing it against labia and clitoris till she was thoroughly wet, then easing it inside her, to her evident delight. Something else she enjoyed was having the smoothly rounded tip pressed to her anal sphincter, though I made no attempt to breach her back passage.

Every minute or so I was obliged to stop in order to rewind the device, which proved a source of considerable vexation to Victoria until I discovered it was possible, though certainly not easy, to wind it while it was still vibrating and in use. The young hussy certainly appreciated my efforts, especially when I did the thing she enjoyed best of all - touched the tip to her clitoris and held it there.

But now it was time to bring her to climax. I slid two fingers into her vagina and began to frig her, keeping the vibrating toy pressed to her clitoris all the while. In no time at all she was squirming in my lap and wailing softly. That's when the notion of a final act of devilment came to me. I switched off the device and stilled the movement of my hand, though my fingers remained inside her.

'One last word,' I said. 'Spell it correctly and you get your reward. A single wrong letter, however, and the session is over.'

'Please, Uncle James,' she moaned, 'that's not fair.'

'Fair or not, Victoria, your fate rests in your own hands. And the word is, appropriately enough - "orgasm".'

Hardly the most difficult of words, I agree, but given my ward's distracted state nothing was easy. She took a deep breath. 'O-R-G-A-S...' There was a lengthy pause, then she added tentatively, 'M?'

'Well done!' I chuckled. 'You hesitated so long I feared a second "A" was imminent, or even a "U", heaven help us.'

'Uncle, please!'

'I'm sorry, my dear, you're right - I shouldn't tease. Without a doubt you've earned this, Victoria.'

I set to work with toy and fingers in such a determined fashion that in no time at all she was bucking and sobbing as the climax took her. Afterwards she rolled over in my lap and curled into a ball. I hugged her tight, enjoying the soft feel of her and smiling to myself. Truly, she was a wanton creature.

'You were right all along, uncle,' she murmured contentedly. 'Being able to spell is a very useful skill indeed.'
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The last to be punished that particular Friday was Cathy, my youngest ward, once a pretty but somewhat vacuous girl, now a lovely and tolerably sensible young woman.

'Good evening, Catherine,' I said, as she stood before me. 'I wasn't expecting to see your name in the punishment book this week.'

'For inattentiveness in class,' she said. 'I'm very sorry, Uncle James.'

'I confess I'm surprised, my dear. I thought we were past all that.'

'I was daydreaming, uncle,' she said, 'staring out of the window remembering those lovely warm days last summer. Mrs Hammond warned me once, but the second time she put it in the book.'

Hardly a serious crime, but the governess had been entirely correct in her actions. She knew how greatly I enjoyed disciplining my wards and let no opportunity slip by, however small.

'Very well,' I said. 'Take off your clothes.'

Cathy looked surprised, for I wouldn't normally order this for a trivial offence. My motives on this occasion were simple enough: I wished to see her naked and to touch her, lovely as she was.

Not for the first time, I welcomed the fact that female clothing was so abundant and complicated as it meant the whole delightful process of undressing took twice as long. Eventually she discarded the final garment and turned to face me, arms by her side and head erect. She too was filling out, though no one would ever describe Cathy as 'plump'. She was delightful, in fact, all pleasing curves and firm young flesh, her fair skin smooth and unblemished. Her golden hair was done up in a coil, lengthening her neck and adding grace to her comely form.

Though she seemed calm enough on the surface, the spots of colour that appeared on her cheeks told me she wasn't quite as composed as she pretended to be. That was hardly surprising, for it is no small thing for a young woman to stand naked before a man. This wasn't Cathy's first time, of course, but the situation was novel enough still to make her more than a little uncomfortable. I rose from my chair and moved behind her, placing my hands lightly on her shoulders. She shivered at the contact but didn't speak.

'Are you chilled, my dear?' I asked.

'A little, sir.'

That wasn't why she'd shivered, but I moved her closer to the fire nevertheless. I slid my hands around to cup her firm breasts, squeezing a fraction harder than she would wish, to make her gasp. My left hand remained there to tease her nipples while my right moved down over her ribs and flat belly to her groin. She flinched as I touched her there, stroking labia and clitoris briefly before sliding my finger inside her. She cried out softly then and started to tremble. Again, this wasn't the first time I'd penetrated her, yet neither was it commonplace.

'Hush, child,' I murmured. 'There's nothing to fear.'

I kept my finger inside her, unmoving, until she quietened, acceptance being an important part of her training. I held her a full minute longer, savouring the feel of her, flexing my finger now and then to hear her soft utterances. I released her finally, then pulled up a stool and sat down, drawing her close.

I generally reserve over-the-knee spankings for minor offences such as these, there being something inherently frivolous about laying a woman across your lap and smacking her bottom. Serious offences demand a serious approach, with an implement somewhat more formidable than a man's hand - which is not to say OTK should be regarded as somehow inferior to other forms of punishment. Indeed, many mature women find it humiliating in the extreme to be disciplined in this fashion, as though they were still little girls. Certainly there is an intimacy to it that is lacking with cane and strap, especially when the victim is naked, as now.

I began to slap Cathy's buttocks, right and left alternately, the blows crisp and rapid. She was gasping from the start, for this treatment certainly stings. Her buttocks quivered under the relentless assault, the skin speedily turning pink. I made no attempt to count, as OTKs are generally governed by the clock rather than the number of strokes. After three minutes I paused, rubbing her buttocks while she rested. The short respite was followed by a further three-minute spank, after which I allowed her to rise.

'Kneel here in front of me, my dear,' I said. 'Open your mouth.'

Cathy was reasonably proficient at fellatio now, but one aspect still troubled her. Though she knew swallowing semen wasn't harmful, she found the whole idea rather repugnant. Being a firm believer in the maxim 'practice makes perfect', I naturally insisted she do it at every available opportunity. I therefore had her suck me till I felt my climax building rapidly, whereupon I withdrew and began to masturbate vigorously.

'Open wide,' I said hoarsely.

She did so just in time, for a moment later I was squirting onto her tongue, grunting as I worked my cock. I emptied myself thoroughly, careful to spill not a single drop, noting the look of distaste in my young ward's eyes as the sour odour assaulted her senses.

'Swallow,' I commanded.

She gulped it down with a shudder, then opened her mouth as I'd taught her to show it was gone.

––––––––
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LATER THAT SAME EVENING a mounted courier delivered a note to the kitchen door and rode off without waiting for a reply. The message was terse and to the point.

Sir, the item will be in my hands at midnight - Spikeman.

Charlie Spikeman, that doyen of the London underworld, up to his usual nefarious tricks: breaking and entering (possibly involving grievous bodily harm, should he and his men be discovered) followed by abduction. And all of it at my instruction.

Allow me to explain. A few weeks previously I'd invited a fellow of my acquaintance, Michael, to spend a few weeks at Bleekston Hall. He brought with him a pretty young slave-in-training called Faith - a serving girl, I'd assumed at the time, though a remarkably well-spoken one, it was true. Spikeman's subsequent enquiries revealed that she was, in fact, a well-bred young lady and an heiress to boot. Her unscrupulous guardian, desiring to get his hands on her fortune, had delivered her into Michael's not-so-tender care to break her spirit.

She wasn't the first vulnerable female to fall foul of ruthless men in this fashion, of course, and she wouldn't be the last. Clearly it was no business of mine, yet I'd decided to intervene, partly out of sympathy for the girl's plight, but mostly out of pique at an outrageous breach of good manners on Michael's part when he slighted my honour at our parting. I therefore engaged Spikeman to kidnap the girl - for a substantial fee, naturally. As the note now made plain, the preparation phase was complete and the felony itself imminent.

A midnight abduction meant an early-morning arrival, so I arranged for an even earlier wake-up call by the simple expedient of inviting our kitchen maid, Rose, to spend the night in my bed. Since her duties required that she rise at dawn each day, there was precious little chance of my oversleeping, plus there was the added bonus of tumbling her before we blew out the candle and again on waking. I can heartily recommend this variety of morning call to all gentlemen who need to be up and about at ungodly hours.

The moment Charlie Spikeman's henchmen carried Faith in from the coach and deposited her on the hall floor, I realised my mistake, for I'd given the rogue no specific instructions as to the manner of her transportation. To Charlie, leaving her bound and gagged, wearing nothing but her nightgown, would seem convenient and entirely reasonable, preventing as it did any escape attempt or cry for help. To Faith, snatched from one hell and surely - in her imagination at least - destined for even greater torment, the experience must have been terrifying.

'My dear girl,' I said, 'forgive me. I had no wish to cause you distress.'

I untied her bonds and removed the gag, whereupon she flung her arms about my neck, sobbing pitifully and pressing herself against me.

'Hush, child,' I crooned, 'hush. You're safe now.'

I held her tight, feeling the pressure of small firm breasts against my chest. My hand slid down the curve of her spine to her round bottom, which I patted gently to comfort her, though the spanker in me no doubt had an ulterior motive.

After a time her weeping ceased and we were able to hold a sensible conversation. I took her upstairs to one of the guest bedrooms and put her straight to bed, sitting beside her to explain what had transpired. She was still in shock from the traumatic events of the night, not to mention her brutal treatment at Michael's hands over several months, but I succeeded finally in making the situation clear.

'I'm safe now, Mr Montague?' she said. 'You won't let them take me away?'

'You're safe, I promise. You can stay here until you've gained what's rightfully yours and things are in order once more. I'll spare no effort to see justice done.'

That was an out-and-out lie, in fact, for if Faith did indeed secure her fortune she would no longer be under my control. Her next words, however, rendered all such considerations superfluous.

'Alas, sir, it is mine no longer,' she said sorrowfully. 'They made me sign papers - I didn't want to, but they hurt me so cruelly I couldn't resist. I fear I'm destitute and homeless. I don't know what's to become of me...' She looked despondent indeed and her eyes grew moist, though she managed to blink back the tears.

'Courage, Faith,' I said, squeezing her hand as it lay on the coverlet. 'If everything is gone, as you say, then you shall remain here as my honoured guest for as long as you wish.'

She seemed to rally somewhat at that, even managing a brave smile as I tucked her in and told her to sleep. In truth, I would dearly have liked to slide in beside her, remembering her tight body and the feel of her lips on my cock, but she needed her rest. In any case, sex would be all the better when she was recovered, so I kissed her forehead, wished her sweet dreams and left to conclude my business with Spikeman.

The resilience of youth never ceases to amaze me, for when I looked in on her some hours later I found her sitting up in bed, seemingly in much better spirits.

'It is uncommonly kind of you, Mr Montague,' she said, 'to offer me your protection in this way. I would offer my services in return, for I don't wish to be a burden, but I fear I have no skills. Do you think... could I perhaps train as a maid?'

'A maid?' I cried. 'Good heavens, no... out of the question! You bear a most distinguished family name which mustn't be sullied at any cost. Your maternal grandfather was a viscount, for heaven's sake!'

'That's of no consequence—'
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