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Chapter 1
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'UNCLE JAMES,' VICTORIA said, 'is it wicked to wish to punish someone?'

My ward and I were strolling in the grounds of Bleekston Hall, our Oxfordshire home, enjoying the August sunshine. The weather had been glorious for the past four weeks, as if this summer of 1892 wished to make amends for a damp and unseasonably cool start. It was not Victoria's habit to accompany me on my daily constitutional, but that particular morning she had asked to do so. I judged from her manner that she had something of consequence to impart, so we left her two sisters in the care of Irene Hammond, their governess, and set off along the path to the lake.

'Wicked?' I said. 'No, not necessarily. It all depends on one's motives for wanting to punish them, I suppose,'

Victoria sighed. 'I suspect my motives are not of the highest, so probably I am wicked. Perhaps I should be punished too, as well as Rose.'

It was hard not to smile. Victoria never missed an opportunity to be chastised, though I had long known it was no stinging posterior she craved, rather the subsequent physical 'consolation'.

'And what has Rose done to earn your displeasure?' I enquired.

'She was very rude to me yesterday morning. I wasn't happy with the way she had done my hair, so I told her to do it again. She refused, claiming she had other duties that were more important. It wasn't so much what she said, uncle, as the way she said it. She was perfectly horrid.'

I should perhaps explain that, though she called me 'uncle', we were not closely related. Her late father Bertram was a distant cousin of mine who, along with his wife, had tragically drowned in a boating accident some ten months previously. Since Bertie had named me his heir, I was transformed overnight from a gentleman of modest means to the second richest in the county and from confirmed bachelor to guardian of their three daughters. I encouraged Elizabeth, Victoria and Catherine to call me 'uncle' from the start as it suggested a degree of intimacy - and intimacy with lovely, nubile young women was a thing I was ever keen to foster.

To hear that Rose had been uncivil came as no surprise: God knows she had been disrespectful to me more times than I cared to remember. Though insolence in a servant would not normally be tolerated, I had no intention of dismissing her, for she had hidden qualities that more than compensated for her shortcomings.

'A most heinous crime indeed,' I said to Victoria, keeping a straight face. 'Do you wish me to punish her for it?'

I was almost certain my ward had something else in mind, in fact, and her next words confirmed my suspicions. 'Not exactly, uncle.' She glanced up at me guiltily. 'I want... that is, I would really like... to administer the punishment myself.'

This new development was not entirely unexpected, I have to say. It is not uncommon for a punishee to wish to 'change sides', as it were, and deliver a beating rather than be perpetually on the receiving end. From the very start Victoria had been more amenable to the idea of corporal punishment than her older sister Elizabeth and far more so than Cathy, youngest of the three.

'Very well,' I said. 'Since the offence was committed against you personally, I see no reason why you shouldn't hand out the retribution. I'm sure you understand, however, that I must be there to supervise the punishment. The choice of implement will be mine and I shall determine the number of strokes. You see why this must be so, my dear?'

'Of course, Uncle James,' she said. 'I have little experience in these matters, I realise that. It will be a great comfort to know you are keeping a watchful eye on me.'

I nodded, remembering how reassuring my grandfather's presence was to me the first time I caned Nell in his study, all those long years ago. With that wonderful old man there to guide and encourage me, doubt and anxiety simply melted away.

––––––––
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MY HEART WAS POUNDING as I raised the cane. I swished it through the air three or four times, the low, menacing hiss sending a tingle down my spine.

'Keep your wrist loose, Jamie,' my grandfather said. 'A supple wrist is the key to good control, remember.'

I nodded, concentrating hard, wanting to please him. My grandfather's approval was the most important thing in the world to me and I was mindful of his instructions - thumb uppermost, grip firm but not too tight, wrist loose.

'Eye on the target, Jamie-boy,' he said. 'Are you watching the target?'

'Yes, sir.' The target in question was a pair of round, creamy-white buttocks belonging to Nell, one of my grandfather's maids, who was presently touching her toes - with skirts drawn up to her waist and drawers down to her ankles - in the middle of his study.

'In your own time, then. Let's make it a nice crisp one, eh?'

I nodded again, swished the cane once more for luck and drew back my arm. A heartbeat's pause, then the cane swept forward, seemingly of its own volition. It struck with a solid thwick, and Nell jerked and let out a yelp, quickly suppressed. As she knew only too well, my grandfather disapproved of 'squawking', as he called it, and invariably rewarded the culprit with extra strokes.

'Keep 'em coming, my boy. We promised her a dozen, didn't we?'

I was more than happy to comply, laying on stroke after stroke with a vengeance. Nell gasped and flinched in a most entrancing fashion as fresh pink stripes bloomed on her white skin.

All too soon, sadly, it was over. My grandfather approached and together we examined the girl's buttocks. He ran a fingernail along the wheals - causing poor Nell to gasp and flinch all over again - and complimented me on the even spacing. To be honest, this was due more to luck than any skill of mine, for I had forgotten all about that in the heat of battle. With a final pat on her sore bottom, my grandfather told Nell she could go. She hurriedly rearranged her clothing and shot from the room, eager, no doubt, to return to the relative safety of the servants' hall.

'That was well done, lad,' my grandfather declared. 'Very well done indeed! You're a natural born spanker if ever I saw one.'

My chest swelled with pride as I handed the cane back to him. 'Will I be as good as you, sir, when I grow up?'

The old man nodded gravely. 'Perhaps, if you apply yourself diligently to your studies. Maybe even better. All you need is practice, Jamie - lots and lots of practice.'

That sounded very agreeable to me, I have to say. I was more than willing to practice every hour of every day, if necessary. I was already beginning to regret that Nell had been dismissed so quickly for I had a fancy to start practising right then and there.

The thought may have shown in my face, or perhaps it was simply that my grandfather and I were so perfectly attuned at that moment. Whatever the reason, he chuckled and patted my shoulder. 'Fancy a hunt, my boy?'

'A hunt, grandfather?' I said with a frown, thinking instantly of foxes and foxhounds.

'That's right,' he said, steering me towards the door. 'Let's see if we can't flush out a maid or two. We'll take the cane so they know we mean business. Got to give 'em a sporting chance, y'see?'

'Yes, sir,' I said, though in point of fact I didn't. Sneaking up on them unawares seemed to me the better plan.

'Here we go, then,' he cried. 'Tally-ho!'

––––––––
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VICTORIA AND I REACHED the lake and stopped for a moment to look out over its broad, serene expanse. The resident pair of swans made their way gracefully yet purposefully towards us, no doubt hoping for some titbits of bread.

'That's settled then,' I said. 'I shall send for Rose the instant we get back to the house. It's best to deal with servants quickly, I find, otherwise they tend to sulk and neglect their duties.'

With my three wards I adopted a different approach: irrespective of when an offence was committed, punishments always took place in my study on Friday evenings. Delaying punishment in this way allows the victim ample time to reflect upon her transgressions and contemplate the pain and humiliation to come. The fact that it heightened my own pleasure of anticipation was purely a bonus.

'I should have spoken up sooner, I know,' Victoria said. 'It's just that... I suspected my motives were base and unworthy...' Her voice faltered and died. The source of her confusion wasn't hard to divine, of course. The idea of punishing someone was arousing strange new feelings in her, feelings she instinctively felt were pernicious and wrong.

'Am I to understand,' I said sternly, 'that the thought of caning Rose is pleasurable to you?'

She nodded miserably and admitted that it was, whereupon I scowled and tutted disapprovingly. At times like these I find it helpful to adopt the style and mannerisms of our local vicar, the good Reverend Wilkins.

'Wretched girl,' I rumbled, in that gentleman's best pulpit tones, 'it is certainly base and unworthy to delight in another person's suffering. Do you think I enjoy punishing you and your sisters, or the maids, the cook and Mrs Hammond? Do you imagine I relish watching young women writhe and squirm... seeing their posteriors turn first pink, then red, then purple... hearing their gasps of dismay turn to shrill cries of anguish?'

'No, uncle.'

'No indeed. It is positively painful to me, as it should be to you also. I am most shocked that you feel otherwise, Victoria. Naturally there is but one recourse - can you guess what it is?'

'Yes, uncle,' she whispered.

'You already have a punishment scheduled for this coming Friday, do you not?'

'Yes, uncle; for spilling my bedtime milk on Sunday night.'

'Very well,' I said. 'In that case we will not wait. I shall deal with this further offence here and now.'

As we were some considerable distance from the house my extensive collection of canes, crops, paddles, whips, straps, tawses, lashes and so forth was temporarily unavailable to me. I could have used my hand, of course, but I had a fancy for something a little more lively than an over-the-knee spanking, so I strode to a nearby holly bush and cut a thin stick with my penknife. A few quick slashes saw it stripped of leaves, after which I swished it experimentally. Though none too straight and hardly the most elegant of implements, I harboured no doubts as to its effectiveness.

Satisfied, I went back to Victoria, who had watched the preparations with round, anxious eyes. 'Remove your clothes,' I said.

'Oh, Uncle James,' she murmured, looking around nervously as though fearing we were being spied upon. 'Allow me to retain something, I beg, for decency's sake.'

'Very well,' I said, never one to refuse a reasonable request. 'You may keep your bonnet on.'

There were further mild protestations but I knew she was simply going through the motions. Unlike her sisters, Victoria had never shown much reluctance to strip; rather the opposite, in fact, if she thought sexual gratification was on the cards. She undressed now in haste, though not without frequent furtive glances at the shrubbery, as though she expected some gypsy rover to poke his head out and leer at her - or perhaps Phillips, our ancient gardener, was a more likely interloper. Nothing of that nature transpired, however, and soon she was naked except for her bonnet.

Victoria, nude, was pink, plump and utterly delectable. Her breasts were full and round, tipped with pale, swollen nipples. A pouting slit and fluffy ginger bush showed beneath her prominent little belly. Her generous, well-padded bottom was simply begging to be whacked.

'Come,' I said, leading her to the boathouse. It wasn't that I desired privacy - as far as I was concerned, any wandering fellow was more than welcome to observe Victoria's humiliation so long as he refrained from poaching my pheasants - rather that I had something special in mind once the punishment was over.

The boathouse was a low-roofed timber building housing a steam launch and rowing boat. The launch hadn't run in years, but Mrs Hammond and my wards occasionally took the smaller craft out on the lake, weather permitting, as part of the girls' instruction in botany and zoology.

At my command, Victoria stood close to the edge of the dock, then reached up to take hold of the wooden roof beam above her head. I moved into position alongside her, raised the holly wand and tapped her round buttocks lightly to get my aim. 'Count the strokes, if you please.'

She closed her eyes. I drew back the stick and delivered a lively stroke to her pale rump. She gave a little gasp, her hips jerking forward, and raised up onto her tiptoes. 'One, Uncle James.'

I waited for a few seconds, then repeated the stroke exactly. Again she flinched and again a breathless sob escaped her lips. 'Two, Uncle James.'

I had asked her to count off the strokes in this fashion for one reason and one reason only. It was not, as some casual observer might conclude, that I thought myself likely to lose track of where we were, rather that I wished to know how much this was hurting her. The penitent's increasing distress as the punishment proceeds can be heard clearly in her voice and the severity of the strokes adjusted accordingly.

And so it went on. I had not specified the number of strokes, but in the end it was two dozen I dispensed. I paused after each six to examine her posterior and allow her a short rest. Not all spankers do this, but it was a habit of mine, one so ingrained and routine I did it without thinking. Another of my trademarks was to order a change of position after each dozen, but on this occasion I did not. Varying one's technique keeps the victim anxious and uncertain, wondering what might happen next - and naturally fearing the worst.

Following the final stroke, which was harder than the rest, I stepped back to admire my handiwork. Her buttocks were striped with narrow red tramlines, marks typical of a cane-like implement. She trembled as she glanced back over her shoulder and I noticed her cheeks were wet. A freshly cut stick such as this, briskly applied, will certainly sting, so I didn't think any the less of my ward for being unable to hold back the tears. In fact she had taken the beating bravely and with minimum fuss - unlike certain other members of the household I could think of. Such fortitude deserved a reward.

'Stay in position,' I growled.

She faced forward instantly. I dropped the holly wand and stepped up close behind her, reaching around to her groin. As my middle finger slipped into her slit - already wet, I noticed - she gave another gasp. Though it sounded not unlike her previous utterances, this was an exclamation of pure pleasure. I began to finger her in earnest and soon her hips were gyrating and she was moaning faintly.

Having a soft, wriggling young woman impaled on your finger is hardly the most grievous of predicaments in which to find oneself and I intended to make the most of it. I had planned to keep her standing there for a lengthy period, bringing her to climax excruciatingly slowly - a subtle form of torture I like to employ from time to time - but my own needs were rapidly becoming urgent, so I ordered her into the rowing boat. I held her hand as she stepped down into the shallow craft, which rocked precariously, then joined her. Victoria was soon ensconced on the seat facing the stern, with myself in the middle of the boat. I had her lay back, whereupon I spread her legs and lifted them over the sides of the boat. As my ward seemed somewhat alarmed at the craft's unsteady motion, I did something guaranteed to distract her: I leaned forward and began to lick her slit.

I focussed my attentions on her clitoris and soon she was panting in a most entrancing fashion as her hips twitched and jerked. A few minutes of this and I was feeling more than a little heated myself, so I sat up and unfastened my trousers, releasing my cock. I moved over Victoria, paused for just a second to gaze into her misted eyes and grin wickedly, then plunged inside her. She squealed with pleasure and bucked beneath me. Soon the boat was rocking violently, but my ward no longer cared and neither did I. If fate had a mind to overturn the thing and drown the pair of us, so be it. James Montague, for one, could think of far worse ways to go.
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'DO YOU HAVE ANY EXCUSE to offer for this lamentable behaviour, Rose?' I asked.

We were in the study, Victoria, Rose and myself. Upon returning to the hall following a long and most enjoyable dalliance in the boathouse, I had rung for the kitchen maid and repeated Victoria's allegation of rudeness. Rose did not deny the charge and indeed seemed remarkably subdued for once. I thought she might offer in her defence the fact that she was overworked, or that it was highly irregular for a kitchen maid to be asked to groom hair in the first place. Ours was a most unusual household when it came to the scheduling of tasks and undoubtedly the servants were overworked as a result. When I became master of Bleekston Hall, my first act was to dismiss those members of staff who failed to meet my requirements. For the females the criterion was simple - if they submitted to corporal punishment they could stay, if not, then out they must go. For the men it was hardly more complicated - if they were prepared to follow orders efficiently and respectfully, and support their new master's disciplining of the fairer sex, I was happy to retain them. If not, they too were free to seek employment elsewhere.

The results were disappointing to say the least, for we lost the butler, both footmen, the housekeeper, governess, cook and half a dozen maids. It's true that with the help of Charlie Spikeman - a dubious underworld character with a finger in every pie and a nose for human frailty - I had managed to locate a new governess, cook and two maids who fitted the bill, but our situation here remained far from ideal. Although that could not fully excuse Rose's behaviour, I thought she might at least plead extenuating circumstances in a bid for leniency, but she chose to remain silent.

'So be it,' I said, crossing to the cupboard that held my day collection, a dozen or so implements of various kinds and differing weights. In view of my ward's lack of expertise in this field I selected the lightest paddle, being considerably easier to use than cane or tawse - it is difficult to miss the target with such a broad-bladed implement, for one thing.

'Twelve strokes,' I announced, handing the paddle to my ward, 'which Miss Victoria will deliver as she deems appropriate.'

Rose looked startled and I thought she must surely speak up at last, but the words never came. Knowing the maid's prickly nature only too well, I wondered how long this apparent meekness would last.

'Take off your clothes,' Victoria said. 'Every last stitch.'

I was somewhat surprised at this instruction until I remembered my ward knew no other way. From the very start, her governess and I had insisted Victoria strip naked for punishment. The idea of removing just her drawers, say, would seem utterly foreign to her.

Rose undressed, though not without a misgiving glance or two in my direction. Though she too was no stranger to nudity, it was in my company alone; Victoria's presence made familiar situations strange and uncertain. As the unfortunate maid removed the final garment - her drawers - her hands moved to cover her nakedness, though she had never exhibited such shyness with me.

'Keep your arms by your sides!' Victoria commanded.

Rose obeyed instantly, whereupon Victoria proceeded to walk slowly around her looking her up and down. Rose was a tallish young woman, dark-haired and slender. In truth, I prefer women with more meat on their bones, but one cannot always pick and choose. She passed the crucial test in that she was always prepared - though never keen - to endure a thrashing. As to the performing of her duties, she was reasonably skilled, if perhaps a little clumsy at times.

'Clasp your hands behind your neck and bend forward,' Victoria said.

The kitchen maid did so. Victoria positioned herself behind and slightly to the left of her victim, grasped the paddle firmly in both hands and delivered an almighty swipe to the maid's proffered posterior. The crack as it contacted her flesh, remarkably loud as it might be, was matched in volume by Rose's shriek of pain. She stumbled forward, only recovering her balance with difficulty. I was most thankful I had picked the light paddle as anything heavier would most likely have knocked the poor girl clean off her feet.

Having declared openly that Victoria was at liberty to deliver the twelve strokes 'as she deemed appropriate', it would be most unfair of me to criticise her technique. Nevertheless, I felt duty bound to intervene in the interests of justice.

'A noble stroke indeed, Victoria,' I said, stepping forward and placing my hand lightly on her shoulder. 'Any spanker would be proud to have delivered it. My dear old grandfather himself, rest his soul, would not have been ashamed of such a whack.'

'Thank you, uncle,' she said guardedly, plainly sensing I was unhappy about something. 'Shall I... shall I then continue?'

'Pray do so, my dear, but if I may be allowed to make a small observation? Many floggers of my acquaintance consider that such a fine stroke may beneficially be followed by others somewhat less... vigorous, shall we say? It keeps the penitent guessing, wondering if that first blistering delivery is to be repeated; and keeping her guessing is always a good thing. It isn't essential that it be repeated, you understand - the memory of it alone is like the sword of Damocles hanging over the victim's head.'

Victoria nodded slowly and I saw comprehension in her eyes.

'It is simply a suggestion, my dear,' I murmured soothingly, stepping back. 'You are in charge here, there's no question of that. The decision is yours and yours alone.'

'Thank you, Uncle James,' she said with a smile. 'I shall certainly consider it... in future.'

She turned to Rose, who had watched the brief exchange anxiously, and told her to resume the position. The maid did so, though clearly with no great relish. Victoria hefted her weapon once more and swung. She had obviously taken my words to heart, for the blow was considerably less forceful than its predecessor. Rose's reaction was almost identical, however, and I realised my impromptu little speech contained more than a grain of truth. Deceived by Victoria's ambiguous reply (my ward plainly had a talent for this game) Rose was expecting another scorcher and had reacted accordingly. It was most edifying, I have to say, and more than a little amusing.

Victoria gave her a further four, then stepped away. Watching her as she stood there, slapping the paddle lightly against her palm and studying Rose's posterior thoughtfully, brought my own mannerisms into sharp relief. Victoria was mimicking me, yet I was quite certain she was not conscious of the fact. This was no attempt at mockery; it was simply that, again, she knew no other way.

After a couple of minutes Victoria moved close to her victim once more. The second and final six were duly delivered and I wasn't in the least surprised to note that the last stroke, though still some way short of that first cracking delivery, was considerably firmer than the rest. Rose yelped and started to rise, no doubt thankful her ordeal was over.

'Stay down!' Victoria snapped, her voice remarkably authoritative for one so young. 'You haven't been given permission to move. Any more of this and it will be extras for you, young lady.'

Rose quickly resumed the stance. Without another word, Victoria approached her from behind, slipped her hand below the cleft in the maid's buttocks and ran a finger swiftly along the unsuspecting young woman's slit. I'm not sure who was the more astonished, Rose or myself. Rose's reaction was by far the more voluble, however, for she squawked in alarm and shot up straight, a look of utter consternation on her face. 'Miss... Miss Victoria...' she stammered, her voice decidedly tremulous, 'what are... what are you doing?'

I can truthfully say I have never seen Rose so ill at ease. Though normally a most enthusiastic and energetic partner between the sheets - the 'hidden talents' I referred to earlier - being touched in so intimate a fashion by another woman was clearly a novel and deeply disturbing experience for her.

Victoria did not even deign to answer, but ordered her victim to resume the position immediately. Rose did so, though not happily and not without a baleful look in my direction. I imagine she was hoping for a reprieve, but I was enjoying the performance far too much to intervene a second time. The hapless young woman leaned forward once more, trembling and biting her lip, and placed her hands behind her head. Once again Victoria approached and once again her finger sought out the maid's slit. Rose warbled at the contact but managed to hold the stance, to her credit. Victoria was relentless, fingering her distraught victim in so confident and proficient a manner, I knew she had been practising on herself. She inserted two fingers and frigged Rose rapidly, then used her free hand to tickle the maid's clitoris. Rose's shivering ceased, her soft wails taking on a different tone as her hips rocked back and forth. Victoria too seemed deeply engrossed in the proceedings: there was an absorbed look on her face and a flush on her cheeks that had little to do with exertion, I was sure.

After a good ten minutes of this, with Rose - to judge from the sounds she was making - perilously close to climax, Victoria's manipulations slowed then stopped altogether. Perhaps her timing was simply unfortunate, or perhaps it was deliberate. If the latter, then my ward possessed a cruel streak the depths of which I had never suspected. Whatever the truth of it, she paused and turned to me.

Before she could speak, however, her distraught victim made a plea of her own. 'Please, mistress,' Rose moaned, 'don't stop, I beg of you.'

'Be silent!' Victoria said sharply, with little apparent sympathy for the poor maid's predicament. 'Patience is a virtue, as the vicar often reminds us. Whatever would Reverend Wilkins think if he could hear and see you now?'

For myself, I considered it very likely the man would suffer an apoplexy, but kept the thought to myself as Victoria turned to me once more. 'Uncle, would you have some phallic object to hand?'

The request was so totally unexpected that, for a moment or two, I gaped like the village idiot. Recovering my wits, I walked over and unlocked the door to the room that housed my pride and joy - my full collection of spanking implements. There were literally hundreds of the things, ancient and modern, hanging on pegs in neat rows. There were canes and straps, lashes and riding crops, paddles and whips galore from the four corners of the globe. I have seen many fine collections of such items in my time, but none, though I say so myself, to match my own. It was started by my grandfather and I have added to it in my turn. A peer of my acquaintance recently offered me a thousand guineas for it. Suffice it to say, I was not even remotely tempted.

At any other time I might have dallied awhile, savouring the wondrous sight before me, but not now. I went quickly to the particular lash I had in mind and lifted it from its peg. It was an unremarkable item, more functional than beautiful, with black leather thongs and an ebony handle polished smooth by use. Round and unadorned, with a plum-like swelling at the end, it was undeniably phallic and eminently suitable for what Victoria had in mind. My ward clearly thought so, for she stroked it in a most suggestive fashion as she thanked me.

'My pleasure,' I said.

Rose's too, just seconds later. She gasped when the phallus entered her vagina and moaned with delight as Victoria proceeded to work it in and out with a corkscrew motion. My ward's free hand again sought out her victim's clitoris and soon Rose was panting and squirming almost frantically. Her climax, unsurprisingly, was not long coming.

––––––––
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'THAT WAS A FINE PERFORMANCE, Victoria,' I said. 'Most commendable - especially when one considers it was your first.'

We were alone in the study, my ward and I. Rose had dressed and departed, sated and rather subdued, I thought. What she made of the episode I couldn't say, but I remained somewhat bemused. Of one thing was certain - I was seeing my ward Victoria in a whole new light. 'You have a natural flair for this,' I said, 'that much is clear.'

'It is generous of you to say so, uncle,' she declared, beaming at the praise.

'I do say so - you have every right to be proud, my dear. In truth, I found it highly instructive. And how about you? Did you enjoy it?'

'Oh, I did, I did!' she said enthusiastically. 'It's ages since I had so much fun! Did you see her face when...?' Her voice trailed away suddenly, her smile faltered and her eyes took on an uncertain look. My own expression hadn't changed, but some sixth sense warned her of the trap opening before her. 'That is... what I meant to say...'

'Your meaning is perfectly plain, Victoria,' I said quietly. 'You were having "fun" - your own word - despite my earlier warnings to the contrary. Clearly the lesson in the boathouse was not well learned, was it? Obviously it needs reinforcing.'

She stammered something and cast her eyes down, her cheeks flushing. I thought she might try to wriggle out of it, for she knew full well no sexual 'consolation' would be forthcoming a second time - I had imposed a limit of once a day, disapproving as I did of greediness and self indulgence - but she simply sighed and nodded despondently. She went over to the table and retrieved the paddle, holding it out to me. It was a clever move on her part, attempting to control events in this fashion, but I've had years of experience in these matters and am not so easily fooled.

'I rather think,' I said, 'we need something a little more testing. Return this to the cupboard and bring me instead the medium tawse.'

There was a flash of chagrin in her eyes, quickly suppressed. I said not a word as she handed me the short strap, but simply regarded her. For a moment or two she did not move, then her hands rose to the fastenings on her dress. For the second time in under an hour she stripped for punishment.
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Chapter 3
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AT BREAKFAST THE FOLLOWING morning I announced that I had occasion to drive into the city on business and enquired whether anyone wished to accompany me. Irene Hammond accepted the offer, saying there were certain small items she needed to obtain.

'No thank you, Uncle James,' Victoria said, rising. 'And now may I please be excused?'

'Me too,' Cathy giggled, jumping up so quickly her chair toppled over.

She was a constant puzzlement to me, my youngest ward. Physically she was all any young (or not so young) man could wish for - astonishingly pretty, with long blonde hair, blue eyes and a figure to make a monk renounce his vows. It was her mental acumen, or rather her lack of it, that had me baffled. When, I wondered, was she planning to grow up?

The two of them went out together, whispering conspiratorially. With Mrs Hammond and myself about to depart, the phrase 'when the cat's away the mice will play' sprang to mind and I had no doubts my wards would be up to some silly mischief or other. Personally, I wished them well. The misdemeanours of such a guileless pair were almost certain to come to light and having cause to warm their tender bottoms was no hardship whatsoever.

'How about you, Elizabeth?' I asked. 'Do the shops of Oxford not tempt you?'

Elizabeth shook her head. There was nothing 'silly' about my eldest ward, a beautiful young woman, dark-haired and elegant, and intelligent and spirited to boot. 'Thank you, uncle, but I think not,' she said. 'I have some urgent calls to make in the village.'

I knew she visited certain poor families on occasion, giving what help she could. Most of her allowance went this way, I suspected; certainly she spent little on herself. She was a truly kind person, caring for others - especially her sisters - and sacrificing herself on their behalf. A serious character flaw in my opinion; but then who among us is perfect?

In the end it was just the governess and myself who climbed into the carriage an hour later. Foster, our elderly groom, clicked his tongue at the horse and we set off for the city of spires. For both myself and the governess to be absent simultaneously was no trivial matter, for we would be leaving no one in charge. Unusually for a residence of some sixty-odd rooms, Bleekston Hall lacked both housekeeper and butler. That the place functioned as smoothly as it did without trustworthy individuals in those key roles was thanks largely to the governess, whose astuteness and firm, no-nonsense manner had proved invaluable in keeping the servants in line. Mrs Hammond handled the day to day business of the household, whilst I dealt with estate matters. The partnership had proved so successful that my plans to seek out a full-time housekeeper had been put in abeyance for the time being.

The trip to Oxford, along narrow country lanes and through sleepy villages, was always pleasant and never more so than with an attractive and intelligent young woman for a travelling companion. On this occasion, however, the governess appeared a little withdrawn, staring out of the window pensively as though she had something on her mind. Indeed, she had seemed somewhat preoccupied for some days now.

'Mrs Hammond,' I said, 'forgive me for intruding, but you appear to be somewhat troubled. Is it a matter in which I may be of assistance?'

She turned to me with a sad smile. 'You are most kind, sir, but I think not. You have already done more than I had any right to expect.'

She was referring to the fact that I offered her a position when no one else would, for she had been dismissed from her previous post for excessive use of the cane (a contradiction in terms, if ever I heard one). Friendless, without references and deeply in debt, her future was looking exceedingly grim, and my offer must have seemed the answer to all her prayers. I soon showed my true colours when I made it plain that transgressions at Bleekston Hall were rewarded with beatings and that she would be obliged to bend like all the rest. Despite the punishments, she remained grateful to me for taking her in and most appreciative of her present position.

I regarded her now, unhappiness clear in her eyes. Though I am in no way a 'good' person in the way that Elizabeth is good, Mrs Hammond's obvious distress was unsettling to me. 'Will you not tell me, at least?' I asked her gently.

She shrugged and shook her head, as if the matter was too personal to discuss, and I began to regret raising the subject. Then, in a quiet voice, she began to speak. 'You know, of course, that my late husband left me with substantial debts. I have been paying them off just as quickly as I am able, but it seems not quickly enough. My creditors are pressing, threatening legal action. I do not know... I cannot...' Her voice faltered and she turned away, but not before I saw her eyes brimming with tears.

So trivial was her difficulty I almost burst out laughing. Since jocularity would inevitably be misconstrued, I naturally refrained. 'My dear Mrs Hammond,' I said, 'this is a problem most easily solved. I will lend you the money to clear your debts.'

She faced me once more, the despair in her eyes giving way to hope. 'You... you would do such a thing?' she stammered. 'Truly, sir?'

'But of course; it is no great matter. I shall be seeing my solicitor later on this morning. If your other errands permit it you could accompany me. I'm confident Mr Jenkinson can make the necessary arrangements in no time at all.'

'Oh, sir,' she murmured, 'Mr Montague... I don't know what to say. I shall pay you back with the minimum of delay, I promise, capital and interest. Every penny I earn shall go towards clearing the debt...'

'Your sentiments are admirable, Mrs Hammond,' I interjected, 'but there is no particular haste. You mustn't deny yourself those little luxuries that make life pleasant.'

Though my sins are undoubtedly manifold, I have never numbered avarice amongst them. For most of my adult life I was obliged to live quite modestly - a small house in Kent with just a single servant, Polly, my maid-of-all-work - and as I never had a great deal of money, money never became an obsession with me. This remains true even today when I am a wealthy man.

All this talk of money and debts had given me an idea. I doubted Jenkinson would approve, but it was my money after all, not his. 'Perhaps,' I said, 'we could come to some special arrangement regarding repayment. Rather than pay me back in cash you could pay in strokes.'

'Strokes?' she said, looking somewhat confused. 'Of the cane?'

I shrugged. 'Cane, or strap, or paddle. We could vary it, I suppose, just to keep things interesting.'

'How many strokes, sir?'

'Oh, not many. A dozen a day - how does that sound?'

'A dozen? That seems... very reasonable, sir. For how long would this continue?'

'Well, shall we say thirty-six months? I believe that loan repayments are frequently made over such a period.' I had spoken without thought, but now I considered my proposition. Twelve a day for three years - what did that add up to?

'That's over thirteen thousand strokes altogether,' she said, her mental arithmetic clearly better than mine.

'Indeed,' I said.

'Thirteen thousand,' she repeated faintly, in a tone of incredulity.

'It does sound rather a lot,' I conceded, 'but the important thing, surely, is that it's just twelve a day. Anyone can cope with a paltry dozen, can't they?'

I was making light of it, but it was an astonishing notion. Thirteen thousand strokes! What would be the cumulative effect over such a period? I couldn't even begin to guess. I doubted anyone knew, as I doubted any person, living or dead, had ever attempted such a feat. The more I thought about it, the more intrigued and excited I became at the prospect.

'Sir,' she said, 'I couldn't possibly agree to such a thing. Even if I did, I know I couldn't go through with it. I would renege on the agreement and let you down, and that is unthinkable after all your kindness and consideration. I'm very sorry, Mr Montague, but it must be so, do you see?'

'Of course,' I said, trying not to let my disappointment show. 'A straightforward loan it shall be, with normal repayments at intervals to suit yourself. We will speak with Mr Jenkinson today and arrange matters accordingly.'

I had no ulterior motives in making this offer - it just seemed the natural, sensible thing to do. The governess had a problem that was clearly causing her great anxiety and I had the means to solve it, at no great inconvenience to myself. Her next words, however, brought certain lascivious notions to mind.

'You are most kind, sir,' she said, 'most generous. I don't know how to thank you.'

Though I'm sure it was not her intention, such words from a beautiful, desirable woman could be construed as provocative. Certainly an image came to me and I gave her a long look. 'Oh,' I said, 'I'm sure we'll think of something.'

It took her a second or two to catch my meaning and then she smiled. Her hands went to her neck and she began to unbutton her dress. Though removing her clothes would be no easy operation in the confines of a carriage, I made no objection, for Irene Hammond had a most wonderful figure. Heavy-breasted and wide-hipped, yet narrow in the waist, she was enough to take a man's breath away. Her buttocks were simply superb! I had assured her on numerous occasions that she possessed the most perfect, most spankable bottom I had ever set eyes upon.

Though I had seen her naked many times it was a memorable experience still, but it soon became apparent I was to be disappointed on this occasion. Having unfastened her dress she lifted out her breasts in turn and I knew then she wasn't planning to undress, rather she was simply making her splendid mammaries available to me. Having unfettered them, she slipped to her knees on the carriage floor and reached in my lap to unfasten my trousers. In an instant my cock was out and she was leaning forward to service me. She flicked the tip of her tongue rapidly around the glans, causing my cock to stiffen rapidly, then licked the underside of my shaft from root to tip. I cupped her breasts, drawing a gasp of pleasure from her sweet lips. She took my cock fully into her mouth and began sucking me in earnest. I groaned, slumped back against the seat and thought myself the most fortunate man in England.

She did not hurry things, this marvellous woman, but teased me, speeding up then slowing down to make my pleasure last. I held back as best I could, but all good things come to an end. As the climax surged through me I squeezed her breasts, hard. Despite the pain she dutifully kept my cock in her mouth till I had emptied myself into her, swallowing my semen as I had taught her.
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