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Author's Introduction
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Domination and submission erotica has inspired lust throughout the world for centuries - and ten percent of we Brits classify this as our main sexual interest. Many others enjoy such power play as an addition to their usual sexual repertoire.

Yet our desires are often condemned by those who haven't taken the time to understand them. Books in which the heroine is punished and made to feel submissive are called misogynistic, yet when a CP magazine ran a survey in the summer of 2001 every woman who responded said that she enjoyed taking the submissive role and loved fantasising about - or experiencing - being spanked. There were even more men keen to deliver such spankings to consenting women. If such fantasies or actualities leave both parties sexually sated, then what's the harm?

Political correctness has imbued the erotica market to such an extent that entire CP novels consist of lesbians chastising other lesbians. The dominant male just doesn't get a look-in. If a male character is introduced he's often forced into a submissive role. These novels are often set in the Victorian era as punishments from a bygone age are perceived as less likely to offend. There's absolutely nothing wrong with such novels - but a realistic marketplace should also be producing literature that shows some contemporary heterosexual punishment.

Our culture is very confused. For some reason, it's legal for an adult to spank a child, surely an abuse of power. Yet if a man spanks a woman for their mutual enjoyment he's considered a bully and she's seen as weak. In truth, two adults exploring their sub/dom desires is a win-win situation as they both get what they need.

Here, as in my previous books, the woman commits various misdemeanours and is sternly corrected by dominant men and powerful women. Again, I choose situations that are erotic rather than politically correct. In a politically correct novel the woman asks to be disciplined and possibly signs a slave contract. I appreciate that some readers may like this approach but it's not arousing to me. No, most of us want the wrongdoer to oppose her punishment and for the dominant party to be increasingly in charge.

Obviously if people acted like this in real life they'd be - rightly - facing assault charges but this is erotic fiction. Surely we can let our imaginations rove where they may?

None of us choose our sexuality - but we can choose to learn about it and enjoy it. We can also, to borrow a term from two film characters, be excellent to each other in real life.

I found an excellent location for prolonged punitive training when I read of the ghost towns located in remote parts of California. My repopulated Californian ghost town, Alpineglow, is fictitious though there are real towns and companies throughout the world which bear this name. This Alpineglow, with its luxurious but remote location and its miscreant females, is a dominant man's - and a submissive woman's - idyll.
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Chapter One
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California girls had shapely bodies with all over tans - and now she was about to become one. Kerri was lit up with excitement as the cab dropped her off outside the Private Flying Club. For the last two days she'd been on a jet and a coach, making the journey from London to California. But now she was on the last part of her trip.

She was about to enter the flying club when a tall man in his forties came striding out. He glanced at her keenly.

'Miss Miles?'

'Yes,' Kerri said, 'you must be Jeff Rendell.'

'Mr Rendell to you,' the man replied.

He must be joking. Kerri grinned. The man didn't smile back and for a moment she felt slightly uncomfortable. 'So, are we ready for take off?' she asked, smoothing down her suede trouser suit.

'I've been ready for a long time,' the man said. He pointed to a small red and white plane in the centre of the hangar. 'My Cessna awaits.'

Kerri shivered as Mr Rendell slid impatiently into the cockpit of the four-seater plane and patted the passenger seat next to him. She clambered in.

'Am I the only one going to Alpineglow today?'

Mr Rendell nodded. Then he put the headphones on, apparently listening to his instructions for take off. The conversation was clearly at an end.

How strange, Kerri thought. The man and his associates had spoken to her for hours on the phone, answering all of her questions about this elite new town that they'd created. She'd expected him to be equally amicable when they finally met face to face. After all, she'd promised the man her life savings as payment for a house and garden in this recently-created Californian wonderland.

What the hell - there were at least three hundred people living in Alpineglow, most of whom were presumably friendly. She wouldn't have to spend her spare time with Jeff Rendell, even if he had renovated every building in the town.

For the next two hours they flew above a wonderful wilderness of lush green hills and waterfalls and rocky slopes - then the implacable pilot put the plane into a controlled descent.

'We're here?' Kerri asked. There was nothing here - no shops or cinema or houses.

Jeff Rendell kept his headphones on and ignored her tremulous words.

'It's just that it's not what I expected,' she added, giving in to a strong urge to keep talking. Suddenly she didn't know exactly where she was - or why.

The plane came smoothly to a halt and the man beckoned her out. Then he walked around to meet her.

'We can't clear the mountain peaks in the Cessna - the currents at such high altitude make the plane drop too dangerously. There'll be a guide along with mountain horses for us any moment now.'

'I don't ride,' Kerri said firmly, staring at the peaks of ochre rock.

'You will - or else,' Jeff Rendell said with equal firmness.

He was wrong about that, the twenty-six year old thought. She'd never liked animals or any kind of outdoor activity. And she knew that her expensive designer suit wouldn't survive five minutes on some half-wild nag.

As she stood in the clearing, the man walked over to a heavy ledge of rock and sat down. After a moment's hesitation Kerri joined him and stared challengingly at his profile.

'Look, I don't mean to be difficult, but I didn't bargain for this.'

'What did you bargain for?'

'Well...' Kerri looked into his dark eyes but they remained dispassionate. 'You said I'd be going to live in an ideal village, an elite new town.'

'It's ideal for me - as you'll see when we finally get there,' the impervious pilot said.

'Shouldn't it be ideal for me, too? I've spent enough money getting here.'

'No, you haven't earned the right to an idyll,' Jeff Rendell said.

Was the man a lunatic? What the hell was he talking about? 'What does that mean?' Kerri asked acerbically.

'All will be revealed when we get to Alpineglow,' the landowner replied. He looked up as a dark-skinned youth picked his way around the corner leading three mules. 'Ah, our transport has arrived.'

He gave the boy some notes and the boy bowed, mounted one of the mules and trotted away across the clearing. The other two mounts walked up to them and snickered happily.

'You'll have to come back for me in a car - I'm not riding one of those things,' Kerri reiterated. The nearest mule nudged her shoulder and fearfully she struck it in the face.

Then she exhaled hard in shock and surprise as Jeff Rendell looped his strong hands under her armpits and pulled her forwards till she was lying over his lap.

'What the fuck are you doing?' she gasped, kicking out her legs and battering her fists backwards until they struck his knees.

'I'm about to give you a really sound spanking.'

'Like hell you are,' Kerri shot back, finding the man's nearest ankle and driving her nails into it. She was rewarded by his howl of pain.

'Talking back to your betters simply earns you a hotter arse,' he said, pulling both of her hands to the front and holding them firmly in one of his.

'You don't have the right,' she continued wildly.

'I have every right.' She felt him unbuckling her belt and pulling it free of its suede loops. 'You hurt a defenceless creature so now I'm going to tan your arse.'

Kerri cried out as he wound her belt around her wrists then buckled them tightly together. She tensed her buttocks and pressed hard against his lap but was unable to stop him pulling down her trousers. Seconds later she felt them bunch above her shoes. He must now be staring at her thin white knickers. She writhed about in mingled fear and shame.

'Nice panties,' he said matter of factly. 'Shame that they're coming down.'

Kerri whimpered as his fingers slid under the waistband, edging them away from her most private flesh. This just couldn't be happening. Twenty-six year old businesswomen simply weren't treated like this.

Jeff Rendell slid her briefs down her buttocks and her thighs until she was naked from her waist to her knees. With her hands firmly bound in front, she had no way of covering her exposed bare bottom.

'You can't do this. You just can't,' she wailed.

'I own the land. I own the horses. You've signed a contract that says you'll follow Alpineglow's rules for the next five years, the minimum agreed residency. I'm quite at liberty to punish you for any rule transgression,' the wealthy landowner said.

Kerri tensed some more as he raised his hand, then yelled as his large palm crashed into her naked left sphere. He immediately followed with a slap to her equally-helpless right sphere. He seemed to have arms of steel as he spanked on and on and on.

'I have the right not to ride,' she yelled above the echoing slapping noises.

Jeff Rendell stopped spanking her but he stroked her sore flesh as he spoke. 'Riding is part of the rules - and your refusal to follow the rules makes this perilous trek even more dangerous. I won't have a good horse injured because you're playing up.'

'But I didn't sign up for this,' Kerri interjected. It was surreal, talking to this man as she lay over his lap, but she was desperate to stop him spanking her.

'You signed up to live here. You knew that we had our own code of conduct and policies.'

'Yeah, policies to keep the riff-raff out,' Kerri shot back, wishing that each shamed wriggle didn't make her pubis rub against his trousered thighs.

'And policies that are to the majority's benefit,' Jeff Rendell said. He squeezed her arse with increasing strength. 'And at the moment the majority at Alpineglow would be severely impacted if they had to send out a search party for you because you'd lost yourself in these mountains, amongst the most inhospitable in the world.'

'I'm very sorry,' she lied, hoping that he'd untie her and let her put her panties on.

'You will be,' her tormentor said, raising his hard hand again.

'Oh don't, don't, don't!'

The man's right hand rose and fell, rose and fell. Kerri jerked wildly across his knees, her ankles lifting up and down in a pointless reflex. As the slapping lengthened, the pain took away all cogent thought. The British girl gasped and yelped and tried to twist her head back to look into her tormentor's eyes, to make mute contact. Surely he'd soon see sense and stop this assault, realise that he'd gone too far?

'I've apologised,' she gasped out but the bastard didn't appear to be listening. His hard palm crashed down and down and down. Her buttocks felt as if they were on fire and she knew that they must be as red as the scarlet Cessna. The overhead sun was now further roasting her heated parts.

'No more,' she mumbled. 'Oh please stop!'

'Will you ride?' her punisher asked, continuing to slap.

'Yes. Oh, yes.' She'd say anything to gain some relief for her buttocks.

'Say "Yes, sir" when you address me during a spanking.'

'Yes, sir,' she forced out, hating to say such demeaning words.

'Good girl. I'll bet that's the nicest you've been to anyone in a long while.'

There was no answer to that, so Kerri didn't attempt one.

'Can I get up now, please?' she asked in a tearful voice. She'd promised herself that she wouldn't cry but the pain was raging through her extremities.

'Only after we've had a chat about hot bums,' Jeff Rendell said.

Kerri closed her eyes as she heard his words. Was this indignity never going to end? Last week she'd been a highly paid career woman living the champagne lifestyle. Now she was being treated like a puppy that had to be trained.

'The spanking you've just had,' Jeff Rendell continued, 'would score a two on my buttock correction scale. The scale goes up to ten, which would involve - say - a preparatory spanking then a paddling, finished by a bare bottom caning. Oh, and you'd be bent over a punishment trestle so that you couldn't jerk your sore parts away.'

Kerri kept her eyes closed. She gritted her teeth to keep back the sarcastic comments. She mustn't make him angry. If she could keep her council until they met up with the other residents, she'd be okay.

'I'm sorry I refused to ride, sir,' she said with pretend obsequiousness.

'I intend to make you very sorry.'

She quivered as she felt his large hand palming her rotundities. God, that hurt. He stroked then squeezed at her flesh whilst she skulked and trembled.

'Please... I have a boyfriend,' she lied.

'Oh, I've no intention of molesting you. I'm a man of integrity,' Jeff Rendell said. 'But palming a naughty girl embarrasses her further. Sometimes I call in a few witnesses to add to her chagrin if she's been really bad.'

'I'll be good, sir,' Kerri muttered, desperate to appease him.

'But as you were initially difficult you can ride bare-assed for the duration of the journey,' Jeff Rendell said.

It took a few moments for his words to fully register in the twenty-six year old's brain. 'But I can't turn up half naked at Alpineglow. I mean, I'll be meeting all my neighbours!'

Jeff Rendell shook his head. 'You've just had the spanking of your life yet already you're offering further intransigence. I suspect I'll end up having you horsewhipped every day. For now, as you don't want to ride on your hot bum, you can adopt a very different position on your mount.'

He called softly to the mustangs and they immediately nuzzled at his hands. He helped Kerri to her feet then lifted her by the waist and slung her sideways over one of the horses so that her tummy was against its back and her head hung down one side, her feet down the other side. Before she could catch her breath he had pulled himself into the saddle and had one hand palming her reddened nether cheeks.

'Happy, sweetheart? You said you didn't want to sit on your arse.'

'You knew what I meant,' Kerri muttered, staring helplessly at the dusty ground, her long fair hair just inches away from the rocks.

Jeff clicked his tongue and the horse started to walk delicately up the mountain, the other horse following behind. Kerri could see all eight hoofs carefully finding purchase on the narrow rocky ledges. Each step sent a shudder through her slender frame.

She shuddered because of the rocky path that the horses were on - and she writhed with shame as Jeff Rendell continued to palm her defenceless buttocks. Both well-spanked orbs must be very close to his face. He'd be examining the pained redness of her hemispheres and the secret dark of her divide.

'Please, let me ride my own horse,' she whispered into the warm spring air.

'Did the naughty girl say something?' Jeff asked loudly.

'Please, sir, let me ride the other horse,' Kerri said.

'It's too dangerous to stop here but you can switch mounts when we reach the next flat surface,' Jeff Rendell explained.

Eventually they stopped at just such an outcrop that contained a crystal-clear pool. The landowner helped her dismount and let the mustangs drink deeply. Then he gave each animal an apple and they snickered gratefully and crunched the sweet rewards.

'Do you want one?' he asked, going deeper into his backpack.

Did he see her as being no more important than a bloody horse? Kerri turned her head away. 'No thank you.'

'We've at least two more hours to go.'

'So? I'm hardly going to starve in two hours,' she said.

Inside her spirits had lifted at his words. In two hours she'd meet everyone else at Alpineglow - normal people. She'd tell the police about him pulling down her pants and he'd be arrested and spend at least a year in jail. She, in the meanwhile, would have a wonderful time exploring her new surroundings and becoming - as the Beach Boys' song exalted - a California girl.

'Let's go,' Jeff Rendell said, standing up. This time he helped her to mount her own horse. 'Just hold loosely on to the reins. The horse will do the rest. He's used to these mountains.'

But she wasn't used to riding on her naked bottom, Kerri thought, wincing at each step the animal took. Her buttocks still held a fierce heat from the prolonged contact with the landowner's merciless right palm.

The horses climbed up and along and finally reached the foot of an incredibly high peak. There's no way we can climb that, Kerri thought nervously. She watched as Jeff Rendell dismounted. He slid his hand inside a hollow in the rock - and a rock-hewn door creaked almost magically open. Jeff let his own horse go through then he took hold of Kerri's mount and led her in.

They walked into a neat town of ranches, stores, an equestrian centre and - far in the distance - what looked like a sports field.

'Welcome to Alpineglow,' Jeff Rendell said as the rock door creaked closed behind them. 'Your home for at least the next five years.'

'It's beautiful.' Kerri took a tentative step towards the nearest house. 'Can I go to my own house now and shower?'

'No, forget about owning a house for now.' He paused 'But ask anyone for a guided tour of the town once you've settled down here. You'll find we're all very nice.'

'I'll do that.' She stopped in her tracks, suddenly remembering that she was naked from the waist down. It was a surreal situation but she tried to keep her voice casual so as not to further upset this megalomaniac. 'Can I have my pants and trousers back, sir, please?'

'There's no point. I'm taking you to the Punishment Block for a full inspection,' Jeff Rendell explained.

'But I paid for a house,' Kerri said, then she realised that money should hardly be her immediate priority. 'And if you lay one finger on me again I'm going to the police.'

'There are no police here. An ideal town doesn't need them,' the man explained.

'Well, I'll tell one of my neighbours.'

'And what will they do, exactly? I own the land that their houses, gardens and businesses are built on. I've created this Paradise for them. They're all my friends.'

'Then I'll phone for help,' Kerri said, backing away so that her bare bum was against the mountainside. She felt with her fingers for some way to unlock the secret door but encountered only ungiving granite and soft lush moss.

'There are no phones in Alpineglow. They'd only bring the problems of the outside world in to spoil our tranquil life here,' Jeff Rendell said.

Damn it, she was trapped - at least for now. She'd better try to talk her way out of another spanking.

'So, why am I being taken to this Punishment Block?' she asked with pretend casualness, wondering how one dealt with a man who was such a dinosaur.

'For inspection on the first day of your five year sentence, of course.'

'And what am I being sentenced for?'

'For something heinous you did eight years ago.'

'When I was eighteen?' She forced her mouth into a pretend-casual grin. 'Hell, I don't have that good a memory.'

'But I do,' Jeff Rendell said.

'So, tell me what I did.'

'I'll tell you in due course. But first I intend to change you into a nicer person. I'll show you how to respect others and rid you of your current triviality and selfishness.'

'By spanking me?' Kerri stammered, feeling silly just saying the words.

'No, that spanking was just for hitting your horse and refusing to ride him. From now on you'll do exactly as you're told or face much more stringent consequences,' the inscrutable landowner said.

He clicked his tongue at the horses and they trotted off towards a building marked Equestrian Centre. He turned sharply to the left and told Kerri to follow him.

'And what if I don't?'

'You'll have no food, drink, bathroom or shelter. And didn't you say you desperately wanted a shower?'

Damn him, he'd thought of everything. Reluctantly the twenty-six year old walked, her little round bottom jiggling slightly, along the smooth paths. They passed log cabins and ranch style houses, all of which were bright with hanging floral baskets. Yellow and turquoise birds sang from the rooftops and fluttered past her. Two kittens played with a ball of twine on a porch.

'There's no crime or unemployment here. It's perfect,' Jeff Rendell said.

'And you created all this?'

'No, it was a Ghost Town when I found it - there's quite a few of them in this part of California. I recreated it and fashioned the door so that residents no longer have to climb so high after the plane leaves them in the clearing,' the landowner said.

Kerri put her hands over her buttocks as a couple in their fifties left a house. They smiled at her and at Jeff then the man stared intently at Kerri's naked haunches and pudenda.

'I feel ridiculous,' she admitted, moving one hand to hide her vagina and another to hide her buttock crease.

'Get used to it. You'll often be naked here during punishment walks,' Jeff Rendell said.

––––––––
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AFTER A TWENTY MINUTE stroll they reached a large rectangular building with two heavy locks.

'Thought you had no criminals you had to keep out?' Kerri sneered.

'Correct - these locks are to keep the miscreants in. You've no idea how hard a girl will try to escape when she's facing the razor strop or the cane.'

'So it's not just me?' Kerri croaked out, feeling like she had fallen into some Alice in Wonderland setting.

'All will be revealed when I want it to be,' Jeff Rendell replied mysteriously.

They walked into the building and he locked it fast then led her into a room that had several doors leading off of it.

'Go through there, have your shower and put on the robe that you'll find hanging from the coat hook. Then you'll find refreshments in the little diner to your left.'

Kerri stripped and showered luxuriously then put on the black silk robe. Walking through into a small dining area, she found a salad and freshly-brewed coffee awaiting her. She ate and dozed but was finally woken by a familiar male voice.

'Time for your inspection,' Jeff Rendell said, pulling her gently to her feet and leading her back into the main room. 'Strip.'

'No way,' Kerri said, pulling her robe more closely around her.

'It'll be worse if I have to do it for you,' the landowner explained.

'Is this what you get off on?' Kerri asked in a very small voice.

'Yes, I'm going to enjoy watching you squirm, but as I said before, I'm not going to molest you.'

'So why order me to strip, then?'

'Because you've entered a restricted area so have to be inspected for drugs and hidden cameras,' Jeff Rendell said.

'Hidden cameras on my person?' she jeered. 'I'd have to be built like a Sumo wrestler.'

'Today's surveillance equipment is tiny. And you'd be surprised at the lengths that journalists will go to if they really want a story. They'd love to report on the uniqueness of a place like Alpineglow,' its creator explained.

'Hurry up then and get it over with.' She undid her robe and let it fall to the floor.

'Matron likes to take her time,' Jeff said and pressed a buzzer on the nearest wall. A stout grey-haired woman in her fifties soon came bustling in.

Kerri yelped and put her hands over her breasts, then transferred one to her pubic area. 'I don't want people seeing me like this.'

'Don't worry. I've seen it all before, dear,' the older woman said. She slapped lightly at Kerri's pinkened rear. 'Spread your legs nice and wide for me, there's a good girl.'

'Fuck off and die,' Kerri muttered then saw the woman pulling a thin rubber glove from her apron. She raced for the door.

But Jeff Rendell got there first and carried her back to the waiting woman. 'I'll fasten her feet and you do her hands,' he said.

Kerri breathed fast and hard as the matron knelt and looped two floor-based restraints around her ankles. Now her legs were bound open in a wide V shape. At the same time Jeff Rendell cuffed her hands behind her head then attached the centre of the cuffs to a ceiling-based chain so that she was held fully upright.

'Nice,' he said, walking round her naked, spread-eagled body.

Mortified, Kerri stared straight ahead.

The older woman stood in front of her and pulled on the thin right glove. 'Now, my dear, let's make sure you haven't brought any contraband into Alpineglow.' She disappeared behind Kerri then the girl felt her anus being probed by the thick covered fingers. 'You're very tight, girl. I'll oil you up a little,' she said.

Kerri groaned as she felt an oily finger slowly inserting its way into her most secret place. The finger went all the way in then slowly circled round and round inside her. Meanwhile Jeff Rendell stood in front and met her pleading, shame-filled gaze.

Kerri closed her eyes against the indignities that Matron was subjecting her to. She squirmed the little she could in her ungiving bonds but the inspection continued.

'It's not like you to tie them up so tightly, Mr Rendell,' the woman said.

'No, I usually like to see them wriggle - but this one's been so difficult already that I really want to show her whose in charge,' Jeff explained. 'Being stretched until she can't move a muscle will really add to her feelings of helplessness.'

Christ, they were talking about her as if she was invisible - and they were talking about having done this to other Alpineglow residents. What the hell had she gotten into, Kerri asked herself.

She'd bought into a dream, the dream of owning a ranch house in a purpose-built idyll in California. The town would have its own guarded perimeters and only people who had serious money would be able to live within its perfectly sculpted walls. But no one had told her that the town was hundreds of miles from civilisation with no phones and no way out.

'All's shipshape in there,' Matron said, withdrawing her oiled finger from Kerri's twitching anus. 'I'll just put on a clean glove and check her out at the front.'

'Yeah, you should - I've got a video camera up there,' Kerri muttered, feeling the oil trickling down her inner thighs.

'We're all honest people here so don't hide behind sarcasm,' the grey-haired matriarch said. She dropped the dirty glove into a bucket then slipped on a new one and carefully opened Kerri's labial lips.

'Mm, you're tight here too.' She circled the girl's helpless vulval rim then added a large dollop of surgical jelly to her gloved finger. Then she pushed her oily digit all the way in.

Kerri could only squirm a centimetre in either direction as she endured the digital assault. 'Do you really do this with every new resident?' she gasped out.

'Only the ones who...' the matron started then closed her mouth quickly as Jeff Rendell gave her a warning look.

'Is she clean?' he asked.

'Very clean.'

'And does she respond to a good finger fucking?'

'Oh yes, she's wettening up nicely,' the woman said, sliding her finger up and down Kerri's helpless canal.

'You said you wouldn't molest me,' Kerri reminded him, fearful that he'd put his own fingers up her.

'Oh, I won't. It's just that some of the girls offer their sexual services to others to escape a whipping. We like to know who responds to both women and men.'

'I'm not responding to anyone here,' the twenty-six year old said sharply.

'Right, Matron, put her down for five years of celibacy,' Jeff Rendell said. He picked up a chart and studied it. 'Can you check her teeth?'

'I'll do that after I wash my hands.' The woman withdrew her finger from Kerri's vulva and walked over to a corner-based sink.

Knowledge is power so Kerri determined to find out more about this place. 'Do you do all your inspections here?'

Jeff Rendell shrugged. 'We'll tell you things on a need-to-know basis.'

I need a cop car to drag you off to prison, Kerri thought. Aloud she said 'Surely I get to write letters home?'

'Yes, but you hand them to me and they all go through the official censor.'

God, it was like being at some strange repressive boarding school for grown ups.

'Scared that others will discover your half-baked Inspection Centre?' Kerri jeered.

'Scared that the vandals, the burglars, the rapists will find out where we live - yes, of course we fear that.'

'But you've assaulted me. That makes you no different from them.'

'No, you once wronged me terribly and now I'm showing you the error of your ways. That's justice. You robbed me of a much loved way of life and now I'm doing the same to you,' Jeff Rendell said.

Kerri stared intently at his strong suntanned features, his muscular body. 'But I've never even seen you before in my life.'

'Oh, you have. I just didn't make a big impression.'

'Then just tell me and I'll apologise.'

'Oh, I plan to make you howl for forgiveness,' the landowner said.

Matron walked over smelling of pine. 'Open wide, dear. Let's make sure you don't have any drugs behind your tongue.'

'Trust me, I don't. I never take as much as an aspirin.'

'Open wide, anyway. There's a good girl,' the older woman said.

The old bag could go to hell. Kerri mutinously shook her head and clenched her teeth together. But the matron simply reached up and held her nose. Bound as she was, Kerri had no way of removing the woman's hand from her nostrils. Eventually she opened her mouth to gasp for air.

Immediately she felt a finger brushing the inside of her cheeks. The woman must have worn a ring or had a sharp nail. Whatever, Kerri felt a sharp pain near her tongue and responded instinctively by biting down.

Matron howled and pulled her right hand free. All three of them stared at the bite mark circling her finger.

'Right. She's injured you within hours of being spanked for hitting a horse. She's due a really sound thrashing,' Jeff said.
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Chapter Two
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Jeff's words - that she needed a really sound thrashing - seemed to hang in the air and echo around the chamber.

'Can I do it?' the older woman asked.

'Of course. But I may join in. She's been difficult since the moment I met her.'

'Don't talk about me like I'm not here. I'm a human being,' Kerri snapped, pulling hopelessly at her chains.

'You're a human being that's about to have the sorest arse in Christendom,' her tormentor replied.

At his words, Kerri felt her heartbeat quickening. Light perspiration broke out on her forehead and her face flushed with shame. What exactly were they going to do to her? And, more importantly, how much would it hurt?

Jeff Rendell looked over at Matron. 'Do you want her left like this or tied face down over a punishment trestle?'

The woman cocked her head to one side. 'Oh, face down I think. I much prefer to swing an implement downwards rather than sideways. Her arse cheeks will flatten more upon impact if I do it that way.'

'And what would you like to use on her?'

'Well, I tend to favour the rosewood paddle,' the middle-aged woman said.

'A fitting choice. I'll lead her through to the punishment trestle now and get her ready whilst you fetch the paddle,' the landowner replied.

Fuck it, he wasn't joking. Kerri watched mutely as Jeff Rendell went into a large walk-in cupboard and came out with a strange contraption. He knelt and fastened one side of it to her right ankle and the other side to her left.

'It's a spreader bar,' he said matter of factly. 'It keeps your feet held apart at this distance, stops you moving too quickly. I often use it when leading a disobedient resident from one Punishment Chamber to the next.'

He undid the ceiling chain from Kerri's handcuffs and the floor hoops from her feet. She flexed her legs and took a tentative step forward then immediately had to bring the other spreader-bound foot forward the same distance to avoid toppling over.

'Keep going in that direction,' Jeff Rendell ordered, indicating yet another door. Her arms still cuffed behind her head, Kerri slowly did so. He'd fastened her so securely and cleverly that she had no chance of escape.

At last she reached a room which had a large table in one corner. The table had a smooth raised hump of wood in its centre and leather straps attached to each end, clearly designed for a miscreant's arms and legs.

Could she talk them out of fastening her down like this? Kerri cleared her throat.

'I'm sorry I bit Matron,' she said tremulously.

'You'll be even sorrier when you've been introduced to her rosewood paddle,' Alpineglow's creator warned.

He lifted Kerri effortlessly onto the trestle, her cuffed wrists and spread-apart ankles ensuring that she couldn't struggle. He quickly removed them then used the straps to fasten her into place. Now her tummy was resting on the curved part of the punishment bench, her arms and legs tied to its four corners. Her face rested on a padded cushion that had a large hole cut in the centre so that she could breathe.

'Let me know if you get cramp,' Jeff Rendell said.

'Like you care,' Kerri mumbled, determined to hide her trepidation.

'We're not monsters here. You've bitten Matron so now you're going to feel her paddle biting into your buttocks. But if you get cramp we'll stop and start the punishment again when you're recovered totally.'

'I do feel a twinge,' Kerri lied.

'But I have to warn you that we call for Alpineglow's doctor to check you out - and he uses his belt if he finds you've been lying. Plus the entire disciplinary session is repeated again.'

'Oh, just get it over with,' Kerri said resignedly, cringing at all this talk of punishment. She heard footsteps tapping across the room then Matron came to stand in front of her.

'Meet Mr Paddle, my dear. He's about to acquaint himself with your naughty bottom. Kiss him hello, there's a good girl, and beg forgiveness long and sweet.'

Kerri stared with disgust at the older woman. This was all she needed, being chastised by some menopausal nutcase.

'Look, biting you was an accident,' she said.

'But you told me to fuck off long before you bit me. That wasn't nice, dear.'

'Nice costs extra.' Kerri tried to twist her head round to look at Jeff Rendell. 'Has she really got the wealth needed to live here in Alpineglow?'

'No, but she has skills that we need so she's been allowed entry,' he explained.

Just her luck, being punished by the proletariat. 'I want to leave. I want a refund,' Kerri said, wondering yet again how she'd so quickly lost control of her life.

'All you're going to get is a damn hard paddling,' Jeff Rendell said.

He knelt in front of her so that he could look into her face. Kerri closed her eyes - then opened them wide with shock as the woman applied the paddle to one of her bare buttocks. Seconds later the other hemisphere was treated to a similar cruel assault.

'Ah, ah!' Kerri cried.

Both orbs were again toasted by the rosewood punisher.

'Aah, aah!' Her cries grew longer as the effect of the strokes intensified.

She felt the paddle strike the centre of each cheek. It struck the sides. It lashed her jiggling underswell. The hard wood licked again and again at her recently-spanked flesh.

'Stop!' she cried.

'Sound respectful when you address your elders, dear,' said Matron. Kerri felt the woman paddling her right sphere then its neighbour. The bitch had clearly established a pattern.

'Please stop,' Kerri yelled.

'Address me as Ma'am or as Matron,' her punisher said softly.

'Please stop, Matron,' Kerri yelped, driving her tummy harder against the wooden bolster in a desperate attempt to escape the paddle's cruel heat.

'Are you sorry that you were a bad girl?' the woman asked.

'Yes, very sorry.' Kerri yelled some more as her thrashing went on and she realised she'd forgotten a vital word. 'Very sorry, Matron,' she amended compliantly.

'So would you like to kiss Mr Paddle now?'

'Yes, Matron. I'd like to kiss Mr Paddle,' she shouted - then relaxed slightly as the assault on her bare bottom stopped.

'Kiss him very nicely, then, to make up for being rude to him before,' the matriarch warned. Kerri looked up dazedly as her tormentor walked around to stand before her. Obediently she put her lips to the oval part of the punisher and pressed them against its hard polished wood.

'Thank Mr Paddle for warming your soft little cheeks.'

'Thank you Mr Paddle for...' her voice faltered, but she forced herself to continue the demeaning sentence, '...for warming my soft little cheeks.'
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