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Prologue


‘PANTIES DOWN, PENNY.’


Aunt Elaine knew she had to tell me, not because there was the slightest chance of me being allowed to keep them up, but because it was an important part of my spanking to be told they had to come down. I closed my eyes, allowing myself to concentrate fully on my feelings of exposure and shame as she peeled my big, white cotton knickers slowly down over my rear cheeks to leave me bare-bottomed over her lap: bare-bottomed, the way a girl about to be spanked should be. She took them right down, far enough to ensure that the rear view of my pussy would be showing from behind, then raised her knee to make my cheeks spread and add the pinkish brown pucker of my bottom hole to my thoroughly rude rear display.


‘Look in the mirror, Penny. You should see how you look from behind.’


‘Yes, Auntie.’


She’d put the mirror there on purpose, so that I could see my rear view reflected in the much bigger one on the front of her wardrobe. My bottom seemed to fill the glass; a full, pale moon between my upturned skirt and the tangle of my lowered panties; my plump, furry pussy lips pouting from between my thighs; my anus puckered and brown in a nest of hair pulsing gently. I could see my face too: my hair dishevelled, my mouth a little open, my eyes big with a reaction to what was about to be done to me. Still being in my work clothes only made it worse; the way my smart jacket and trim skirt had been turned up to get me bare added to my disgrace; while my open blouse and dangling boobs added a touch of the absurd. I was no longer a respectable university reader, but merely a naughty girl stripped to put her in her place and about to be given a well-deserved spanking by her aunt.


I started to sob, no longer able to hold my feelings in as her hand had settled on my bottom, giving my cheeks a little rub before applying the first smack. With that I gave in completely to my emotions, the tears streaming down my face even before my spanking had properly begun and continuing to come in a choking torrent as my bottom bounced and quivered under the slaps of her hand. Fully aware that I needed what she was giving me and how I would react to it, Aunt Elaine took no notice of my response. It had become a ritual; over her knee like this once every week, with the occasional reinforcement spanking or spontaneous punishment when she felt I needed to be dealt with, or more often, when I did.


It hurt, quite a lot, but all my stresses and cares were melting away with the pain. I need to be spanked, regularly, and by somebody who understands what it does to me. Aunt Elaine is close to perfect for the job: naturally strict and with an authority that goes back all the way to when she first did it to me, with me in my pretty pink bridesmaid’s dress and my frillies pulled down at her daughter’s wedding; my first proper spanking and one of the most important moments of my life. Twenty-two years later and I was in the same humiliating position, having my bottom smacked with no more consideration for my dignity than when I’d been a teenager. And I was in ecstasy.


She knew I was ready, but she didn’t stop. It had taken her longer to accept that she enjoyed spanking me than it had for me to accept that I enjoyed being spanked. The first time it had been genuine discipline, then something that needed to be done for my sake, and finally a mutual pleasure. I let her spank away, while trying to resist the need to touch myself as she enjoyed my bottom, but breaking well before she was satisfied.


My hand went back as I cocked my legs apart, stretching my panties taught between my thighs. She slapped my fingers as they found my sex but she didn’t stop me, returning her attention to my now heated bottom as I began to masturbate. It felt so natural, so easy, yet still deliciously dirty with my bottom spread to her hand as I played with myself in full view of her, and with my eyes locked to the unspeakably rude reflection of my rear view in the mirror.


The moon of my bottom was no longer pale but a rich red, with my cheeks bouncing to the slaps as she spanked me and my bumhole winking lewdly as my muscles began to contract. I cried out as it hit me: the whole awful, perfect situation coming together in a long moment of pure bliss, while the spanking continued until I finally went limp across her knees. A long sigh escaped my lips as I came down from my orgasm, and as soon as I could get control of my legs I was wriggling into position between her knees, ready to say thank you with a willing tongue. To my surprise she shook her head.


‘Not this time, thank you, dear.’


‘Oh …’


‘It’s not you, Penny, but I’m afraid I have some rather bad news. Kate has left Jeremy.’


‘I … I’m sorry.’


It was all I could manage, and as much a question as anything else. I could hardly take it in, and barely remembered to pull my knickers back up as she started to talk.


‘I wanted to look after your bottom before I told you. He was having an affair, apparently, with his secretary. She put up with it for months after she found out, but she met a man she likes, in Florence. With Pippa at university and Jemima out of school, she’s decided to stay in Europe, at least for the time being.’


‘That’s awful!’


‘Yes, and he’s moved the secretary in. She’s called Danielle. And she has a daughter called Summer, so Jemima tells me.’


‘So Jemima’s living with Jeremy and this Danielle?’









Chapter One


‘YOU ARE NOT MY mother!’


‘I will be.’


‘No you won’t, not ever, not my real mother.’


‘Maybe not, Jemima, but I will be your stepmother, and as long as you’re in this house you’ll do as you’re told.’


‘Not by you I won’t, you bitch!’


‘What did you call me?’


‘A bitch, which is what you are, Danielle, a vicious, gold-digging bitch!’


She came forward, so suddenly and with such a nasty expression on her face that I thought she was going to hit me. My hands came up by instinct. Instead of slapping my face she caught hold of my jacket and jerked it sharply down my back.


‘What … what are you doing, you mad cow!’


Her hand was twisted hard into the material of my jacket, trapping my arms behind my back and holding me firmly in place. Then she answered me.


‘Something your real mother should have done years ago, you little brat.’


I knew what she meant and started to fight, but I couldn’t move my arms properly and I was starting to panic, because the thought of her spanking me was unbearable.


‘No! You bitch, you do not spank me! You do not! You do not!’


‘Oh yes I do.’


The first smack landed on my bum and it had been done; my bottom smacked by the evil bitch who’d broken up my parents’ marriage. I went wild, screaming and kicking and calling her every name I could think of, but my struggles only seemed to amuse her. She wasn’t even doing it hard, and it didn’t hurt at all, but that wasn’t important and we both knew it. What was important was that I was having my bottom smacked, by her, and I could hear the tears in my own voice as I wriggled in her grip.


‘You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, you bitch!’


She just laughed and kept at it, smacking the seat of my jeans. Her hand was cupped, to make the smacks louder and to hold my cheeks, making me wonder if she wasn’t only exerting her authority but also getting a kick out of feeling my bum.


‘Get off me, bitch!’


‘I don’t think so, Jemima. You’ve had this coming a long time, and anyway, I’m definitely not going to stop until you learn to address me respectfully.’


‘Let me up! What if Summer came in?’


‘What about it? She’d see you getting a spanking. Why shouldn’t you be spanked in front of your sister?’


‘She’s not my sister! And … and, you couldn’t, Danielle, not in front of her …’


She was still spanking me, harder now, but it wasn’t the stinging slaps that were bringing me to the edge of panic; it was the thought of her daughter coming in from the garden and seeing me get it.


‘Fuck off!’ I screamed.


She just laughed, tightened her grip and carried on with my spanking; taking one cheek at a time, still with her hand cupped, but slowly, so that every smack rang out loud and clear. There was no anger in it any more, but there was something else.


‘You’re playing with my bum, you dirty bitch!’


Again she laughed, and when the next smack landed she didn’t take her hand away, but began to caress my bottom.


‘Fuck … off, Danielle!’


I kicked out as I spoke, catching her shin. Her breath came out in a sharp hiss as I made contact, but she only grew more determined, holding me by my coat and under my bum as she forced me towards the back of an armchair.


‘Right, enough games, you little cat! Over you go.’


‘No!’


It was too late, my body pushed down over the back of the chair to leave me completely helpless, with my bum stuck high and my legs kicking furiously as my spanking began once more. Now it was hard, and fast, delivered full across my cheeks with real fury and I could do nothing about it at all. My feet were off the ground, my legs kicking wildly in the air, my face in the cushions and my fists beating pathetically at the arms of the chair. I was making my bottom wiggle too, and as she continued to slap at the seat of my jeans she had begun to laugh again.


‘You do look funny, Jemima.’


‘Fuck off, you stupid old bag!’


Her grip grew tighter and the smacks slowed to a hard, even rhythm as she went on.


‘Oh, and that’s another thing. I am not old. I am thirty-six. I am, however, in charge and you will do as you’re told, or next time I’ll do it properly, with your pants pulled down. In fact, maybe I should pull them down right now.’


The spanking stopped, but she kept her grip. I began to panic again, unable to bear the thought of being done on the bare, and struggled frantically as her hands circled my waist, her fingers going to the button of my jeans.


‘No, you can’t! Not that, Danielle! Not bare! What about Summer!?’


‘What about her? Do you think I care if she sees your bare bum?’


‘No, Danielle, please! Please!’


I was begging, desperate not to be stripped. She’d got my button undone and it was all going to come down to display my bare bottom. And she’d spank me like that, maybe with Summer watching, and they’d see, they’d see I was wet. I screamed out and lurched as hard as I could, but she clung on, pressing my body down over the back of the sofa as she fought to get my jeans undone.


‘Oh no you don’t!’ she hissed, and I’d began to sob in helpless frustration, still kicking my legs as my zip was quickly pulled down.


‘Well, what’s it to be?’ she demanded. ‘A bit of respect when you talk to me or a bare bottom in your own living room? Maybe I’ll even call Summer in to watch as you seem to find the idea so humiliating?’


My answer was a choking noise and she’d begun to tug my jeans down.


‘Well?’


‘Fuck you, Danielle!’


Again she tugged, exposing the top of my panties. She laughed.


‘Knickers with little yellow ducks? I thought you said you were grown up, Jemima?’


I gave in, too humiliated to fight any more.


‘OK! OK! Anything to get you out of my hair! I promise not to call you a bitch.’


‘That’s better, but I still think you need to be punished, don’t you?’


‘No! That’s not fair, Danielle, you said …’


She hadn’t let go, or stopped pulling at my jeans, which had come right down, leaving the seat of my panties on show to her. Again she began to spank, and to alternate the smacks with little pinches to the flesh where my cheeks were sticking out of my knickers.


‘What do you call me?’ she asked.


‘Danielle,’ I managed.


‘Better, but not really appropriate, not when I’m going to be your stepmother, and I do think an apology might be in order.’


The spanking had stopped, but her hand had closed on the seat of my knickers, pulling them together to spill my cheeks out at the sides and leave a little of my slit showing. One good tug and they’d be down, to leave me bare bottom with my pussy showing, my wet pussy. I broke.


‘OK, I’m sorry, I’m sorry! I won’t call you a bitch again, I promise! Just let me up, please!’


She kept her grip.


‘I don’t think so, Jemima, not yet. No, I don’t think you should call me Danielle. Let me see, what would be best? Yes, why not? You can call me Mummy.’


‘No!’


‘Well if you’re going to be stubborn …’


‘No, please, I’m begging you … not my panties, Danielle, please!’


She’d pulled my knickers halfway down my bottom. A moment more and I was going to be showing, and I was sure she could smell me anyway, but that didn’t stop me fighting even more furiously than before. I felt cool air on my bumhole and screamed a final, choking plea, but she’d already stopped, not from any sense of decency, but at the sound of tyres crunching gravel outside. For a moment we both stayed frozen; me with one leg in the air and my bottom almost completely out of my panties, then she’d let go, laughing.


‘I suppose it would be inappropriate to spank you in front of your father, especially bare bottom. Why, he might realise what a slut his sweet little daughter is, getting all wet when her stepmother spanks her.’


I was choking with shame as I struggled to get my knickers up before Dad came in. Her words made it worse by far, but that didn’t stop me catching the worried tone in her voice, or seeing the expression on her face. She even adjusted the cushions while I buttoned myself up, and by the time the door finally swung open she was all sweetness and light. I waited until the perfect moment, as Dad turned to pull his keys from the lock, then mouthed a single word to Danielle.


‘Bitch.’


If looks could kill I’d have been toast – hot, buttered and with extra marmalade – but it was too late for her to retaliate and I was pretty sure she wouldn’t dare say anything too bad in front of him. She didn’t, but kissed him and went to make him a coffee, now the perfect little girlfriend. I gave him a hug and ran up to my room, close to tears as I brooded over what she’d done to me. She really was an utter bitch, but there was nothing I could do about it when she knew so much about me. And she’d only had to say two words when she first turned up with Dad to make very sure I couldn’t call her on her nasty habits – Morris Rathwell.


That could only mean she knew about his spanking parties, which I’d been attending once a month in order to earn myself some decent pocket money over the last couple of terms. It had meant pretending to be where I wasn’t, while in reality I was having my bottom smacked by a group of dirty old men. Very generous dirty old men. How Danielle knew I had no idea, but she did and if Dad found out I’d really be in trouble. So would she too, because even knowing about something so dirty was going to ruin the whiter-than-white image she tried so hard to keep up for him. So while she could be pretty horrid to me she could only push so far, and she knew it.


She understood about spanking as well, and all the little humiliations that make it worse, especially when it comes to pulling down knickers. That, and knowing about Morris, had to mean she’d had it done, which was at least some consolation as I inspected my cheeks in the bathroom mirror. She given me plenty and I was quite red, but I’d taken a lot worse, and on the bare. Anyway, I like to be spanked, but not by her, and just the thought of what she’d done brought tears to my eyes. I gave myself a rub and tried to pretend I wasn’t reacting the way I would have done if I’d been over a man’s knee voluntarily.


It just wasn’t possible. The sight of my red cheeks sticking out between my top and my pushed down panties was too much on its own, without the heat of my skin and feel of my flesh in my hands. I tried to concentrate on the power getting it from men gives me and how I’d felt as I stood to have my smacked bottom inspected at Morris’s last party. His wife Melody had dealt with me, a tall, powerfully built black girl who’d stroked my hair to help me get over my shyness, and then held me firmly in place across her knee as she turned my school skirt up and took down my panties.


I could remember the men commenting on my figure, their voices amused or hoarse with lust. Coltish, one man had called my legs, as if I was a young horse being paraded at a show. Another had replied that he’d never seen such a pert bottom on such long legs, then asked Melody to pull my knickers down a bit more so that he could see my cunt properly. That single, crude word had been like an electric shock. Melody had obliged, adjusting my panties and then cocking her knee up to make my cheeks spread so they all got a good look at my bumhole too.


She’d spanked me so hard, with my arm twisted up into the small of my back just in case I tried to escape. I’d screamed and squirmed and kicked my legs up and down so hard my shoes had come off, but it had mostly been for show. With Danielle it had been real, but she’d had me, just as securely, holding me in place while she smacked me on the seat of my jeans, and on my panties. As I shut my eyes and stuck my hand between my legs I was thinking of how she’d threatened to strip me properly and what she’d have seen. She’d known anyway, because she’d smelt me, and I was absolutely soaking. It had felt awful having my jeans taken down, worse than when it had been my panties with a dozen leering old gits getting off over my bare rear view. But I wished she’d done it properly, spanked me on my panties and then pulled them down too, taunting me as my bottom came bare, telling me what she could see, telling me how wet I was, calling Summer in to watch …


‘No!’


I cried out loud, determined not to do it, and forced my mind on to something else, my own rude rear view. My hand was cupped on my pussy and my bottom stuck out to the mirror, my spanked cheeks open to show off the tiny pink star of my bumhole and my fingers where I was holding myself. I was so wet my juices were running down my thighs, with my flesh pink and glistening as I slipped two fingers in to spread my hole. That looked so rude, and I tried to imagine holding myself that way for a man while he got his cock ready to put in me, but it wasn’t a man who’d got me that way. It was Danielle, the vicious, evil bitch who’d held me down and spanked me, who’d taken down my jeans and would have had my knickers down too if Dad hadn’t turned up. I’d have been spanked bare bottom and she’d have seen exactly how I was reacting, and if Summer had come in she’d have seen too, both of them laughing at me as my bum cheeks bounced and my juices splashed …


There was nothing I could do about it; I was going to come over my punishment. I cried out again, a raw, broken sob at the thought of what had been done to me: spanked by my stepmother and on that awful word I came, while frigging myself off, utterly ashamed of myself even as I watched my own busy fingers snatching at my pussy with the juice squashing out and my bumhole squeezing as my muscles contracted in a long, hard orgasm.


My legs were shaking badly as I came, as much from emotion as the strength of my climax. The moment I’d finished I sat down on the loo, biting my lip with shame as I pulled out some loo paper. As I cleaned myself up I was acutely conscious of the feel of my hot, bare cheeks on the cold wood; it kept what had been done to me and what I’d done afterwards fixed firmly in my head. At least there were consolations, and I tried to concentrate on them. For one thing nobody need ever know that I’d masturbated, least of all Danielle, which would have been really unbearable. Better still, Summer hadn’t come in from the garden. Despite the situation I liked her, and she looked up to me. Being spanked in front of her would have been the final straw.


Eventually I got up and went back to the mirror to make sure it wasn’t obvious I’d been crying. I couldn’t bear to be in the same room as Dad and Danielle when they were together, so I intended to sneak into the garden and find Summer, but I was called down before I even crossed the landing.


Dad’s tone sounded doubtful, making me wonder if she might have told him about my spanking, and even made him agree to let her discipline me. As I walked down the stairs, I was desperately trying to think how to get out of it if she had. Even admitting to my visits to the Rathwells was no good, because if I mentioned Morris’s name first, all she had to then do was deny everything.


Dad was smiling, but he looked as doubtful as he sounded. Danielle was smiling too, like a crocodile. I tried to sound casual.


‘What’s up?’


Dad begun to drum his fingers on the table. ‘We were thinking about the rest of your year off.’


‘New York?’ I opened my mouth without engaging my brain. Had Danielle persuaded Dad to get rid of me by letting me take up Hudson Staebler’s offer of summer work in the States? He gave a long sigh and my hopes sank once more.


‘No, Jem, we’ve been through that already.’


‘Europe then.’


‘No, Jemima. Danielle has a much better idea.’


‘What?’


‘My uncle is the manager of a hotel on the south coast,’ she said, and I knew I was in trouble just from the tone of her voice. ‘I’ve got you a place as a maid.’


‘A maid!’


‘Yes, a maid,’ she answered and quickly turned to Dad. ‘It would do her a lot of good, Jeremy. Teach her about real life for a start. You’ve been far too soft with her and I’m not being harsh. It’s for her own good.’


‘I’m sure you’re right, darling,’ he answered, but I could tell he had his doubts.


‘Dad!’


‘I do think it would be a good idea, Jemima, just for a few months, and then we can talk about Europe for next year, when you’re a little older and you’ve had a term at university.’


‘And there’s also the expense to think about,’ Danielle broke in. ‘Your trip would cost your poor dad several thousand pounds, and everybody’s having to tighten their belts at the moment. This way you’ll be earning your own money and learning to stand on your own two feet.’


‘But I don’t want to be a maid! I don’t need to work, and there must be dozen of girls who do, so it’s really not fair.’


‘Don’t talk nonsense,’ she interrupted. ‘Really, Jemima, it’s for your own good. You must learn to stand on your own two feet.’


My mouth came open to protest that I had been standing on my own two feet when I was in the States, but I could hardly admit to what I’d been up to, let alone what I would have been up to if Aunt Penny hadn’t ruined it for me. As it was I had to bite my tongue while she went on about how privileged my childhood had been and how much I’d benefit from a taste of the real world, until I finally managed to get a word in edgeways. Even then my every protest was ignored as the summer I’d been looking forward to for so long was destroyed bit by bit. The fact that I’d got a good place at uni didn’t matter, nor that Dad had plenty of money, nor that the whole thing was just completely unfair.


I even came close to telling Dad about the spanking parties and hoping to catch Danielle out. He knew Morris, and had some idea of what he got up to, but was blissfully unaware of my involvement. There would be real trouble, but there was no way I could prove Danielle knew what went on, and I didn’t even know what the connection was. It was just too risky. I was going, and that was that.









Chapter Two


HERE’S WHAT I DON’T understand. If I take a job, a really boring, tedious job that means being bossed around by a lot of stuck-up people and doing all the really crap work they can’t be bothered with, and work a full week, and they only pay me one hundred and sixty-nine pounds and forty-four pence before deductions, which was what I was going to be getting at the Friston Executive, and I’m supposed to be proud of myself. Alternatively, I can work one evening a month, getting my bottom smacked in front of a load of dirty old men, and, OK, maybe tossing one or two of them off, for a cool five hundred pounds plus tips and no deductions, and I’m supposed to be ashamed of myself. Why?


The argument that always gets trotted out is that providing sexual services is degrading, but that’s just bullshit. Seriously, what’s more degrading; having to clean the toilets in a big hotel, or dancing about in my knickers while a load of men try to get me drunk on champagne? Mopping up after a party of drunken chavs or being put over another woman’s knee, given a slow sexy spanking and being brought to orgasm under her fingers? You prefer mopping up? You can keep it, and if that makes you proud I feel sorry for you.


I certainly didn’t feel proud of myself as we drove down to the south coast, and I did feel very sorry for myself. Danielle had wanted me to go by train and bus, on my own, but the very difficulty of getting to the place had meant that for once she didn’t get her way. Then she’d suggested driving me herself, but Dad and Summer had both wanted to come and wouldn’t be put off. For some reason that was making her nervous and snappy, and when we stopped for petrol and Dad got out of the car she told me to grow up and stop sulking. I felt I had every right to sulk, and told her so. She had completely ruined the end of my year off, and was obviously getting a kick out of making my life miserable, because if she just wanted me out of the way it would have been better to let me go to Europe.


She and I hardly spoke all the rest of the way, but it was only as we got close that I realised how completely she’d spoiled things. I’d looked up the Friston Executive on the net and it had seemed quite nice: a big, spacious three-star hotel in its own grounds and right on the beach. What I hadn’t realised was that it didn’t just have its own grounds, it had its own valley, in a dip between two huge, bare hills without another house in a mile and five miles to the nearest town. It was a quarter of a mile just from the road to the actual hotel, with gates to close off the drive and the entrance to the car park.


We parked by the beach, which turned out to be a strand of enormous flints at the bottom of a twenty-foot chalk cliff. Dad seemed to be impressed, stretching his arms out and taking a deep breath of air.


‘Ah … smell that! I love the sea. You are a lucky girl, Jem. Just think, all summer at the beach.


I peered over the edge. There was a stair, of sorts, but just looking at it gave me vertigo, while as far as I could tell the smell Dad seemed to be enjoying was a mixture of rotting seaweed and very dead fish. Summer was equally unimpressed, wrinkling her nose and throwing me a knowing look as Dad admired the scenery. Along the beach in both directions, the dirty white cliffs rose higher, with the same drab grey shingle stretching to the limit of vision, where headlands jutted out to East and West. It was all very sunny and calm, but the trees planted to shelter fields in the valley bottom were bent away from the wind, showing that it could be as bleak and miserable as I felt inside.


The only building I could see was the hotel: a central whitewashed block three stories tall between a sprawl of single-storey wooden terraces, joined together by walkways, which continued to a line of chalets half hidden among the trees by a field. There had to be fifty or sixty rooms, and I could see that cleaning them was going to be a nightmare, never mind what else I might be expected to do; waitressing perhaps, bar work, laundry, and all the tedious jobs I’d worked so hard until now to avoid.


Danielle had seemed reluctant to get out of the car, but finally did so, joining us at the edge of the cliff. ‘Hadn’t we better be on our way, Jeremy darling?’


‘There’s no rush,’ he answered, glancing at his watch. ‘I could do with a coffee, and don’t you want to say hello to your uncle?’


‘I don’t think he’s here today, and it’s a long way home.’ She sounded more nervous than ever, making me wonder what was going on, but Dad started towards the hotel and she had little choice but to follow. It was warm and she was showing off as usual, in a crop-top with little red shorts that left half her bum showing, sandals, and sunglasses pushed back on her head. Seeing her like that made me wonder if she got spanked, maybe by Morris himself, and if so, how I could find out for certain and turn the tables on her. No doubt she knew that was a risk, which seemed to be another good reason for shutting me away, only it wasn’t.


It wasn’t because I’d met the man who was now walking towards us, beaming cheerfully as he embraced Danielle and then Summer, shook hands with Dad and favoured me with a knowing smirk. Shorter than me by at least two inches, but maybe twice my weight, his pear-shaped body topped by a head like a Halloween pumpkin decorated with a thick beanfeaster moustache, he was unmistakable: Mr Hegedus. Who I’d last seen tugging at a thick brown-skinned penis while begging me to take my knickers down so that he could get off over my bare bum instead of the panty show I’d promised him.


‘Ah, Danielle, but it’s been too long since you last saw your old uncle Vilmos, and you too, Summer. And Mr Bassington-Smyth, it is an honour to meet you, sir. And this must be Jemima, who will be working for us? What a pretty girl. Wonderful, wonderful.’


He recognised me, he had to, even though I was the wrong way round, but he gave no sign of it whatsoever. Danielle did, throwing me a look compounded of panic and threat as Dad walked forward. I ignored her, but I was trying to work out what it might mean if Mr Hegedus was her uncle and I was quickly coming to some extremely interesting conclusions. He had to have told her about me, for one thing, which suggested a very odd conversation for an uncle to be having with his niece. It also suggested that he was the driving force behind my being offered the job, and if that was true I was back in the driving seat.


‘We are delighted to train Jemima,’ he was saying as he led the way inside, his Eastern European accent now faint as he did his best to play the respectable hotel manager.


It had been a very different tone of voice before, so thick with excitement that I’d barely been able to understand him, as he begged me to show off for him. He’d tipped well too. So desperate was he to get his schoolgirl strip and panty show, he’d hardly been able to count out the notes as he passed them over. I’d stuck them in my stocking top, so that he could see what he’d paid as I danced for him and had it right in his face as I peeled down my knickers with him wanking dementedly at his chubby little cock.


He was very friendly, offering us drinks and a tour of the hotel, while Danielle constantly and desperately tried to find excuses to leave. I was sure he knew exactly what was going on, because his moustache kept twitching into a half smile, but Dad played his unconscious part superbly, accepting everything as Danielle squirmed in discomfort, while she’d obviously been hoping they wouldn’t meet. Not that she had anything to worry about, because the last thing he was going to do was tell his new maid’s father what he had in mind for her, and that was very clear. I wasn’t worried, because I knew I could handle him, but there was going to have to be some negotiation.


We got the grand tour, at least of the main building, and I was introduced to two of my fellow staff: Chris, the barman, and Stefan, the head waiter. Chris didn’t look more than twenty. He was in a smart blue uniform, but still managed to seem casual with his mop of sandy-coloured hair and a companionable smile. Stefan was older and had cropped his hair to hide advancing baldness, giving him a sinister look, menacing even. I could easily imagine him as a spanker, but Chris looked strictly vanilla. I was sure I’d find out, if I wanted to, because I seemed to be the only girl around, leading me to ask Mr Hegedus a cautious question. ‘There’s somebody to do the cleaning and stuff, isn’t there?’


‘All that is on contract with a firm from Eastbourne. It’s more efficient. You’ll do a little, though, in between assisting myself and my staff.’


We were going to have to see about that, but I simply nodded. Danielle was looking at her watch again.


‘We really should be getting back, Jeremy darling.’


‘Well, yes, I suppose we had better make a start.’


He swallowed what remained of his coffee and kissed me.


‘Be good, Jem. Or if you can’t be good, be careful.’


It was one of those embarrassing things he’d been saying to me and Pippa since we turned teenagers, but he had no idea. I smiled and hugged him, feeling a little homesick as Danielle hurried him out to the car to leave me standing under the porch with Mr Hegedus. There was nobody else about and it seemed sensible to sort out where I stood as quickly as possible, so I swallowed my feelings and asked him a straight question.


‘I suppose you expect to spank me?’


He was taken aback, but only for a second. ‘Yes, yes, why not? Each day I will inspect your work. If it is not good enough, hot botty for baby, yes?’


He’d used the same infantile phrase at Morris’s party. At the time I’d been just about to go over Melody’s knee and he’d really brought home the situation I was in, making me blush. I found my cheeks colouring again, but rallied quickly.


‘Oh no you don’t. If you want me over your knee then I don’t have to work, and that’s that.’


‘Not possible. I pay. You work. And maybe a little something extra if you are a good girl.’


‘You’re a dirty old pervert, do you know that?’


‘Why a pervert? You are a beautiful girl. I am a man. I like to see beautiful girls bare naked.’


‘You like to spank them,’ I replied, not certain if he knew I liked it, but fairly sure he thought I’d only take it from him in return for something.


He merely shrugged, indifferent, and I went on. ‘And if you expect to spank me it’s going to be on my terms. I get a nice room, I come and go as I please and nobody gets to tell me what to do. For that you get to spank me once a week.’


‘Impossible! You have a good room, yes, but you must work like all the others and for the right wage, which is not my business.’


‘Oh? Whose business is it then?’


‘The owner. Mr Rathwell.’


‘Morris owns the hotel!?’


‘Yes, and you must do your work. Any extra you want to earn, well then …’


He patted my bottom, although his shifty expression made it very clear what he meant anyway, but I wasn’t finished.


‘OK, so Morris is the big boss and I guess I’ll have to talk to him about my wages and stuff, but you and I can come to a little private arrangement, can’t we? I don’t mind helping with the bar and waitressing, but no toilets or scrubbing the floor or anything like that, OK? Promise me that and maybe, just maybe, I’ll give you a panty show like I did before. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’


He was going red in the face and I thought I’d won, only for him to shake his head. ‘Yes, I love your panty show, but you must work, or what will Mrs Hegedus think? She will think we are …’ He made a rude sign, sticking one finger though a circle made with the other hand, which was far further than I intended going, but that wasn’t the problem.


‘Mrs Hegedus? I didn’t know you were married?’


‘Oh yes. Here my wife cooks. Harriet kitten, come and meet Jemima, our new maid.’


He’d turned to look back into the hotel and I did the same, to find the biggest woman I had ever seen advancing on us. She had a face like a pudding, and it was set in a suspicious frown, as if she’d heard every word we’d said. My hands went to protect my bottom by instinct, and just to look at her made me feel weak. She was vast, taller than me and enormously fat, with her massive hips and thighs, her great, bulging belly and colossal breasts straining the white cook’s coat in every direction. It wasn’t all fat though; she had the shoulders of a wrestler and the arms to match. I gave her my sweetest smile. ‘Pleased to meet you, Mrs Hegedus … er, Harriet.’


‘Mrs Hegedus will do,’ she answered. ‘So you’re the new maid? Good. You look the part.’


She sounded sarcastic. I couldn’t think why, or what to say, but Mr Hegedus took over, his voice wheedling. ‘Mr Rathwell chose her specially.’


Her answer was a sceptical grunt. ‘Well you just mind where you put your hands, Vilmos Hegedus.’


He smiled and laughed, but only succeeded in looking and sounding guilty. ‘I have eyes only for you, my kitten,’ he assured her.


She gave another grunt. ‘How many covers tonight, and what fish did you get?’


They began to discuss hotel matters and I waited politely while I struggled to make sense of what was going on. From what had been said it was Morris himself who’d suggested I be hired. He’d told Mr Hegedus, who in turn had told Danielle, and yet nothing had been said at the last party. Yet Morris was a businessman. He moved fast and was always looking for new opportunities, both to make money and indulge his penchant for humiliating girls, preferably both at the same time. I was caught up in something and I didn’t mind all that much, but I did need to speak to him.


‘... and there is only one lobster,’ Mrs Hegedus finished, as if making a threat, and turned away.


I found my gaze following her in horrified fascination, hypnotised by the roll of her monstrous buttocks beneath her coat. Mr Hegedus gave me a sad look. ‘You see, you must work, but still, maybe, now and then, it will be hot botty for baby all the same, yes?’ He gave me a slow wink and his eyes flickered down to my hips before he went on. ‘You are in chalet nine, up the hill. Morris … Mr Rathwell says to put you there. Your uniforms are on the bed. Would you like a hand with your cases perhaps?’


I’d only brought two, both the wheelie sort, and I could tell what he was up to, hoping I’d let him watch me change. Judging by the expression in his eyes and the way his fat, pink tongue flicked out to moisten his lips, he might as well have just come right out with it.


‘Yes, thank you,’ I replied.


I wasn’t really in the mood for giving him a show, but he was my boss and it would pay to be on the right side of him. Then again, I very definitely didn’t want to be on the wrong side of his wife, who already seemed to have her suspicions. I decided to tease instead, and hope I could keep him under control that way, so I deliberately walked ahead, allowing him to admire the shape of my bum in my jeans as we crossed the reception area. There was a door on the far side that led towards the chalets, but it was opposite the one leading into the kitchen and as I pushed it open we were brought up short by a roar.


‘She can do that on her own, Vilmos Hegedus! You can take out the bins for me.’


He winced. ‘Yes, my kitten.’


I took over the cases, hauled them through the door and away down a glass-roofed terrace set with cast iron tables overlooking the sea. The door at the end led to a corridor with rooms to one side and windows to the other, which led in turn to a walkway connecting the line of chalets. Mine was the furthest away of all; a fair way up the hill and sheltered beneath the last of the trees. It was rather nice, with a bathroom and even a tiny kitchen, while the bed was a big, soft king-size with a fluffy coverlet on which were laid out three uniforms.


Two were exactly the same smart dark blue maid’s uniforms, knee-length with a white collar and white trim on the sleeves, rather boring really. The third was very different, and had obviously designed by a dirty old man; in black satin with a skirt so short it obviously wasn’t going to cover my knickers and lacing down the front of the bodice, which was so low cut that what little I had would be in danger of spilling out. There were accessories too: stockings, suspenders, black high-heels, a layered underskirt and a hideous pair of froufrou panties, as big as gym knickers with a dozen layers of see-through lace at the back.


‘Perverts.’


I’d spoken to myself, but I’d have said it to Morris’s face. He’d have laughed. Mr Hegedus I wasn’t so sure of, as he seemed to take himself rather more seriously and had immediately grown defensive when I’d called him a dirty old man. That was what he was though, and Morris, and all the other men who like girls done up in tarty uniforms and naughty lingerie and weird outfits. It’s fun though, and at least with men like that I don’t have to pretend I’m something I’m not.


Nobody had told me which uniform to put on, but when Mr Hegedus was talking to his wife they’d mentioned a wedding party that evening and I didn’t imagine they’d want me strutting about with my knickers on show. There was no rush though, and as I stripped off for the shower I was growing increasingly tempted to try the naughty one on first.


Until I got under the water I hadn’t realised how tired I was. It had been a long and stressful day, what with Dad and Danielle and the drive down to the coast. With my eyes closed and the hot water cascading down my body I was growing rapidly sleepy, making me wonder if I dared snatch a nap before reporting for duty. It was still mid afternoon, and nobody had said I had to be anywhere at any particular time, so once I was out of the shower I hung my uniform up in the cupboard and lay down on the bed with just a towel wrapped around me.


I felt drowsy and relaxed, a little naughty too, with thoughts of what Morris and Mr Hegedus might have in store for me running through my head. At the very least I was plainly expected to serve at meals in my kinky maid’s outfit, and that meant the guests would have been carefully selected to appreciate what was on show. Maybe it would just be stag parties, but that wasn’t really Morris’s style. More likely it would be the sort of men who came to his private parties, discreet, older men with plenty of money and specialist tastes. I could probably expect to have my bum pulled out of my ridiculous froufrou knickers for spanking, a thought that sent a shiver of excitement and shame the length of my spine.


There’s something about being warm and drowsy that always makes me want to masturbate. Being sleepy makes my defences come down too, so I can be really dirty with myself without feeling bad. I was tempted now, just to throw the towel away and roll over, face down on the bed with my bottom pushed up so that I could explore myself from behind while I thought of being in the same, rude, vulnerable position for punishment. My hairbrush was in my case, and it was just right to apply a few firm swats to each cheek before sticking the handle up my pussy while I finished off, or even into my bumhole.


It was a deliciously dirty thought, and I bounced over on the bed, stretching for my case with my legs cocked wide and my toes dug into the coverlet to stop me overbalancing. I must have looked a fine sight, with my bum turned up and my pussy wide open, which was why the sound of a creak from the walkway outside had me snatching for my towel and trying to cover myself behind at the same time. Unfortunately I fell off the bed, landing on the floor with a thud just as a knock sounded at the door.


‘Hang on, I’m not decent!’


‘It’s only me,’ Mr Hegedus answered, his voice unmistakable.


That was what I’d been worried about, and although he’d seen everything already there’s a big difference between having Melody show me off over the knee, and being caught masturbating by Mr Hegedus. There was something about him that made his attention particularly intrusive. I was blushing furiously as I dug my bathrobe out of my case and struggled into it, and he must have noticed me doing this when he opened the door.


‘I’m sorry,’ I explained. ‘I was having a shower. Did you want me at the hotel?’


‘Not yet, no. But is your uniform good? Does it fit?’


‘I haven’t tried it on yet. I expect you want me to wear a decent one this evening?’


‘Oh, of course. Yes. The other is for special occasions.’


‘I’d guessed that. Um … well, I’ll be down later, OK, about six?’


He was angling to be invited in, but he’d caught me off guard, leaving me unsettled. I was fairly sure he’d peeped in at the window too, which made me feel he’d taken advantage. When he saw I wasn’t letting him in he drew back, but hesitated, throwing a guilty glance back along the walkway before he spoke again, his voice now wheedling. ‘Maybe baby needs a hot botty? I think she does, yes?’


I shut the door on him without bothering to answer. Another man I might have let in, and it wasn’t because he was older or ugly. I’ve always preferred older men. A father figure I suppose you could say, and my need had grown stronger since Dad had taken up with Danielle. Mr Hegedus wouldn’t do. He was too weak, and odd. The way he spoke to me when he wanted to get dirty was weird, and humiliating, as if I didn’t know my own mind but could be tricked into thinking I deserved spanking. Part of me wanted to do it, to let him make me feel small and stupid while I lay over his knee, with him gloating over his victory and perving over my bum. I knew he wouldn’t just spank me. He’d play with my cheeks, and if I stayed down he’d start taking liberties, maybe tickling my bumhole, maybe fingering me, maybe rubbing me off for the dirty thrill of having me come under his fat, pasty fingers …


No. I was in control and I wasn’t going to surrender to him. I was going to get him back for the way he’d made me feel. He was still outside, I was sure of it, so I shut the curtain of the window by the door, then the ones on the other side, where the window looked out among trees and over a field, leaving just a crack. That way he could peep at me without risking being seen from the hotel, and I was sure he would.


It felt great. As I dropped my robe to go nude once more a shiver of pleasure ran through me, for being naughty, and because it felt a little dangerous too. I was teasing him, on purpose, and it was sure to get him horny. He’d be resentful as well as excited, and want to punish me and fuck me too, maybe bent down over my bed with his cock in me from behind while he slapped my cheeks and told me off for being a dirty little tease.


I was sure he didn’t have the guts, but it was lovely to think about it while I made a big show of towelling myself down, deliberately paying a lot of attention to my tits and pussy, even holding my cheeks open to dab between and make sure he got a peep at my bumhole. He was out there for certain, his shadow visible through the curtain, but I feigned innocence, quite sure he’d be getting off thinking I didn’t want him to see me, just as much as he’d be getting off over my body.


There was talc in my bag, and I made a point of bending down to get it out, with my bum stuck out at his window. A tall, thin mirror decorated the wall opposite my bed and I went to stand in front of it to put the talc on, doing under my arms and breasts, my neck and tummy, sticking my hips out to powder my pussy, and then extending my bottom to do between my cheeks. I could just imagine him, cock in his hand, full of guilt and dirty lust as he masturbated over the sight of me powdering my bottom slit.
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