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Experiences of a Country Girl





BOOK ONE



CHAPTER 1: I MEET MR. RALEIGH


I had just come from the woodshed, where I had been given a sound whipping with the strap by my dad and was rubbing my extremely sore and smarting bottom, when I saw Lester Raleigh for the first time. Later events have proved that meeting under such circumstances was very symbolic. Mr. Raleigh drove up to our farmhouse in a sport roadster, tooted his horn to attract my parents, and when they came out of the house and looked and looked at him curiously, he introduced himself. He explained that he had just bought the farm adjoining ours and was driving around getting acquainted with his neighbors. He was not at all like the sort of people we were used to, being free-spoken and quite affable, and looked to be expensive make, indicating he had money. His about thirty. He was well-dressed and his car an agreeable manner even brought my mother out of her usual reticence to talk to strangers, and she smiled and seconded Father's invitation that he remain for dinner which she was just getting ready to put on the table.
“This is our daughter, Lucille,” said Father, motioning toward me.
I didn't know whether to drop him a curtsy or extend my hand in greeting, and in confusion tried to do both at the same time. I was then eighteen years old, that complex age when a girl is trying to drop adolescent manners for adult ways. I tried to stammer some word of greeting, but I spoke incoherently and blushed furiously.
My blush caused Mr. Raleigh to smile with interest, and he commented on it in a complimentary way to my mother.
“You'll have to excuse Lucille, Mr. Raleigh,” she said. “Her paw had to take her out to the woodshed and give her a licking a while ago, and I guess she's still smarting from it.”
That remark, spoken in such a casual manner by my mother to indicate that trips to the woodshed for a whipping were not unusual for me, brought an even deeper flush to my cheeks, and caused Mr. Raleigh to look at me with renewed interest.
From the way he acted at first, I thought he was going to question me about the punishment. But he restrained himself and passed over the subject by remarking something to Mother about naughty girls needing a spanking once in a while.
During dinner, in reply to questions from Father, he laughingly admitted that he didn't know a thing about farming and had no intention of learning. He explained that he was an artist and, feeling that he would like to have a country retreat where he could get away from the noise and confusion of the city whenever he liked to go there, he had purchased the adjoining farm as a sanctuary. He willingly offered to let Father use as much of the farmland as he wished. When he left that evening, he smiled at me in a most peculiar sort of way as he pinched my cheek.
“You had better try being a good girl in the future, Lucille, so you won't be taken to the woodshed and given another spanking,” he said.
After that, he became a frequent visitor at our home, dropping in whenever he wished. Mother and Father both liked him, for he rarely came to see us without bringing a gift of some sort for Mother and tobacco and things like that for Father. But even though he brought me candy and books, I did not care for him.
There was a certain light which came into his eyes when he looked at me that made me afraid of him. What it was, I do not know, but he had that strange way of looking at me, especially when he knew I had recently been given a whipping.
From the very beginning of his visits to our place, he showed a decided interest in the fact that I was whipped by my parents. He hardly ever visited us without asking if I had been spanked lately; and once, when Mother remarked that she had just given me a taste of the switch, he asked how she had done it. Mother explained that she had taken me out to the woodshed, lifted my dress, took down my panties, and whipped my bare bottom with a hickory switch. Father, she explained, always used a strap on me.
Mr. Raleigh said he was sorry to learn I had been a naughty girl, and hoped that the whipping would do me a lot of good. But he did not speak very convincingly. In fact, he acted as though he was pleased that I had been given a smarting bottom and hoped it would happen again soon.
Since I had always been whipped by my parents, and since most of the other girls in the neighborhood I knew also got their bare bottoms whipped by their parents, including many who were much older than me, I did not think it so strange or unusual. It was embarrassing, though, because of the shameful way it was given to me, but that was all. I could not understand why there should be anything about punishment to interest anyone.
But it did interest Mr. Raleigh, and he never lost an opportunity to talk about it to my parents.
“Don't you find it rather hard to give a whipping to a girl as big as Lucille?” he asked Mother one day.
“What do you mean?” asked Mother curiously.
“Doesn't she struggle, and protest, and try to break away from you?” asked Mr. Raleigh.
“Not Lucille,” answered Mother emphatically. “And she'd better not try cutting up any such didoes as that, either. She knows that when she's got a licking coming to her, the best thing she can do is to remain still and take it. If she doesn't, I reckon her paw will get the strap and make her sing another tune pretty quick.”
Although I could not understand anyone being interested in the fact that I received a whipping when I did something my parents did not like, I did find it terribly embarrassing to hear Mother talking about it in front of me to someone who was practically a stranger to us. But Mr. Raleigh seemed to gain her confidence and get her to tell him many things about why I was whipped and how often I was given a well-tanned bottom.
Several times he threw hints to be present when I was given a whipping, but since my parents did not think it unusual for their daughter to be whipped, they did not understand the hints. Mr. Raleigh acted at times as though he wished he might be able to take me out to the woodshed and give me a whipping, but lacked the courage to ask the privilege. I honestly think that if he had asked and my parents felt I had done something to deserve it, they would have permitted him to whip me. To them a disobedient girl deserved to be whipped, and it did not matter much to them who did it as long as her bottom received a good tanning. Besides, Mr. Raleigh had made a very favorable impression on them, and they thought everything he did was above question… I believe they would have approved of him whipping me even without asking their permission…



CHAPTER 2: SOLD INTO SLAVERY


Even though I was an only child, my parents did not have a great deal of affection for me. They wanted a boy when I was born. They felt a girl was only so much more extra expense, while a boy would have been a real help to them around the farm. About that time, the drought was beginning to create havoc among the farms. My father had planted a large mixed crop, but none of it was saved from the scorching sun.
“Maybe Mr. Raleigh would advance you some money to tide us over till next year,” Mother suggested one evening as she and Father sat discussing conditions.
“Maybe,” Father replied, but his tone was hopeless. “I have no security to offer him, so he might not care to. The bank's holding a mortgage on everything. People don't like to advance money these days without good security for it.”
“But we've got to do something,” Mother declared. “Perhaps Mr. Raleigh would give Lucille a job as housekeeper or something and she could help us out with her wages. We've put her through school and done things for her, so she can help us out now.”
“I'll see him about it in the morning,” Father answered. “He's got a couple of black girls working up there, but I guess he could fire one of them and hire Lucille.”
But Father was saved the trip, for, a short time later, Mr. Raleigh drove up to the house. After he had been welcomed, Father explained what he and Mother had been talking about.
“I'm afraid even if Lucille turned all her wages over to you, it wouldn't prove of any great help, Zack,” Mr. Raleigh said. “Even in the cities, domestic help doesn't get more than six dollars a week and board. Besides, while I'd like to help you out, I've come to regard Lucille as sort of a younger sister and would feel rather strange about hiring her to work for me.”
“Then I guess we're going to be plenty up against it this winter,” Father said mournfully.
“Maybe not,” Mr. Raleigh said slowly, after he had glanced at me speculatively several times.
“You say you've no security to offer for a loan, but you're thinking in terms of banking finance. Now, if you want a loan from me, I can let you have up to five thousand dollars for as long as you wish and for security you can turn Lucille over to me. She can remain with me as my ward, as a sort of guardian till you find it convenient to pay off the loan.”
“Do you really mean that, Mr. Raleigh?” Father asked excitedly. “You'll let me have five thousand without security-all I have to do is let you keep Lucille to guarantee the money'll be paid back?”
“Right,” Mr. Raleigh agreed. “Of course, there are a few strings attached to my offer. One is that Lucille will regard me as her guardian, and that as her guardian, I shall be privileged to give her a whipping whenever she is disobedient, the same as you and your wife do. Do you object to that?”
“Not at all,” Father replied. “In fact, if Lucille isn't obedient to everything you tell her, we'd expect you to give her a licking.”
“Now there's one other point,” Mr. Raleigh continued. “Is Lucille strong and healthy?”
“She ain't been sick for a long time,” Mother spoke up, “and she's strong enough to do housework, the same as me.”
“I'm afraid,” he said slowly, “that it would be best to examine her.”
“You mean-undressed?” asked Mother.
Mr. Raleigh nodded, while I shrank back, looking at him horrifiedly. He said, “There's no need for her to feel strange about it. She wouldn't feel strange about undressing before you, and as her guardian I shall be taking your place.”
When my parents seemed to hesitate he drew his checkbook out of his pocket and uncapped his fountain pen. That settled the question for my parents; to them, money was far more important than their daughter's modesty.
“Lucille, go over to Mr. Raleigh,” directed Father.
I wanted to protest it. It seemed bad enough to know they were willing to turn me over to him with the privileges of him whipping me as they themselves had done so many times, but to know I had to get undressed and let him examine me seemed entirely too cruel.
“Did you hear me, Lucille?” Father demanded. “Now you look sharp when I speak to you, young lady, or I'll get the strap and teach you some manners.”
And Mother added: “You mind your father's wish and do what he tells you, or I'll take off my slipper and give you a good taste of it before he takes you out to the woodshed.”
Having been trained to always do exactly what they said, and seeing that they intended to make me submit to practically every request Mr. Raleigh made, I bowed my head and walked obediently over to where he sat.
“You must learn to be a good girl, Lucille, and mind what you are told, so my first duty as your guardian will now be to put you over my knees and give you a spanking,” Mr. Raleigh said. “Now take off your dress like an obedient little girl.”
With my fingers trembling and tears of shame welling up and blinding my eyes, I unfastened the snaps on my dress and pulled it up over my head, letting it fall to the floor at my feet.
“Your slip, too, my dear,” ordered Mr. Raleigh.
Slowly I pulled the slip over my head and let it join the discarded dress on the floor. That left me standing before him clad in just a cheap dance set of rayon consisting of step-ins and brassiere.
“You make a very attractive picture, my dear,” Mr. Raleigh declared as I stood timidly before him. “As an artist who appreciates real grace and charm, I must commend you on your poise. And your figure is far more mature and interesting than I ever suspected. But we must continue with our examination.”



CHAPTER 3: HIS BEAUTIFUL SLAVE


He arose from his chair and personally unfastened my brassiere from the back, removing it and letting it fall onto my dress and slip. As my breasts were exposed to his view, my hands wanted to fly up instinctively to protect them, because nobody except my own parents had ever seen me undressed so shamefully before. But as I started the movement with a stifled sob of shame, my mother frowned at me in disapproval, and shook her head warningly. Both she and Father were anxious for me to do nothing to offend Mr. Raleigh which might spoil their chances of getting the loan. They knew as well as I that I was not being subjected to a medical examination, but merely being inspected like a slave to satisfy Mr. Raleigh that I had a perfectly formed body. I felt as alone and helpless as a slave girl must feel when she is put upon the auction block, stripped of her clothes, and sold to the highest bidder. And that thought seemed all the more true then, because I had read in history books that slave girls were made to undress under the whip… and, well, if I hadn't taken off my clothes of my own free will, Mother and Father would both have whipped me. They said as much. So I submitted to all that followed with the same resignation. I knew resistance was useless and there was no one I could appeal to for help. All I could do was remain passive and hope my submissiveness would win Mr. Raleigh's approval.
After he had removed my brassiere, he looked at my exposed charms thoroughly. He conducted the examination slowly, and leisurely, making only a slight pretense at its being medical. After he had felt the muscles of my arms and inspected the soft texture of my skin, he turned his attention to my step-ins.
“I'm afraid we shall have to take these off you, too, my dear,” he said, catching his forefinger under the elastic at the waist of them. “This is once when you will have your panties taken down when it will not be for a whipping. That is, you will not be given a whipping if you continue to be a well-behaved girl. Of course, if you aren't, then I shall have to borrow your father's strap and spank you until you are ready to behave.”
Knowing it was not an idle threat, and that Father would willingly go after the strap to whip me, and the inspection of me would go on after I had been punished anyway, I remained still as he slipped the step-ins down from my hips and let them fall to my ankles.
“Just step out of them, my dear, and lie here on my knees,” he directed.
He seated himself and gestured for me to lie face downward across his lap. Only too anxious to hide my shamed face from his gaze, I willingly assumed the ignoble pose over his knees. I was almost dying of shame and had to fight the impulse to cry, because I had nothing on before this man except my stockings, rolled at the tops over elastic garters, and my shoes. But my parents said not a word, and I knew with despair and fear as well as my supreme embarrassment that they approved whatever he did, so it was useless for me to plead my modesty.
As soon as he had me correctly posed over his knees, he gazed fascinatedly at my posteriors and then began to pinch them painfully. When he could prolong the inspection no longer, he permitted me to stand up while he praised my legs and thighs, then made me assume a variety of spanking poses: bending over and touching my ankles with my hands, kneeling on the floor with my head and shoulders bowed down, bending across his left hip when he put his arm around my waist to hold me in place, kneeling on the chair with my head in my arms against the back. And my parents didn't protest at any time, but watched, seeming to approve of his knowledge of how to spank a girl when she needed it. Each time he gave me some instructions he emphasized them with a smack on my bottom with his hand. He seemed to find it very fascinating, and smacked it as much as possible. I don't know how I kept from crying, for I was in an agony of mortification, and I tried not to look at him all through the ordeal. The examination lasted for nearly an hour, and I felt I had no physical secrets left from Mr. Raleigh by the time he finished staring at me. I cannot describe my feelings during it. At times, I was filled with a nameless terror, such as one has on waking from a nightmare. Yet I knew this was no dream from which I could awaken. Instead, I knew I was being sold by my parents. My only hope was that a display of complete submission to his orders would cause my master — for such he was-to treat me kindly…
“A very perfect young lady,” Mr. Raleigh declared at last, resting his hand possessively on my bare shoulder, and turning to my parents. “Perfect both from a medical and artistic standpoint. As an artist, I have seen many nude young ladies, but none so interesting as Lucille. I am sure I am going to enjoy being her guardian. All right, my dear, you may get dressed now,” he said to me.
Only too anxious to hide my naked body, I quickly put on my clothes. While I was doing this, he took out his checkbook and began to fill in a voucher. I couldn't help but feel that he was making out the purchase price for me.
“Shall we say a thousand dollars now, with the understanding that when more is needed you may borrow another thousand and continue in that manner till the amount reaches five thousand?” he said to Father, who nodded an eager agreement. And in that manner my sale to Mr. Raleigh was consummated.
While they were finishing this affair, Mother took me upstairs and helped me pack my clothes.
“You want to be a good girl and mind everything Mr. Raleigh tells you, Lucille,” she said to me. “He is being very good to us, and you must show your gratitude by being always obedient to him. Remember, he has your father's permission and mine too, to whip you, and if you are so ungrateful for what he has done for us as to disobey him, I hope he whips the behind off you.” With that sympathetic parting, I was turned unconditionally over to Mr. Raleigh as his “ward.”
He took me to his home that very night. It was eleven o'clock, which is quite late in the rural district, and all the servants at his home had retired. He showed me to a bedroom that had a door communicating into his. It was nicely furnished, but I hardly noticed that. I was frightened. Mr. Raleigh spoke very pleasantly to me, even using terms of endearment, yet still I was frightened.
And I had reasons to be, because after he had carried my luggage into the room, he went into his own bedroom and came back with a strap. “Lucille,” he said, seating himself on a chair, “you have a peculiar appeal to me. Ever since I first learned that your parents whipped you, I have experienced a desire to give you one myself. And tonight, after seeing you naked, I am more anxious than ever to do it. So, since your parents approve of me doing it-as I'm sure you heard them say-I am going to whip you tonight. And I am going to do it in what I consider the most interesting manner, which is-stark naked. It will do you good, for it will let you know in advance exactly what you may expect as my ward when you are naughty. Besides, it will teach you to be submissive to me, which is something you must display at all times, no matter what your personal views may be. Now then, take off your clothes.”
As he spoke, I had an instinctive, terrified urge to flee from the house. But where? My parents had turned me over to him; I couldn't go back to them. I knew if I attempted it, they'd only whip me severely and turn me over to him again. There seemed nothing left except to obey his commands.
“Hurry,” he commanded, his voice stern as he waved the strap at me. “I'll not stand for any hesitation when you are told to get undressed or given any other order. You must learn that when I speak, you are to obey promptly, not wait till it suits your own convenience.” Trembling at the sight of the strap in his hand and knowing that it was soon to be used to give me a whipping, I removed by shoes and stockings, then my dress and slip; finally, unable to delay complete nudity any longer, I took off my brassiere and slipped down my step-ins.



CHAPTER 4: IN HIS POWER


Naked and frightened, my face red with the shame of being stark naked for the first time in a man's presence alone-at least, before, my parents had been there to protect me, scant though their moral aid had been-I stood in the middle of the room awaiting Mr. Raleigh's next command. I thought he would command me to lie down over his knees or bend over under his left arm, as these were the poses my parents always made me assume when I was whipped in the woodshed. But instead, Mr. Raleigh arose from the chair and came over to me. Grabbing me by the ear, he smacked me across the bottom with the strap and started me across the room to another chair.
It was more like a stool than a chair. It had a heavy cushioned seat and heavy wooden arms. There was no back to it. He made me kneel upon it on my hands and knees. Then, taking four pieces of heavy cord from his pocket, he tied my wrists to the sides of the chair, and then my legs. Instead of starting immediately to whip me, he walked completely around the chair, appraising me from all angles. Being tied up helplessly, I could not resist nor did I think it wise to protest. All the charms of my body were very much on display, and he slapped and pinched me annoyingly with his pain-inflicting hands.
“You have a most attractive backside, my dear,” he finally said. “I am sure it is going to look exceedingly interesting after it has been properly colored up with the strap. We shall see if I am correct.”
As he spoke the last words, he raised the strap and brought it down sharply across my bottom. It was even more sternly given than when I was whipped by my father. I cried out shrilly.
“Remain quiet, my dear,” he ordered. “This behind of yours is going to be whipped, and if you try screaming you will only be attracting the attention of the servants. If you care to have them come and see you tied up naked and being whipped, then just continue to yell. But if you are a wise girl, you will content yourself with sobs and crying.”
That caused me to control my cries, but it was difficult. For the strap rose and fell with stinging force. No smarting my father had even given my bottom equaled it. Mr. Raleigh seemed very adroit in administering a whipping, for each crack of the whip landed just slightly above the spot where the previous one had fallen. I tried to twist and control my hind quarters, for the steady cracks of the strap were outraging the nerves. But with my knees tied to the sides, I could not move a muscle. All I could do was kneel there helplessly, with my rear end projected at the correct angle to receive the full force of every smarting smack he laid on it.
While whipping me, he scolded me, telling me that I was impudent and disobedient, but that I would be an entirely different girl when he got through whipping me. He also told me that I had a very pretty bottom and he was going to enjoy giving it many whippings in the future, so I had better be careful not to give him the least excuse, for he would never lose any time in tying me up and whipping me.
I thought the whipping would never end. Although acutely aware of my nakedness and my helplessness to prevent him from taking any painful spanking liberties he wished, I could not divert my mind from the steady smacking of the whip across my bottom. It grew warmer and warmer until it felt as though blisters were being raised all over the twin cheeks. Tears streamed down my face and I had to bite my lips to hold back the cries of pain. “Oh, please stop, Mr. Raleigh,” I pleaded. “I'll always be obedient to you in the future. I'll always do whatever you tell me. You've taught me to be meek and demure. Please don't whip me any more.”
To my utter dismay, he administered several more cracks without saying a word, drawing new sobs and pleas from me as I twisted and jerked on my chair of suffering. Then, suddenly, he stopped. But instead of untying me, he walked around the chair and stood in front of me. He sat the strap across my bare back, then tilted up my head with one hand.
“So our little girl with the pretty spanked bottom has been crying,” he exclaimed, with a twisted smile. “Are they tears of regret for the disobedience you have shown, or just tears from the smarting your behind has gotten?”
“You whipped me awfully hard,” I replied between sobs, shivering in fear that he might continue the thrashing and also in my terrible embarrassment that I was tied naked and helpless before him, to look at me or do anything else he wanted.
“But naughty girls deserve to be whipped severely,” he declared. “Of course, you haven't been a naughty girl yet, but a good whipping in advance will sometimes keep young girls from doing things they shouldn't. You know the old adage, a spanking in time makes better girls. So I have given you this whipping to make you learn that you must do whatever I tell you and not disobey any orders in the future.”
“But I intend to obey you, Mr. Raleigh,” I replied tearfully.
“Then you know that you have been whipped for your own good?” he said.
“Yes, sir,” I sobbed. I had been whipped so severely, and was so vividly aware of the strap dangling across my bare back and within such easy reach of his hand, that I dared not say anything else.
“Then you should be grateful for it,” he said.
“I am,” I told him, trembling violently over my shame and pain, able to see all my naked body.
“You can kiss me to prove it,” was his next order. Bending to me, he pressed his lips to mine. It was terribly repugnant for me to be made to kiss the man who had just made me strip before him, then had tied me up helpless and severely whipped my bare bottom. But, fearing to anger him, I surrendered my lips to his. My lips were warm and moist from sobbing, and he must have found the added heat interesting, for he prolonged the kiss, and, while cupping my chin in one hand, passed the other over my hair. It is dark brown and I wear it in a Dutch bob, and he played with the row of bangs on each side. My eyes are brown with very long lashes and thick brows and my nose is small-Grecian, my mother told me-with a full mouth and round chin and heart-shaped face. She used, in her few moments of real affection for me, which were rare, to say that I had a lovely white skin and was a real beauty who wouldn't have any trouble finding a husband who could help around the farm-all my parents ever really cared for-with my firm round breasts and legs. But of all the charms of my body, I was, alas, most conscious of my bottom now, and I certainly wished I had not had such a fully developed seat. For that awful strap had bitten into every inch of it and, even while he was kissing me, I couldn't help squirming uncontrollably with the burning the whipping had raised there.
When he at last finished the kiss, he put his hands on my naked breasts, and when I started with a terrified gasp of intense shame, he eyed me intently and said in a stern, hoarse voice: “I fear, my dear, we shall have to demand further evidence of your gratitude. Are you ready to do exactly as you are told, or must I whip you a bit more?” And I felt his fingers tighten painfully on the panting curves of my naked breasts.
“Please don't whip me,” I begged in tears, “I'll be obedient-I'll do whatever you tell me, I swear I will, Mr. Raleigh. Only untie me and don't use that awful strap on my bottom anymore.”
“Hm,” he smiled as he straightened, hands on hips, watching me with a smile of cruelty, of enjoyment, “You really seem to be in earnest, Lucille my dear. Or are you trying to beg off more of the strap?”
“Oh, no, no, oh, please, no, Mr. Raleigh,” I sobbed desperately, “I do mean it, truly, I do. I'll obey you in anything, I swear I will, but don't whip me anymore now. Oh, I couldn't stand that strap anymore, I just couldn't. I haven't disobeyed you. You said yourself I haven't, and I won't. Oh, truly, Mr. Raleigh, just let me go now, oh, please.”
“You plead your case very charmingly, my dear. Very well, I am going to test your obedience. First”-he took the strap from my back, and I uttered a cry of terror-“you'll kiss the strap and thank me for the sound whipping I just gave you, because it's taught you how to be obedient.”
And, trembling as if I had a fever, my tears running down my cheeks to be so humiliated and so afraid, I did just what he asked, stammering out my thanks for his having whipped me so well to make me an obedient girl.
“That's fine,” he approved with a chuckle. “You see, my dear, there's nothing like a whipping even for a grown woman to turn her into a charming, obedient, and dutiful lady. Now I'll untie you… and then, as I said before, I'm going to see just how grateful you are for my having taught you this little lesson.”
With this, he at last untied my arms and legs, and, after helping me down from the chair, picked me up in his arms and carried me over to the bed, laying me down on it. I winced because it hurt my bottom so, even to lie on it. But I watched him with terror, wondering what he was going to do to me and what he meant by how grateful I was…
I did not have long to wait. Oh, my God, he had begun to take off his clothes. Then… then I knew… what he meant by being obedient to him in all things… He… he… was going to h-have me.
I shrank back, and tried to cover myself with my hands as I cried out: “Oh, my God, Mr. Raleigh, what are you going to do to me? Oh, please let me off now, please, it hurts me so from the awful whipping you gave me. Won't you be kind and let me off? I'll be good, I swear I will, but please don't hurt me any more.”
“I intend to be kind to you, my dear,” he said as he continued to undress till he was down to his shorts and socks. And I saw the enormous bulge against the fly of his shorts and I knew now only too well just what he intended to do to me. I was horrified and I had never been so ashamed, but if I struggled and resisted, he was stronger than I and it would only mean a terrible whipping… even if I ran away, I had no money, I couldn't go to my parents. I began to cry.
“If you want some more of the strap, Lucille, just keep that up,” he warned me as he came toward the bed, looking greedily at me.
I had my hand over my spot in front and the other arm clutched over my bare breasts, because all of a sudden I was so horribly embarrassed to be naked before him, much more even than when he had whipped me… “But, oh, for God's sake, please don't do that… t-to me, Mr. Raleigh,” I sobbed pleadingly, “I'm a good girl, I never did a wicked thing like that before… You… you haven't any right to… to… try to f-force me…”
He caught one of my wrists and held it cruelly as he said, “Listen to me, you silly child. I have every right over you, because you're not of age and your parents turned you over to me. Now, if you're sensible and obey me, you won't need to worry about your future. If you run away, you haven't any training to earn your living, and you'd wind up as a girl in a house for every man to have you. But I don't intend to discuss it with you any further. A moment ago, you swore you'd obey me-if this is your idea of obedience, I am going to call the servants and have them tie you up while I use, not a strap but a whip on your naked bottom. Do you prefer that, Lucille? And you'll be whipped every day till you're ready to obey me. As for your parents, even if you had the chance to tell them, which you won't, I can always tell them I intend to marry you, which makes it perfectly proper. Now are you going to obey me, you impertinent little girl, or shall I ring for the servants?” And he twisted my wrists till I writhed in pain, his eyes flashing and cruelly glowing. I was in terror of him.
“Oh, Mr. Raleigh, don't hurt me-oh, I'm afraid-please. Y-yes if… if… I… h-have to… I… I'll do it… only don't whip or hurt me, that's all I ask,” I sobbed in tears.
“That's better-though you still have a good deal to learn about the way a good obedient girl does what she's told. Now take your hands away and make room for me,” he said.
“Oh, won't you turn off the lights?” I gasped, turning red with shame as I saw him move to a little table beside the bed and take out a small packet, extracting a thing like a rubber thumb, while he looked at me shrinking on the bed.
“No,” he said, “You have a magnificent body, Lucille, and I'm an artist who admires the beautiful in woman. There's no reason to be ashamed of your body. It was meant to please a man, just as your bottom was made to be well whipped.”
I covered my face with my hands and burst into tears in despair and shame. Then I felt the bed sink with his weight as he got into it and lay down beside me, and I clenched my bare legs together and sobbed, “Oh, don't hurt me, please, I'm very afraid… and… and… y-you'll g-give me… a… b-baby.”
“So you are a virgin as I thought, eh, my dear? Of course you are. There'll be no baby, though, don't worry about that. I've taken precautions. Now turn over to me, put your arms around me and kiss me hard, or I'll give you a worse whipping than you just had,” he said.
His voice was hoarse and angry and excited, and I was trembling so much and my eyes were so full of tears I didn't have any strength to disobey or resist him… So… I obeyed.
My mouth was crushed down by his as I passively put my arms about him, he turning me on my side to him as he lay on his side, and at once he began to feel my naked flesh, caressing my back and shoulders, my sides, and then my breasts, which he squeezed and molded a good deal while he kissed me. He ordered me to lie closer to him so my bare legs could press his… and when I did, I felt… his… hard… thing… prodding me against my belly and legs. I uttered a little cry of shame and tried to move away, but he slipped his left arm round my shoulders and his right hand forced against my inflamed burning bottom to keep me in position while he said angrily, “Try that again, and you go back on the whipping chair, Lucille. Now open your lips when you kiss me, you lovely obstinate little piece. I'll tame you, never fear. I'll make you admit I'm your master…” Agonized with fear that was even more than the shame I felt at this indecent lying naked next to him, I obeyed, and I felt his tongue dart between my trembling moist warm lips and move around, while the hand he had on my bottom roamed about, pinching lightly, patting, and stroking. I tried to arch myself away from… the thing… that kept prodding me, but whenever he felt that, he just pressed hard against my bottom and made me move closer to him. He kept kissing and using his tongue now all the time, and he put his left arm round my neck to lock me to him so I couldn't escape, while I had to keep my left arm thrown round his shoulder and my other hand squeezed against his chest. He began to rub himself slowly against me… I felt his… hard… thing… glide over my belly and my bare thighs and then it touched… my spot… and I gasped in shame and clenched my legs together as much as I could. “Don't resist me if you know what's good for you, Lucille,” he growled, pinching my sore bottom so hard I almost screamed, and kissed me harder than ever, while he brought his right hand up to play with my bare breasts this time.
“Put your right hand down and feel my cock, Lucille,” he said to me suddenly, and I wanted to die of shame. How I wished my parents had loved me a little more and not sold me like a slave to a man who was cruel and merciless to a helpless girl.
“Oh… pl-please… d-don't make me do that, Mr. Raleigh,” I sobbed. “Please… oh, how can I… I never did such a thing in all my life… Oh, please, I'm a decent girl, how can you want me to do such a thing?”
“Because I order you to do it, that's why, and because, now that you are my ward, I expect obedience no matter what your thoughts or feelings are. Otherwise, you'll be whipped till you come to your senses. Now-are you going to put your hand on my cock or aren't you?”
Closing my eyes and shuddering violently, I reached down… and took hold of… what he called his cock… I felt that there was something thin and glossy over the head of it, and I supposed that was what he meant by saying he had taken precautions… but I was so terrified and shamed and suffering from the feverish heat in my bare bottom that I hardly knew what I was doing.
“That's it,” he gasped eagerly, kissing me very hard and fondling my breast with his left hand now, while his right went back to force my bottom so that I lay tight against him, side by side, on the bed. “Stroke it very slowly and lightly down to the roots, Lucille. Get it ready to poke you… So you've never been poked between those lovely bare legs, eh, you pretty, impudent, naughty little girl?”
“Oh, no, no. Oh, I beg you, w-won't you be s-satisfied now… and let me go, Mr. Raleigh?” I sobbed as I hesitantly grasped and stroked his hard… thing. It was throbbing now… just as my poor bottom was… and I was dying of shame… Would my father and mother have let him do this shameful thing to me, if they had known? But what could I do now?
“I am becoming angry with you, my dear, and let me hear just one more protest of any kind tonight and you'll regret it and so will that lovely bare behind of yours,” was his cruel answer.
“Oh-pl-please-I… I'll do what you say… but… oh… I… d-don't… know what you… w-want me… t-to do… Please, I… I'll try my best to please you, only… only, I… I've never done a thing like this ever before,” I sobbed in my shame and despair.
“I'll tell you what to do, never fear,” he laughed thickly, squeezing my breast and bottom with a liberty and greediness that made me die of embarrassment. I wished with all my heart I had not been pretty, as then I would not have made him want to buy me from my parents and whip and terrorize me into this wicked thing.
He made me open my lips again so he could run his tongue into my mouth, and I felt his panting breath on my face. I held his… thing — I could not bring myself to use the ugly word he referred to it by-in my hand and the other arm lay about his neck… just as if we were a happily married couple on our wedding night. But every inch of my body was cringing from contact with him. It was not that he was not handsome and refined, but his cruelty to me, his obsession with wanting to see me whipped and whipping me himself, had made him utterly repugnant to me as a man. And then too, I had never had even a sweetheart to kiss me or anything. My mother had, in a crude way, told me how children were born and I had seen the animals around the farm. But nothing had prepared me for tonight.
What I feared about him, I think-apart from his cruelty in whipping me as he had, of course- and… and this… was his way of showing his anger. He was a hypocrite, for he hardly raised his voice and used endearments even when he proposed the most outrageous things. And this control and composure frightened me far more than an outburst would have done, as I believed he was capable of the most ruthless things if I disobeyed him.
I could only pray now that he would… do what he wanted to me… and then leave me to my shame and tears. But he prolonged this… a victory for him, I suppose, because he fondled and kissed me, told me how lovely I was, and began to be specific about my naked charms. “You have perfectly beautiful titties, Lucille,” he told me as he squeezed my breasts and flattened the nipples with his palms, putting his tongue back and forth into my mouth with the freedom utterly of a man who owned an animal he had bought at auction. “That's the word for these ripe round firm breasts of yours, you know. You must learn all the words and all the acts I teach you, as you're my ward and must obey. You know that, don't you?”
“Y-yes… Mr. Raleigh,” I quavered, trembling and shrinking as his sly fingers stroked and kneaded my unresisting naked body.
“Keep fondling my cock, then… tell me that you're fondling my cock and call me Master, Lucille. Say it,” he ordered sternly.
“I… I… am… f-fondling… y-y-your… c-cock… M-master,” I groaned, tears running down my cheeks. And my thighs wanted to clench together, for, while my hand was doing it to his… thing… he kept prodding against me with it.
My saying it in tears seemed to excite him terribly, for he suddenly gripped my shoulders and hissed, “Now get ready, I am going to poke you, Lucille… Turn over on your back while I get over you, and open your legs as wide as you can and put your arms round my neck and kiss me good and lovingly, if you don't want to be unable to sit down for a week.”
I knew the terrible moment had come when he was going to have me, just as a man and wife… and I wanted to escape… to plead with him, to beg him humbly not to shame me this awful way. I had been a good girl all my life, and after this I wouldn't be. No man would want to marry a girl who had done… this… with a strange man she wasn't married to, I was sure.
With a sob, I rolled over hopelessly, tremblingly, onto my back and forced myself to open my legs up. He got over me at once, and I opened my eyes. I saw his… thing… sticking out violently over me, his face looming flushed and twisted, his eyes glittering greedily, and I burst into tears. I couldn't control them, I was so afraid and ashamed.
He lay down on top of me, and all my body crawled and shuddered as I felt him naked on me, weighing me down. “Put your arms round me. Be quick about it, Lucille,” he ordered angrily, and I obeyed him. Oh God, what else could I do now? Only pray and endure this, and hope it would end soon so that he'd go away.
His hands were on my breasts mashing them down, pressing them together, slapping them lightly over the nipples, and it stung and smarted curiously, though naturally not like the way he'd done to my aching, burning bottom. His weight on me made me all too conscious of the inflamed condition of my behind, and I moaned from it, but he crushed his mouth over mine, thrusting in his tongue, and I felt his… thing… rub along my belly, then suddenly prod against my… spot. “Ohhhh,” I groaned, trying to turn my head away.
“Lie still and do just what I tell you, you understand? Keep those lovely legs open as much as you can, or a whip will open them for you,” he demanded. “Now,” he continued, “tighten your arms round my neck and put your tongue into my mouth as I do mine in yours. Hurry.”
I had to obey… and I felt him tensing and shuddering against me as I did so… felt his fingers dig into my bare breasts hard till I gasped with pain, squirming and trying to ease myself, crushed down on my sore bottom as I was.
“Now,” he panted hoarsely, “now I'm going to poke you, Lucille. I'm going to put my cock into your sweet pussy… Is that what you call it? Tell me, I order you to tell me, and you must answer if you don't want your behind a lot sorer right away.”
“N-n-no… Mr… R… R… Raleigh,” I sobbed.
“Master, you stupid little girl. Call me Master whenever I'm in bed with you like this-”
Whenever he was in bed with me-oh, God- did that mean he would do this to me whenever he wanted? Oh, heaven forgive me for my shame and weakness… If my parents hadn't been such money-grubbing, unfortunate people. “N-no Master,” I groaned, feeling his… thing… press gently again and again, in light little touches that made me tense and shrink, right against… my spot… “I… I… c-call it… my… s-spot… Oh, d-don't do it to me. Oh, I'll be good and work hard and obey you in everything you want, just don't do it to me… M-Master… Oh, if you only knew how awfully ashamed I am to do this with… with a man…”
“Not with a man or any man, you little fool, but with your guardian, who has every right over you. And this is only your gratitude for the lesson I am teaching you, you understand? Spot… a charming, naive word that… I prefer pussy, Lucille. So I am going to put my cock into that sweet virgin little pussy of yours right now and poke you good. And if you want to escape another sound whipping tonight, you'll kiss and hold me with your arms while I'm doing it… The rest, I'll tell you what to do, so you needn't be upset about being ignorant… I'm happy to find you are, as I prefer to teach a young virgin especially one who needs her lovely bottom well whipped regularly to help her learn quickly.”
I couldn't speak, I was so ashamed and unhappy, but I kept my arms about him out of sheer terror that he would whip me again, while he reached down and slipped his right hand between our bodies till he had a finger on… my spot…
Then he began to tickle it, while I gasped and started nervously, my face terribly red and tear-stained, closing my eyes and trying to shut out his flushed, stern face. My thigh muscles kept twitching and wanting to close my legs, but I knew I didn't dare, and his other hand was kneading and pinching one of my breasts all the time. Then his mouth closed over mine and his tongue went in deeply and rooted about till he ordered hoarsely, “Use your tongue, too, Lucille,” and I had to obey. All the time I felt his forefinger rubbing gently and slowly around the lips of my… spot… and it began to tingle and quiver…It was not unpleasant, but I had no sensation now of anything except my fright of him and my unbearable shame at this cruel, merciless act he was going to commit on my naked helpless body.
“What a soft little pussy,” he said thickly, kissing me very hard and almost making me lose my breath, while his hands tightened on my heaving breast. “But it isn't juicy enough for its first poke… Ah, well, I didn't expect you to want me the first time… In fact if you had, I'd have taken the whip to your backside to correct your being a sinful, naughty girl. But later on, you'll learn not only to submit but to want it, you obstinate, impertinent little minx.”
With this, he put his forefinger to his mouth and moistened it with his own saliva, then again put it back against my… spot… and started to rub the lips more quickly. This time the sensation was more vivid. I started to groan, but my inflamed bottom was making every movement of his torture.
I cringed, my flesh actually crawled and prickled with an intolerable repugnancy and distressed shame at this indecent manipulation of my naked flesh. I wanted to cry out to him, to beg him out of decency and mercy… I knew how useless, how dangerous it would be. So, my arms about his neck, eyes closed, my panting mouth yielded to him helplessly. My legs open, I quivered and waited in an atrocious suspense for him to do it-what he meant to do to me, praying it would not be too painful and not take too long. But Mr. Raleigh, as an artist, had a vivid imagination, alas for me, and he began to tell me how lovely my body was and what a pleasure it would give him, till I died of shame and my face was red to my hair roots. He told me he could feel the lips of my “pussy” swelling up and growing “juicy,” which meant I was instinctively being prepared by Nature to accept my poking and that I would even find pleasure the first time as he taught me. He made me call him Master and then tell him I was his to whip or poke whenever he desired, and he kissed my tears, tasting them and telling me I had fascinating appeal for him now because I was crying and in pain from the good strapping he had given my naughty, bare behind. He kept probing with his finger, inside the lips now, deeper and deeper till I suddenly cried out and stiffened; a twinge of pain had shot through me there. He laughed and said, “That's good, that proves you've been a good girl, and it's well for you, you have, too, Lucille. Now, are you all ready for your first poke from my cock? Tell me the way I want you to, using the words I just taught you.”
And, trembling, my face streaked with bitter tears, I had to stammer, “Yes… Master… my… my pussy… is… all ready… for… for your c-cock to… to poke it. Please do it to me now, Master, I want you to…” though all my flesh shrank to belie what I was saying in my shame and fear.
It seemed to me I had endured this torture for hours… I was exhausted, trembling, my bottom burned and throbbed furiously, and every movement of my muscles sent a spasm of fiery pain through my flesh. But now a greater anguish than ever possessed me-it was to be now.
I turned my face away and stifled back my sobs as I felt his fingers pry open the lips of… my spot… and then at once I felt the hard spear of his… thing… enter between them. The sensation was such as I had not expected or dreamed of… a curious feeling… the filmy thing he had put over the head of his thing… kept me from feeling how hot it was, which I knew from having had to hold it before. “Oh, oh, Mr. Raleigh, oh, please, oh, no, no,” I groaned, and my hands started to push at his shoulders.
“Be careful now, Lucille,” he warned sternly, his voice very hoarse and shuddering with his greed to have me. “You just hold me tight with those arms and don't fight me off or you'll suffer for it and you know where. A good whipping now on that lovely reddened backside of yours, my dear girl, would really make you scream.”
“Oh, don't, don't, I will, I'll obey you-M-Master,” I sobbed, and frantically hugged him with my arms.
At the same time, I felt him thrust deeper into me, spreading me apart there till I felt I could not bear it any longer-and then the savage twinge of pain I felt, so much greater than when his finger had pressed into me-made me try to close my legs and I cried out, “Oh, it hurts me there, it hurts me. Oh, please take it out. Oh, you're going to hurt me dreadfully. I know you are.”
“Yes, on that lovely backside, you timid little piece,” he snarled. “Are you going to spread those bare legs of yours wider and kiss me, or am I going to ring for the servants?”
Sobbing hopelessly, I tried to obey him, even though my entire body stiffened to resist the pain, the shame… the terrible wickedness of what he was going to do to me, who had never even kissed a strange man before. I put my trembling mouth to his, and felt his tongue drive hard into it-and at the same time, he threw himself against me violently.
I shrieked aloud, but his mouth covering mine as it did muffled the sound. It felt as if my body was being torn by the twisting of a dull knife inside my most intimate flesh. My bare legs tried desperately to close, but he had his left leg in between mine, and had thrown his right leg over my left, preventing any defense. My head flung back on the pillow, and I tried to shove him away with my hands, but he was furiously determined now, and thrust once more… I felt something give way with an… excruciating pain, and then I felt his… thing… plough deeper into my body till his belly was grinding against mine and his hands mashing down my heaving bare breasts. His mouth kept fused over mine to stop my cries from being heard, and then-
He began… to… to poke me… as he called it… drawing back his body, then thrusting himself back to me, and his spear thrust back into the hole it had made for itself with that tearing. I felt… moist… there… and I guessed that it was blood. But it hurt abominably; the laceration was a good deal, and his rubbing back and forth against it as he thrust back and forth into me made me writhe and twist and cry in my suffering. He only spoke to me to tell me fiercely to keep kissing him and holding on to him, and to put my free leg over his and try to arch myself up when I felt him thrusting into me… I was delirious, confused, in pain, and I hardly knew what I was doing… It was an eternity… this constant in and out movement in my lacerated, throbbing… spot. And then suddenly he cried out and crushed my mouth down with his and I felt a strange, vigorous throbbing… and then he lay panting, crushing me down. My spot… seemed to be thrust apart and choked up enormously… And then slowly I felt him rise off me and draw himself out of me… and get out of bed. I buried my face in my hands and wept disconsolately.
“There, now, Lucille, my dear, you didn't die after all. And as for the pain, I assure you there won't be any more… at least not in front,” he chuckled, and I trembled at the gloating, the cruelty in his voice, the thickened drawl of satisfaction to see me naked and conquered, and ashamed there before him. I couldn't bear to look at this man who had bought me, examined me naked before my own parents, then tied me up and whipped me cruelly, and finally made me do… what only a decent married woman is supposed to do with her own husband.
“Stop your crying, you silly fool, or I'll give you something really to cry about,” he ordered, and I managed somehow to control my sobs. “Now get up and go to the bathroom and take a shower. Then come back and I'll put your nightdress on you. Don't get scared at the blood. It's what every virgin has the first time her sweet pussy is poked. Here, I'll help you, my dear.”
Trembling, half fainting I managed to get out of bed, stark naked. I glanced down at my body… Blood smeared my upper thighs and the hair of… my spot. I tottered, but as he held me and led me to the bathroom, ordering me sternly to fend for myself, because I wasn't as badly off as I thought. And the shower did revive me, but my teeth were chattering with fright. I dried myself, and there was no more blood, but I felt wrenched and torn and sore, and that, with my bottom still hurting me, made me almost faint with feverishness. When I came out, he had my nightdress waiting, drew it over me, not without holding me to him and stroking my breasts and bottom and making me kiss him. Then he lifted me and put me back in bed, drew the sheets over me, and bade me goodnight… It was a night of terror for me, the slightest sound awakened my fitful nightmarish-ridden sleep with a start, for I feared it was he coming back to me again. But he did not return. At least, not again that night…
He entered my room the next morning. He could tell from my manner that I was in dread fear of him, and he seemed to enjoy that. He adopted toward me now a dominating attitude, that was both patronizing and condescending. Although he spoke to me in words of endearment, they were such one might use toward a child one has scolded.
When he remained in the room, he ordered me to get up and remove my nightdress. Remembering the events of the night before, I hesitated to appear nude before him. But, knowing what would happen if I gave him the least excuse to whip me, I slipped out of bed and pulled my nightdress off.



CHAPTER 5: AN EMBARRASSING SCENE


“Lie over my knees so we can see how your naughty bottom is this morning, Lucille,” he directed. He made no direct reference to what he had done to me after he had whipped me so cruelly last night, but his manner and attitude, his possessive behavior were so obviously referring to that cruel, animal act that I turned a vivid red and lowered my eyes as I obediently crossed over to where he was seated. He laid me face downward across his knees, then examined my shivering, tensing upturned naked bottom very thoroughly to see the effects his painful ministrations had had upon it. Modesty was a luxury which I was denied, and no treatment was too embarrassing for him to subject me to.
“One would hardly know you had been spanked last night,” he declared, his hands stroking both the cheeks of my trembling bottom while I continued to lie across his lap, eyes closed and face turned to the floor, abandoning myself in fear and submission. “I was afraid I might have whipped you a bit too hard, and I didn't want to do anything to mar the beauty of those pretty plump cheeks. It is nice to make them an interesting shade of red so one can know you have gotten a good taste of the strap, but I hope I never have to whip you until the skin is broken. It would really seem outrageous to have it all lacerated. But that will all depend on you, my dear. If you show hesitancy to be obedient and do just what you are told, then I shall have to keep on whipping you until you are more susceptible to orders. But I will just give you a spanking now to keep you on your good behavior till I have more time to devote to you. So get up and get me your hairbrush.”
He lifted me from his lap, then gave my bottom a smack with his open palm to start me toward the dresser, where I had put my hairbrush. When I got it and took it back to him, he turned me over his knees again and spanked me.
Compared to the whipping he had given me last night, at least two dozen vigorous smacks of it fell on my upturned bottom, smarting it as badly as a whipping with the switch from Mother in the woodshed would have done. I could not help but twist and contort about in discomfort, but as long as I made no deliberate effort to struggle from his lap or cover up my bottom with my hands, Mr. Raleigh made no protests.
“Now be a good girl until I have time to give you a proper whipping,” he said lifting me from his lap. “Go take a bath, then get dressed and come down to breakfast.”
“Yes sir,” I replied meekly and tearfully, walking slowly toward the door of the bathroom that adjoined the bedroom, rubbing my red and smarting rear end with both hands as I walked.
After I had taken a bath and gotten dressed, I went downstairs. Breakfast was ready and Mr. Raleigh was there. During the meal I kept my eyes averted from his as much as possible.
It was not pleasant to sit opposite the man who had done as many terrible things to me as Lester Raleigh had done, but he acted as though it was a perfectly natural condition, and chatted pleasantly about many subjects. He did not mention what had taken place last night nor the recent spanking that was still smarting my bottom. Yet even during this “pleasant” conversation I sensed a grim note in his voice that warned me to display only meek servility towards him. As for me, my shame and physical sensations overwhelmed me. For not only was my bottom atrociously sore and tender from the two whippings I had had in little more than twelve hours, but also-from the other thing he had done-my loins and thighs ached and I felt nervous spasms whenever I happened to meet his gaze, which I tried to avoid as much as possible.
After breakfast he packed his satchel of paints and carried it out to the car, together with an easel and fresh canvas. He told me if I was a good girl, I might accompany him. I would rather have remained at the house, feeling secure in the knowledge that he was away, but, fearing to anger him, I silently got into the car beside him.
When we reached the spot that interested him, he stopped the car and assigned to me the menial task of carrying the satchel of paints and the canvas. He set up the easel in a field near a patch of wood. The scene, apparently, gave him inspiration, for he ordered me to take off all my clothes, announcing that he intended to paint a picture of me. Being undressed before him in the house had been terrible, but being naked out of doors was much worse. Yet I had to obey him.
While I was undressing, he cut a switch from a tree and trimmed it. He kept it lying beside him, and many times during the day I had my bottom cracked with it. He was a most exacting artist, and when I failed to grasp the way he wanted me to pose as a wood nymph, I went over his knees to have my bottom vigorously cracked with the switch, or had my hind quarters turned over a log for it. I received three distinct spankings that day, plus many individual cracks of the switch. They served to keep my bottom in a constantly red and burning condition all the time.
It was not till late in the afternoon when he grew tired of painting and told me that I might get dressed. Then we drove back to his home. I dreaded the approach of evening, for I feared it was going to mean a repetition of the previous events. Nor was I wrong in that apprehension.
Shortly after ten o'clock, Mr. Raleigh looked at his watch, then glanced over to me with a strange expression he tried to make appear stern. “It is after ten, Lucille,” he said. “Time all little girls like you were in their rooms. Since you may feel that you are too old to be sent to bed so early, I had better go up with you to make sure you obey orders.”
“I–I'll mind you, Mr. Raleigh,” I stammered nervously, rising quickly and starting toward the stairway.
“I don't think you have had a sufficient taste of the strap to learn obedience so quickly, Lucille,” he commented dryly. “Now chase on up to your room and don't talk back to me.”
Slowly but obediently, though my heart was pounding frantically and I was clammy with fear, I walked upstairs to my room, with him just behind me. And, though I didn't dare look back, I had the shameful feeling that he was watching my legs and bottom as I ascended the stairs. When we entered the room, he closed the door, took the strap he had used on me last night from his pocket and tossed it on the bed, then seated himself on a chair.
“Get completely undressed, then get out your nightdress and put it on,” he directly sternly. Obediently I removed all my clothing, acutely aware that he was watching every move I made. I tried to avoid his gaze, for a deep flush of shame and embarrassment suffused my face every time I looked at him and reminded myself of the humiliations I was being compelled to endure.
When I was completely naked, I got out my nightdress and put it on. I regretted then that I owned a nightdress of black silk instead of one of flannel, for every curve and contour of my body was enhanced by the black silk and its sheerness against me.
After all the switching my bottom had got during the day, I hoped I was to be spared a further lesson in discipline, and that was why I tried so earnestly to obey him quickly in all he had commanded thus far. But Mr. Raleigh soon proved that punishing me was something he never seemed to tire of.
“Get the strap and bring it here to me,” he commanded after I had put on the nightdress. Picking up the strap from the bed, I carried it over to him.
“Get down on your knees when you present it to me,” he directed. “And when you present it, say what it is to be used for, Lucille.”
I dropped down on my knees, and in all humility offered him the strap, unable to keep from trembling as I did so.
“Are you presenting it to me because you think a taste of it will do you good, Lucille?” he asked, regarding me intently as he held the leather strap in his right hand, letting it dangle in all its length before my frightened, tear-glistening eyes.
“Y-yes s-sir,” I stammered, giving the affirmative I knew he wanted and not the negative plea that trembled on my lips.
“You are improving, Lucille,” he commended me, with a faintly smiling irony. “I think that in a short time you are going to be perfect. Oh, of course, you forgot to call me Master, and for that alone you've earned a little taste of the strap tonight-”
“Oh, but-” I gasped, squirming in anxiety on my knees. But he held up his other hand to silence me and went on blandly.
“Last night, because I was not sure of your reactions, I tied you up to whip you. Tonight, I am going to see if you are really going to be submissive by simply turning you over my knees for a whipping. I must warn you, however, that if you do not act in a satisfactory manner, I shall feel obliged to tie you up for the balance of the whipping. As you may expect, the strap will not taste so well on your bare backside if that becomes necessary.”



CHAPTER 6: THE KISS OF GRATITUDE


Meekly I rose to my feet and moved to the side of his chair. He laid me face down across his lap, then lifted the back of my nightdress above the waist and began applying the leather strap with stern cracks to my bare bottom. As a whipping, it was equally as intense and severe as the one he had given me last night. I could feel fancy crisscross marks being burned all over the twin cheeks of my bottom as the strap seared noisily across them. It was no easy matter to remain still while receiving such a whipping; but, knowing what would happen if I showed the least sign of protest, I had to keep passive. Again I bit my lips to stifle the cries of pain that came from them, while my hands gripped the legs of the chair tightly. My bare legs occasionally escaped control and kicked up instinctively while my burning hind-quarters twisted, jerked, and contorted about. But since none of the movements interfered with the whipping, Mr. Raleigh raised no complaint.
He continued the whipping for more than five minutes, I am sure. My bottom was just one big burning ache that smarted and stung as badly as any searing I had ever gotten from a real flame. As he had done during the previous night's punishment, Mr. Raleigh scolded and called me a naughty, disobedient girl while he whipped me. He told me how badly I deserved the whipping I was getting and described the whipping he intended to give me in the future if my conduct did not improve.
It seemed as though I had been lying half-naked across his knees for several hours instead of so many minutes before he finally ended the punishment with three or four last very vigorous blows that made me burst into tears of suffering and grind my teeth to keep back my cries, and then lifted me from his lap. Even the soft texture of the silk as my nightdress fell down back over my bottom felt like so much sandpaper chafing against the swollen, smarting cheeks of my bottom.
“Now get on your knees in front of me,” he directed when I arose from his lap, trembling and quivering from the burning agony of all my nerves and the unbearable throbbing of my severely whipped flesh.
It pained me to move, but I forced myself to go down on my knees before him. He put his left hand under my chin and tilted it up so he could see my tear-stained face.
“Do you feel like a more obedient girl for having been properly whipped?” he asked.
“Y-y-yes s-sir… I–I… m-mean, M-Master,” I sobbingly replied.
“You know that you will get a severe whipping when you are naughty, don't you, Lucille?”
“Y-yes… M-Master…”
“Then you should be grateful to me for giving you a whipping that will remind you to be good,” he answered. “If I didn't whip you as I have just done, then you would probably be naughty quite often and get several whippings instead of the one I just administered to your bottom. Are you grateful for this whipping then, Lucille?”
“Y-yes… M-Master,” I stammered tearfully, squirming uneasily on my knees from the cruel throbbing of my bottom.
“Then give me your kiss of gratitude,” he demanded.
I arose painfully with a gasp as the movement shot flames through my anguished seat, and put my arms about his neck and tremblingly pressed my lips to his. He drew me down upon his lap so he could hold me in a close embrace as he endeavored to soothe my trembling.
“This whipping I have just given you has been a test of your complete obedience, Lucille,” he said. “Do you think it has been sufficient to make you obedient, or must I put you back over my knees and give you some more?”
“Oh, don't whip me anymore,” I begged in tearful alarm. “I'll always be obedient to you… M-Master… only, not anymore. Oh, you've whipped me so hard just now and… and this afternoon…”
“Yes?” he asked skeptically. “Then we shall see if your obedience extends to all things.”
With this, he picked me up in his arms and carried me off to the bed, let me fall face down across it. Rolling up my nightdress, he passed his hands over my throbbing, inflamed bottom and said hoarsely: “This time, I am going to poke you in the other lovely place a girl has provided to satisfy a man. Lucille, get on your knees, your face down to the covers, and open your legs as wide as you can. Obey me now in everything, or you'll receive a little supplement you won't like.”
I was stricken with terrified shame and an atrocious uneasiness, not quite knowing what he meant, I turned my face back to him and sobbed. “Oh, M-Master, I–I will t-try to do everything you want… b-but what do you mean… I–I d-don't understand… th-the other pi-place.-Oh, please don't wh-whip me anymore.”
“I mean here, Lucille, where there is no chance of ever having a baby from being poked,” he said explicitly, and I felt his forefinger probe between the shuddering swollen cheeks of my naked bottom. And then I understood what he meant.
“Oh no-oh, M-Master-oh, my God, not there. Oh, it-I-oh, it would kill me. I couldn't — oh-please-if… if… y-you m-must p-p-poke me… d-do it in… in the other place as you did last night. Oh, please not there,” I sobbed in my shame and terror.
“I thought this newfound obedience of yours was a bit too quick, Lucille,” he chuckled cruelly, and although I was sobbing and crying from the whipping he had just given me and my bottom was paining me dreadfully, he strode to the dresser, opened the drawer and got a terrible looking, many-thonged whip from it. The mere sight of this torturing-looking instrument sent chills of paralyzing terror coursing up and down my trembling spine. I had never seen an instrument like it, but I was soon to become acquainted with the awful painful effects of the martinet-though it was several whippings later before I found out this was its name.
I shrank within myself, unable to move with my agony and horror, as he came back to the bed and raised this terrible whip. Down flashed his arm, and my body tremblingly started from the stinging force as the six lashes, each of which seemed to bite its way into my very soul, fell. Blow after blow scaringly landed upon my poor quivering and defenseless bottom. I screamed, twisted, and writhed under the apparently never-ending blows till finally I could resist or scream no longer; now the pain no longer bit into me with its painful pangs; a numbness pervaded my entire body which now lay passively under the dominant influence of the whip, excepting for my soft sobs and moans and the convulsive jerking of my flesh as each new blow whistled down and landed across my naked bottom.
I have no recollection when the whipping really stopped, but I finally became conscious of my surroundings and that my smarting flesh was being tenderly ministered to. This kindness to my bruised flesh aroused me from my lethargy. Anxiously curious to know if my former tormentor could render such soothing ease with the same hands that had inflicted such searing pains, I turned my head around… Not my master, but his servant girl was attending to my inflamed flesh… While she administered to me, I learned that whippings were nothing new to either her or the other maidservant. Both girls were young and beautiful, but were spanked and whipped by masterful Mr. Raleigh who whipped them not only singly but in pairs as well. I shall describe my experiences in seeing some of these whippings. But as the girl-she was slim, about nineteen, with a sweet face, flashing white teeth, jet black hair surprisingly straight, which she wore in braids, her name was Selena-continued to massage cream onto my throbbing bottom, I felt a new and singular pain. And then I burst into tears of supreme mortification-Mr. Raleigh, after having whipped me into submission, had done the horrible thing he had wished me to yield of my own free will. He… he had put his thing into the… hole of my bottom. For I felt as if the muscles had been stretched cruelly there and the sensation was indescribable. As if… as if I had to go to the toilet. And the spasms and twitchings continued for a long time as I lay sobbing and crying in my distress. It was Selena then who consoled me, telling me that a girl didn't die from a whipping, even if mine had been a severe one, and that she and the other girl, Rosa, twenty-two, a buxom but lovely, sweet girl, often were whipped by Mr. Raleigh. I could only guess that he made love to them too, and my feelings then of being a white slave in his “harem” were annihilating to my will and pride.
I managed to get some sleep till the afternoon of the next day, and Mr. Raleigh generously left me in peace even through that next night.



CHAPTER 7: DOMESTIC CORRECTION-A WHITE SLAVE GIRL CHASTISED


Mr. Raleigh was blandly forgetful of what shameful things he had done to me those first two nights. Again he resumed his congenial though condescending manner toward me, and saying only that my overwrought nerves at being alone in a new home away from my parents must have a chance to quiet down with rest, he left me to my own resources all that next day and the day after, much to my relieved surprise. But I was to discover that this was his way of restoring my outraged modesty to me-a girl who had never been taken by a strange man who bought her as a slave and used her as I had been, both naturally and… and in the manner of one of the farm animals. For I was still horrified with the degradation and shame at this act he had committed on my helpless body after using the cruel martinet on my poor bottom. And it also let my whipped flesh resume its natural smooth unblemished white condition. In this, he was a master of cruelty and humiliation, as I found in other ways I mean to relate.
Two afternoons after my visit to the woods and the atrocious events that followed, as I have just described, I was in my room. Mr. Raleigh wished me to continue my schooling, as he put it, so he might be proud of me, and had lent me several books of history, civics, and good novels from his large library in the den. The two servant girls had been very nice to me, and I was shocked to think they had, long before he knew me, come to stay with a man who would abuse and whip them for no good reason.
Selena had been with me alone for a few minutes and I had asked her. She glanced about and whispered she wasn't really allowed to talk to me about herself or Rosa, but if I promised never to tell, she would, and of course I did. She then said that she and Rosa had been engaged by Mr. Raleigh two years ago as maids from an agency. Neither of them had any close relatives, and the wages he offered were so much higher than they could hope to get as domestics or field workers- which, I suppose because they were so pretty and had had a fair education in schools, they considered themselves above-that they decided to work for him.
Selena, not without flushing and averting her eyes a little, told me that about ten days after they had come to work for him, he found occasion to reprove her for a badly prepared dinner, and told her that in his service mistakes and disobedience were punished with a spanking. She protested, shocked at this, but he said that if she and Rosa refused to abide by his ways, they would be discharged without reference and he had his ways of seeing to it that they found it impossible to get decent work in the area. So poor Selena hesitantly agreed to accept the unusual and stringent punishment.
Each girl had a bedroom in the house. He had lived then in the city, about a hundred fifty miles away, before coming out to buy the farm next to my parents. He made Selena go to her room, bring her hairbrush, and put herself across his lap. For the first time, he explained, he was being generous by spanking her over her clothes, but the next time he would spank her on her bare skin. Selena, terribly embarrassed at this intimate and shameful situation, resolved never to incur his displeasure after this first correction, which she told me had been quite prolonged, about fifty hard spanks till she was crying and begging him to stop, swearing she would never do anything to offend him again.
A week later, it was Rosa who experienced her first spanking for having forgotten to send his best suit to the cleaners. Rosa, being older, at first tearfully and shamefacedly refused to submit to this juvenile sort of discipline, but when confronted with the alternative, at last grudgingly assented. But, sensing her rebellion, the shrewd Mr. Raleigh proposed to her that either she prepared herself-by which he meant taking down her panties and turning up her dress and slip and getting over his lap after handing him the hairbrush-or she would be discharged for insubordination. In tears, Rosa finally agreed, and, as I had done, had to hand him the hairbrush on her knees, then rise, lifting up her skirt and slip and lowering her panties to her ankles, and get across his lap for a severe hairbrush spanking of many strokes.
A week later both girls were accused of stealing. Actually Selena had borrowed a book from his library without consulting him and let Rosa read it, and he had found it in the latter's room. Confronting both that very day, they protested against the injustice of this, swearing they had really stolen nothing, but he was firm and said they would have no references and be blacklisted. Selena and Rosa, I must confess, liked their post because the wages enabled them to buy nice clothes and pretty things and live like ladies above their station. So, after a stormy scene, they agreed to submit to a spanking.
He made them go to his den, kneel on two armchairs he drew up close together, truss up skirt and slip and lower their panties, and then he used the same leather strap on their bottoms with which he had whipped me twice already so painfully. Rosa, because she was the older and more developed… there… suffered the most from his severity. To console her, that very night he forced her to yield to him as I had been made to do that first night. As for Selena, alone with him one evening when Rosa had been sent to town on several errands, she had to submit her virginity to Mr. Raleigh after one of his usual lectures on the need for a girl's obedience and her having spoken a bit flippantly that afternoon in his presence. This lovemaking was accomplished after he had made her strip stark naked for a whipping with the strap, just as in my own case.
This was a revelation to me, for I saw at once that Mr. Raleigh had a mania for spanking and whipping girls to obtain the physical satisfaction he wanted of them, and apparently he could not make love to a girl without first reddening her naked bottom. This prospect appalled me… but what choice did I have but to submit?
That evening, at dinner, Mr. Raleigh sat across the table from me while Rosa served the meal, Selena being in the kitchen to prepare it. “Tell me, my dear,” he asked calmly as he spooned his soup, “has either of the servant girls told you anything about their being with me?” I was stunned of a sudden; if I tattled on them, I foresaw it would mean a shameful and painful whipping, perhaps for both of them, whereas if I lied and he found out, as he easily could by demanding the truth from them, I would be the one to suffer his spanking wrath. My confusion must have shown in my face, for he promptly added, “I can see they have. Come now, my dear, unless you want to go across my lap right after dinner for a good long taste of the strap, you will tell me which one of them talked to you?”
“Oh, please, M-Mr. Raleigh, d-don't make me tell,” I gasped, tears springing to my eyes.
He assumed a stern expression which made me tremble. “I am going to ask you once more who it was, Lucille, my dear,” he said, raising his voice no more than if he were asking me to pass the salt, “and if you fail to answer, you shall have the hardest spanking from me you have yet received. Now then, you know how I punish disobedience. And lying or refusing to tell me the truth I consider to be the very worst faults a girl could have. Who spoke to you?”
“Oh L–Lord… I guess… Oh, I don't want to. Please! I hate to be a tattletale and have them punished.”
“It will be you or them, for certain. Come on — be careful.”
“It… it… was S-Selena, Mr. Raleigh,” I groaned, turning red with shame at my weakness and fear of him.
“Thank you for telling me, Lucille, and it's well for your pretty bottom that you did. Very good, you may go on eating, my dear, do you feel better today?”
“Y-yes… th-thank you Mr.-Mr. R-Ral-eigh,” I stammered, lowering my eyes and feeling a terrible compassion for poor Selena.
Nothing more was said till after coffee and dessert had been served and eaten. Then Mr. Raleigh, as Rosa returned to carry away the dishes, said quietly, “Rosa, will you have Selena go to her room at once? You will come with me and Miss Lucille.”
“Yes, sir. Right away, Mr. Raleigh,” Rosa gasped, her eyes widening with fear, and she hurried off to tell Selena to go to her room.
“Oh, please don't whip her because I had to tell on her. Please, Mr. Raleigh!” I begged him, putting a hand on his wrist.
“Such sympathetic emotion does you credit, my dear, except that it's misplaced. Both the girls know very well that I don't tolerate any lapse in their service. I had specifically forbidden them to tell you anything about their relations here with me, as I dare say Selena has quite fully?”
“Oh d-dear,” I groaned, biting my lips to hide my confusion. His face grew harsh with anger.
“Again you tell me eloquently, my dear. Selena will regret her loquacity. And for you, it will be a good lesson also. Come.”
We went down the hall, as the rooms of the two maids were on the first floor of the house, and he entered Selena's room. We found her there already, fidgeting and casting imploring glances at Rosa who stood beside her, looking down at the floor and silent.
“Selena,” he said at once gravely, “you've dared to talk to Miss Lucille against my strict orders. That's the rankest disobedience, my girl, and you are going to repent it. Lucille, go bring me the martinet which I left in your dresser drawer. As for you, Selena, if you want to remain here without being discharged and forfeiting your wages for the past two weeks as well as receiving the good whipping I mean to give you anyway, you will take off everything except your shoes and stockings and kneel down humbly beside Rosa.”
I cast a tear-blurred glance at the unfortunate young and beautiful girl to beg her to forgive my betrayal of her. But, groaning softly, trembling with apprehension, she had begun to obey him. I left the room as he directed me to, and soon returned with that dreadful whip with six slim leather thongs, whose pain-giving ability I knew so well myself. I saw Selena, face covered with her hands, crying softly, kneeling stark naked except for flesh colored silk stockings with pretty flouncy red French garters and dainty black pumps, kneeling beside Rosa, who stood impassively, eyes downcast, hands clasped, not wishing to draw her master's attention on herself, understandably enough.
Selena, as I have said, was very lovely, as was Rosa in a different way. I myself was five feet, and she was about two inches taller, but slender and graceful, with lithe high-set calves and long sleek thighs, breasts upturned and formed like hard young pears. Her skin was a fascinating light color, smooth and glistening under the light of the room. Rosa was somewhat lighter, and had color in her skin. This tinge of color in the older girl rendered her more delectable to my cruel master, I have no doubt, as she would naturally feel more humiliation at being so chastised and demeaned.
Mr. Raleigh turned to me, grasped the martinet which I handed him dolefully, and then said, “Selena, before I whip you, I want to hear you admit this punishment is one you rightly deserve for disobeying a strict order of mine.”
“Y-yes M-Master.” (She had been taught, too, as I was, to employ this disgraceful humiliating title during the privacy of a spanking, and I turned a vivid scarlet at the recollection.) “I… I d-deserve a wh-whipping for disobeying your order.”
I noticed that both girls, and most particularly beautiful Rosa, spoke excellent English. This was because Mr. Raleigh, with his methodical flair for obtaining just what he desired of a girl, had made them study and read books as he was doing with me. Indeed, to call this house his “harem” was not far from wrong.
“I am glad to hear you admit it. What sort of a whipping, Selena?” he demanded.
The naked slim young girl stammered tearfully, “A-a g-good whipping on m-my b-bare behind, M-Master.”
“Precisely. Rosa, will you horse Selena on your back so I may gratify her humble request?” he then commanded.
And I saw to my astonishment, my shame at watching members of my own sex so shamed before me, Rosa turn to the sobbing naked younger girl and nod, saw Selena rise sinuously and put her arms over Rosa's rounded full shoulders, while the older girl grasped her wrists and then, bending forward, raised poor Selena off the floor, a position in which her naked bottom-firm, compact, and oval-shaped and already tensing in anguish of what was to follow-would be exposed at the proper angle to receive the blows of that dreadful whip. Nervously, still crying softly with her fear, the naked culprit turned her lovely face back around to watch as Mr. Raleigh crossed over to her left, swinging the martinet out deliberately, and took his stance.
“Oh, Master, I'm sorry I disobeyed. I didn't mean to do it. Please forgive me!” Selena sobbed as she saw him bring up the whip. Trembling, my hands at my bosom, I stood paralyzed on the spot, an unwilling yet strangely fascinated witness to this shameful scene. Would I ever be compelled to take punishment so shamefully, I asked myself? And I resolved with all my determination and fear never to give Mr. Raleigh a chance to do to me what he was doing to Selena. For when someone else watches a girl being whipped, it must be absolutely horrible.
“Don't let her fall, Rosa, or you'll take her place,” Mr. Raleigh merely remarked as, raising the six-thonged whip high in the air, he brought it down with a horrid whooshing whistle and vicious clack as the six leather bands wrapped across both Selena's tightened firm nether cheeks. The naked culprit uttered a choking cry, and rubbed her legs together, still with her face turned back, tear-stained and appealing, to her cruel master, who continued slowly and vigorously to stripe her bottom, progressively whipping her from top to the base and then back again. Knowing that I was watching, she tried to be brave, but the horrid burning smacking of the leather thongs biting into her naked bottom soon overcame the show of courage; she begged him in tears to forgive her and let her off. Her legs kicked wildly and crossed and uncrossed and her bottom plunged and twisted, so that Rosa had all she could do to maintain the girl over her back. But the threat he had made was sufficient for the older girl to keep firm hold till poor Selena had had all the whipping he intended, which was a long and severe one, for I counted to myself at least forty-five strokes. And her beautiful buttocks were welted with dark red lines that crisscrossed even more painfully. I knew that awful strap he had used on me the first never-to-be-forgotten night of my entering his home. Finally it was over, and Rosa lowered Selena who was weeping and sobbing so hard she couldn't speak. He made her kneel down and thank him for letting her off so easily and swear she would never again violate an order. Then he told her to go to bed at once after removing her shoes and stockings and dismissed Rosa, instructing her not to apply any soothing cream or salve to Selena's bottom, as she well deserved every hard stroke he had given her.
With this, he turned to me, the martinet in his hand, and said, “Lucille, it's time for a young girl to be in bed, so come along with me to your room.” My eyes on that dreadful martinet, I turned red and tears came to my eyes, because I was so terrified by what I had seen that I didn't dare disobey. Bowing my head, I left Selena's room, hearing her still sobbing as she crawled naked into bed, and he marched behind me up the stairs. My legs and bottom shrank at every step, for I thought he would flick me with the whip just as a taste of what it would be like, and I was weak and trembling with nervous reaction when I finally got to my room. Closing the door, he put the martinet back in the dresser drawer, and in my relief, I uttered a heartfelt, tremulous sigh of gratitude at my escape from it. But that was, alas, premature, for he turned to me and said, “My dear, I watched you while I was punishing Selena and it was quite obvious that you sympathized with her even though she had committed a grave disobedience.”
“B-but M-Master,” I stammered nervously, remembering to call him that whenever we were alone-he had told me that morning I might call him sir or Mr. Raleigh when we were in the house or at the table in the presence of the servants, but that Master was the title I must always use with him alone or when… when I was being spanked-“I–I did feel sorry for the poor girl, you whipped her so very hard with that dreadful leather whip… J-just-as I know she was sorry for me that night when… when you u-used it on me.” I gulped and turned red, because reference to that episode reminded me only too shamefully of the disgusting, cruel thing he had done to me after whipping me.
He chuckled seeing me droop my head now and turn red and he replied, “I understand your tender sentiments, my dear, but I heartily disapprove of them. When a girl has been naughty and is being whipped, it is only what she deserves. To show open sympathy implies that the one who is correcting her is at fault, and for that, my dear Lucille, you are going to be punished now.”
“Oh, Master,” I exclaimed in feverish anxiety. “Honestly, I didn't think that, not at all. It was only-it-it hurt her so very much and I–I c-can't stand pain or-or see others having to endure it.”
“In that case, as you are my ward and I am bound morally to correct any bad tendency on your part, you will know then that when I am whipping you as I intend tonight, it will be to see that in the future, if you happen to observe Rosa or Selena being punished, you won't make a show of those feelings. Besides, it's reason enough for you to have been given an order. You know what happens when you don't obey it at once, Lucille. Now take off everything but your shoes and stockings and by-the-by, one of these days I must drive into town and get some new clothes for you. You haven't much of a wardrobe, and I like to see a lovely girl dressed in clothes that set her off at her best. But that sort of talk is in the nature of a reward, and you surely deserve anything else but that, so let me see you begin to undress at once.”
There was no help for it. Miserably, I started to take off my dress and then my slip, trembling and wondering what instrument he was going to use on my poor bottom this time. At least, I thought with some consolation, he had put away that terrible leather whip. Blushing again with shame, for I was unable to view calmly the idea of being naked before this strange and relentless man who had bought me as a slave from my parents, I managed to remove my brassiere and then hesitantly slipped down my step-ins, stepped out of them, bent to put them with the rest of my clothes on a straight-backed chair, and waited, arms at my side, head bowed, biting my lips to keep back any pleas for mercy which I felt, but knew would only add to his anger with me to utter. He seated himself in the armchair as he had before when he punished me, and said, “Put yourself across my lap, Lucille, by yourself. I expect you by this time to be submissive and to know exactly what I require in the way of obedience. I trust I shan't have to employ sterner measures as I did at first.”
“Oh, no. I–I'll do everything you order, M-Master,” I stammered as I made my way to him. And I had, of my own accord, to lie down across his knees, which somehow this time felt more shameful and humiliating than when he turned me across his lap as he had previously done. For it seemed I was actively preparing myself for this intense and painful humiliation.
I gripped the legs of the chair with my hands as I bowed my head and waited, trembling and with closed eyes, for the spanking, but he did not at once begin. Instead, he passed both hands over the cheeks of my bottom quite slowly, pressing, patting, and caressing my naked flesh till I was in an agony of outraged modesty and embarrassment. Then he said at last, “Hm, your lovely bottom is almost itself again, my dear. There are a few faint lines from the martinet which I used on those plump cheeks of yours Wednesday night, but aside from that your backside has that charming soft white color I enjoyed turning to a good spanking red. This time, since your fault was one I can tolerantly understand and hadn't warned you about before I am not going to use the martinet on your behind, but you are going to get a sound spanking just the same, partly to make you continue to remember that you must always be humbly submissive and never repeat a mistake I have once corrected you for. Then too, as I have not yet given you a real spanking, which is with the hand, I am going to start your punishment with a thorough manual correction. And now that you have exchanged views with the servants, I imagine you will be even more careful than in the past about letting them hear your cries. Are you ready for your spanking, Lucille?”
“Y-yes M-Master… I–I'm terribly sorry I–I did wrong.” I tried to soften him so he wouldn't spank too hard, because even if my bottom wasn't discolored any more after the other two nights, I knew it was still very sensitive and tender.
“That's the proper attitude, my dear,” he approved, gliding his palms over my shivering and contracting naked bottom, “but I find it more sincere and convincing if a naughty little girl is having her lovely backside spanked at the same time she is thinking it. So now you may prepare yourself for the first part of your punishment tonight, Lucille.”
With this, curving his left arm around my bare waist, a precaution he had not taken before, probably because, as he had said, he wanted to see if I showed absolute submission by staying in position, he brought his other hand down hard on one of my bare upturned cheeks with a loud and stinging smack. The shame of this and the reaction on my nerves from these first days in his power and the recent scene with the servant girls must have tautened my nerves a good deal, for I burst into tears at once.
“I had no idea your naughty behind was so sensitive as that, my dear,” he chided me mockingly as he patted the cheek he had just spanked, tightening his other arm around my naked waist. “I am afraid in that case you will have plenty of reason to cry during your chastisement, and you must not think that you will beg yourself off by doing so. Or perhaps I had better tie you. If you are going to cry at the very first spank, you may find it difficult to stay in position before I finish.”
This calm threat utterly terrified me, and, looking back up at him with tear-stained face, I gasped, “Oh, Master, please don't tie me up. I'll not beg off, I promise I won't. Please don't tie me.”
“Then you'll remain in position through the good sound spanking I am going to give your naked backside, Lucille?” he asked, again patting my bottom at the place he had first smacked.
It was fearfully embarrassing to have to carry on such a humiliating conversation while lying naked across a man's lap about to be spanked and already stinging with a foretaste of what I was going to get. But I couldn't risk making him angry, and so I stammered, “Yes, I will, Master. It-it-it's only that seeing you… seeing you whip Selena frightened me so and… and my b-bottom is still awfully uncomfortable from… from the other time.”
“I thought as much. Then perhaps, seeing how sensitive your flesh is, my dear, you'll take particular care not to make me whip you too often. Because if I have to punish you too frequently, I can only think that you are naturally disobedient, which would mean severe discipline. Now get ready, Lucille, and remember to stay in position.”
“Y-yes M-Master.”
I gasped faintly as I turned my face around again and closed my eyes, crossing my ankles one over the other and waiting miserably for the stinging hail of blows to visit my shrinking bottom. There was something else that was making me feel even more ashamed of getting this spanking than any he had given me before and that was that, although I was naked across his lap, I wore shoes and stockings, something which I can't quite explain, made me feel more shamefully displayed than if I had been all bare.
He began to spank me rather slowly now, keeping his left arm tight round my waist, first smacking one cheek, then the other. This time, though, he didn't scold and lecture me as he had done the previous times, which rather surprised me. But the spanking was not less mild because of that. Though the regularity of the blows on first one cheek of my bottom and then the other enabled me to prepare myself for the next to come, still the vigor of his hand and the long pauses between spanks became very painful to me, and I was crying softly by the time he had reached twenty, crossing and uncrossing my ankles restlessly, huddling my bottom and trying to diminish the area of naked tender reddening flesh so helplessly and shamefully upturned to him. I held onto the legs of the chair with my hands and kept my eyes closed. I was somehow relieved at being able to do this and know he wasn't looking at my face to see if I was crying. Mr. Raleigh stopped a little while and ran his hand over the cheeks of my bare bottom while I squirmed with shame and the increasing heat in my seat, controlling my sobs so as not to offend him and to show him humbly I was being docile and submissive just as he wanted. His hand seemed to quiver as it stroked my bottom, and I was nervous because of his strange new behavior, wondering what new torture it portended for me. At last he said in a hoarse voice, “Your bottom is getting quite red, my dear, but you needn't think I've finished punishing it by any means. Does it hurt by now?”
“Y-yes M-Master,” I murmured, dying of shame to have to answer such embarrassing and humiliating questions.
“As much as when I used the strap on your plump backside, my dear?”
His hand kept moving back and forth along my trembling bare behind, and, knowing I had to answer him no matter how much my modesty or pride suffered, I stammered in a low voice, “N-no M-Master… not as much as then. But your hand s-stings a lot.”
“Good, then the correction is effective. I had asked myself whether using just the hand on such a plump pretty backside as yours, so firm and solid, my dear, would make itself felt enough so you would know you are being punished. Tell me, Lucille, did your parents ever spank you with just their hands as I am doing now?”
“Wh-when I was a little g-girl, yes M-Master.” Oh, wouldn't he please finish it, I was dying to beg him. This was so humiliating that tears stung my eyes and I huddled my legs together and tensed myself, while his hand kept going back and forth, slowly, oh, so slowly, over my tingling naked flesh.
“When did they start to use the switch or strap, Lucille?”
“I… wh-when I–I… think it was when I was… f-fourteen, Master.”
I was getting more and more ashamed and afraid of him because of this strange behavior. I wanted it to be over… and… and know… what he was going to do… after that.
“They never whipped you stark naked, though, Lucille?”
“Oh, n-no, Master.
That seemed to please him, for he chuckled as he patted both my cheeks again and said briskly, “Then it seems I was really the first to begin your proper disciplinary education, and explain why you are such a naughty girl, my dear. Now get your lovely backside ready, for I'm not nearly through spanking you with my hand.”
“Y-yes M-Master I–I-I'm… ready,” I groaned as I tensed my fingers on the legs of the chair and crossed my ankles again to steel myself. With this, again increasing the tight band of his left arm over my waist, he resumed spanking me, and with what seemed more harshness than before, for after four or five of these smacks, I began to cry again and my heels kicked up spasmodically every time his hard stinging palm landed on the cheeks of my furiously smarting bottom. However, he used the same regularity and time in between spanks, so I was able to grit my teeth and prepare for it, though the burning grew more and more acute as his hand tirelessly descended on my smarting reddening flesh.
“Oh, please,” I sobbed, when he had given me thus some twenty new spanks, “I'll be submissive and obey you. I won't ever feel sorry for the servants when you whip them, Master… Please don't spank me anymore tonight. My bottom's so awfully sore.”
“I have finished spanking you, Lucille,” he said with a last blow that drew a tearful cry from me, and then began to feel my bottom with the hand that had so cruelly stung my poor behind, while keeping me pinned down with his other hand. “That is, the first part of your punishment, which was to be with the hand, is over. Now you may have a choice for the first time, my dear, as a test of your docility: either you may accept the second half of your punishment immediately or wait for an hour. But in that case it will be with a switch instead of with the hairbrush I planned to use on your naughty bottom right now. Which is it to be?”
“Oh, Master, Master, you're not going to spank me anymore tonight, surely? Oh, but you've spanked me so awfully hard already, I couldn't stand anymore. Oh, please, Master, I promise faithfully not to make you angry again by talking to the servants or being sorry for them if you spank them. Only let me off this once. Oh, please, Master? You spanked me so hard, I know I couldn't stand anymore tonight.” I was crying now and restlessly rubbing one calf and ankle over the other because my poor bottom was burning me terribly, and the idea of being whipped some more with either the hairbrush or the switch seemed dreadful to me. I turned my tear-stained face back up to look at him and appeal to him.
His eyes were glowing and his face flushed as he stared back at me deliberately and replied, “I will let you off on one condition only. Do you want to know what it is, Lucille?”
“Oh yes, yes, Master. Please tell me. Oh do let me off without any more spanking,” I sobbed.
“I am going to Selena's room to talk to her and quiet her down after her whipping, Lucille. When I come back in about an hour, if you will come to my bedroom in your nightdress and nothing else, bring me the hairbrush on your knees, and ask me to pardon you by giving you just a dozen hard spanks with it on the bare backside, and after that to poke you, and ask me humbly and sweetly, I will remit the rest of the punishment I had intended to give you. Do you agree?”
I was nearly dying of humiliation, lying with my stinging, burning, reddened, naked bottom upturned and squirming over his lap while he held me down with one arm and stroked and felt my behind with the other hand, hearing him discuss the shockingly intimate terms on which he would relent in whipping me in such casual fashion. But the idea of submitting to a prolonged spanking for as many blows-I had no doubt now it would be that-with either the hairbrush or the switch, either right away to get it over with or to have to wait a terrible hour of suspense for him to come back and finish me off, put me in such a state of terror that I was ready to agree to anything else that would spare my poor bottom more suffering. So, with a sobbing groan, I stammered faintly, “Y-yes M-Master… I–I agree.”
“That's fine, my dear. I told you I had hoped some day you would be perfect. Now get up and take a shower and then lie down and wait for an hour by the clock. Then you will come to my bedroom in your nightdress and with the hairbrush and kneel down and tell me what I've just told you to say. You understand?”
“Y-yes M-Master. I–I will. P-please,” I sobbed, as I got up painfully, wincing at the furious waves of heat that seared my poor bottom and stood before him in my shameful nakedness of shoes and stockings and nothing more, my face swollen with tears. He looked me over greedily, then got up and nodded curtly.
“An hour, no more, no less, my dear. Otherwise, I shall be obliged to withdraw my generous alternative, and you'll go back over my knees for the full dose your naughty backside really deserves.” And with that he left me.
I burst into hysterical tears as a result of the nervous reaction and the pain and shame, and at last composed myself enough to take a warm shower and brush my teeth and get ready for bed. I put on my black nightdress and turned red to my throat to remember how I had worn it that other terrible night when he had strapped and whipped me… and… and… done the disgusting, cruel act that still made me shudder and feel nausea and repugnance for him and for myself too for being party to it. Then I got into bed, setting the alarm clock beside it, and tried to compose my distracted nerves. I began to wonder why he had gone to see Selena, and then I guessed with a sensation of utter horror and disgust that he had probably forced the poor girl to make love to him and that was why he had been so excited while just spanking me with his hand and wanting me to put my own sentence off for an hour.
And he would come to me from her and want me… to… to… give myself to him… after that… Oh, if my parents had only known what sort of a creature he was, perhaps they'd never have sold me into this shameful, humiliating, cruel bondage…



BOOK TWO



CHAPTER 1: MORE MR. RALEIGH


Though I was frightened and overtaxed from the emotions and sufferings of watching poor Selena being thrashed and then myself being spanked, and the shameful interrogation he had conducted with me across his lap, I didn't dare to doze off, as I might have overslept. I could only lie in bed shivering and thinking, as the clock's minute hand drew nearer and nearer the fateful hour, just what humiliating and degrading ordeal I was going to submit to voluntarily in my cowardice-for that was what it was-the cowardice of my inflamed smarting flesh. I put a pillow under my bottom to ease the smart of that spanking, and I tried not to cry as, with sinking heart, I noticed the minute hand creep closer and closer to the fatal hour. About ten minutes before the time was up, I heard a noise in the room adjoining mine, and I knew then that he had come back from Selena, and would be waiting for me. I tried to reason with myself, that, after all, just a dozen more smacks of the hairbrush and my spanking would be over. No, that wasn't so terrible. But the thought of having to beg him to… to do the other things to me… when I feared him so and was so mortified in his presence to be naked and his slave girl… that was what agonized me terribly. But I couldn't run away… I was in bondage, and there was no escape. If I could only win his affection so he would treat me like an equal… I was attractive. He found me so and told me, and a kind man would have won my love. For I was so alone now and helpless that had Mr. Raleigh treated me gently, I could easily have come to be fond of him. He was handsome certainly and not physically repugnant to me other than… the things he made me do and did to me. It was a minute to the hour specified when I walked to the door separating our rooms, my hairbrush in my hand, biting my lips and trying to keep the tears out of my eyes, opened the door and walked into his bedroom after closing the door behind me. He was sitting on a large footstool, clad in a dressing gown and sandals, smoking a cigarette and glancing at his wrist-watch. I saw that he wasn't wearing anything under the dressing gown, and I blushed furiously and bowed my head as I started to him. When I got to where he was, I went down on my knees and, not looking at him for I was much too ashamed, stammered tremulously, “M-Master, please for-forgive me for being naughty I–I have brought the hairbrush so you can g-give my b-bare backside a-a dozen h-hard spanks with it… and… and then… and… and then I–I b-beg you… to… to… p-p-p-poke m-me… and… and… end my punishment…”
I fought against the tears that rushed to my eyes as I had to say that humiliating formula, but he seemed pleased, for he smiled and said, “Very well, my dear Lucille, I'm glad to see that your behavior is just as I ordered. Hand me the hairbrush.”
“Y-yes Master,” I stammered and obeyed, thinking he would take me over his lap and turn up my nightdress as before.
But instead, to my amazement and horrified modesty, he opened his robe to bare his body and said, “Again I intend to test your statement that you are willing to do anything to prove your submission, Lucille, my dear. So you will take a slightly different position for the end of your spanking. Come here on your knees, put your head between my legs, and then you will first pull your nightdress well up over your bare backside and then kiss my cock humbly while I finish off the spanking you asked for.”
I shrank back, my eyes wide with shamed astonishment at this, but he said coldly, “Perhaps I was wrong in being generous and lessening your punishment, Lucille. I think what you really want to ask for is a good sound taste of the switch on that impudent, obstinate behind of yours. Isn't that it, my dear?”
That decided me to accept the degrading position he demanded of me. I exclaimed feverishly, “Oh, no, no Master, no. Please use the hairbrush instead. I'm going to obey you, just as you asked. I swear I am.”
“Then let me see you do so at once, without further discussion, my dear,” he remarked sternly, and opened his legs wide to expose his private parts.
He was sitting forward on the edge of the footstool so that I could do… what he wanted. With a sob, my face purple with shame, I crawled forward, bowed down my head, and put my hands around his legs to hold onto the sides of the footstool. But in my haste to obey him, I of course forgot the preparation he wanted me to make, and he reminded me. “I thought I told you first to pull up your nightdress over your naughty bottom, Lucille. You certainly don't expect me to spank it covered, do you? At least, you won't in this house, because a naughty young girl is always punished with a whipping on the bare skin of her naked behind.”
“Oh… I… oh, forgive me. I–I… forgot… I–I… was so anxious to do just what you asked, M-Master,” I groaned as I rose erect, fighting the tears and rushing my hands to the hem of my nightdress, which I furled up to my waist, then bent down again between his legs, resumed the hold of the sides of the footstool, upturning my reddened, still smarting naked bottom to his cruel and humiliating attentions.
“That's better,” he grudgingly admitted, but a well-trained little girl doesn't forget part of an order if she's really obedient. So, instead of getting twelve hard spanks with the hairbrush on your bare backside, Lucille, I am going to give you twenty. You will stay in the position all through their application and continue to kiss my cock. Try not to make too much noise crying, for besides, that would prevent your carrying out the order I just gave you. Now, are you ready?”
“Y-yes M-Master,” I sobbed, trembling as I crouched thus on my knees before him, my mouth applied towards his sexual organ, my nostrils filled with the curious warm fetid scent of his body there… and I thought of Selena… and I reddened to the roots of my hair.
“Hra… your behind is still quite red, apparently spanking you by hand has had its merits. I shall have to try again soon when you are naughty and in need of punishment, Lucille. Now hold your bottom as still as you can. I am not going to spare it, because you disobeyed just now, but if you take this punishment bravely and submissively, it will be all the whipping you will receive tonight… unless, of course, later on you should disobey me in any way.”
“Oh, I won't, I promise truly I won't, Master. Please don't whip after this. I just couldn't stand it,” I sobbed.
“Let me feel your lips kissing my cock, then, and prepare yourself for the hairbrush on your pretty plump naked backside, my dear,” he warned, and, conquering all my repugnance and my dying shame, my eyes desperately closed, I forced my lips to press against his… thing. It was not hard as before, though still stiff and warm.
I started convulsively as a searing fire shot through one of my bottom cheeks. He had begun to spank and now I was sorry I had forgotten to pull my nightdress up first and earned my poor bottom eight more hard blows from that stinging hairbrush. All the burning of his hand spanking was revived and tears began to run down my cheeks as he applied a second, blistering smack of the hairbrush's flat back to the other cheek of my hindquarters, saying as he did so, “Kiss it, I say, many times and all over it. Remember, I can give you more than twenty spanks if you don't carry out this order properly, Lucille.”
Feverishly, overcoming my pride, my repugnance, and my distress at being compelled to perform this indecent task on the most intimate part of his naked body, a thing I had never even dreamed of and certainly would never have done to a man under normal circumstances-no, not even if I were married-I obeyed Lester Raleigh, and as my trembling, sobbing lips frantically moved over his… thing… applying hesitant, trembling kisses to his organ… the noisy cracks of the hairbrush resounded as he whacked my suffering, swollen, furiously inflamed bottom with a harshness that made me cry out and twist my lips wildly from side to side, sometimes even lowering them in a useless but instinctive effort to escape the range of those welting strokes. Hoarsely, he directed me now, after some ten of the blows, to use my tongue up and down upon his… cock… and to keep my backside well in the air unless I wanted extra spanks to be added to my count. My fingers worked back and forth along the sides of the footstool. I was crying like a little girl in pain as each new furious smack flattened and burned and gnawed at the cheeks of my twisting, jerking bottom. And as I obeyed him and swept my tongue haphazardly along his… thing… I felt it hardening and growing hot and rigid… and I knew with a terrible, sinking despair and shame that it was to be used in my secret flesh to have his way with me.
Excited as he was by spanking me while making me lick his private parts, he put such energy into the last five spanks that I screamed with pain and begged him sobbingly to end my punishment, that I was ready to do everything he wanted if he would only have mercy on my burning swollen bottom. But he gave me the full count of twenty spanks as he promised. And I crouched, wavering and trembling, exhausted with pain and emotions of shame and terror, sobbing heartbrokenly, my bottom on fire and twisting long after he had stopped smacking it with the hairbrush.
“That's enough.” He stopped my indecent and repugnant task at last, to my intense relief. “Now you may kneel up, but keep your nightdress pulled up over your waist and face me, Lucille,” he said. When I obeyed, my face very red and bathed in tears, sobbing uncontrollably from the fires he had kindled in my naked swollen behind, he asked me ironically if it really hurt as much as that, as he thought he had been generous in remitting part of the punishment really owing to me. I was so frightened at this intimation that I promised servilely that I was now ready to do everything he wished and… and I begged him… to… to poke me instead of spanking me any more. He made me kiss the back of the hairbrush and then the hand that had wielded it against my fiery seat, and thank him for giving me such a good yet generous lesson in behavior. Then, tossing the brush away, he ordered, “Now, my dear, once more I mean to test your submissive-ness. Get up, turn around with your back to me, then sit down slowly with your legs straddling over mine, and take my cock into your lovely little pussy. As you do so, keep that nightdress well up with one hand, and use the other to guide my cock where it needs to go, thanks to the sweet and humble salutations you just gave me.” I was stupefied by this shameful order, but he quickly added, “Remember, my dear, you said you would do anything to show your submissiveness, and if you now disobey, I will conclude that all the previous discipline I have been giving you has been wasted and will have to take sterner measures.”
I had no choice, my face burning with shame and wet with tears, I turned my back to him, keeping my black silk nightdress held up over my waist with one trembling hand and slowly lowered my throbbing, inflamed bottom, wincing with the shooting, gnawing pains that hurt as I moved each time. And with the other hand I felt for his… thing, discovering that he had slipped over it one of those protectives which he had used my first night in his home. I managed, with his humiliating and condescendingly endearing instructions, to grasp his stiff… thing… and direct it into me… there… and then he grasped me round the waist and drew me down slowly, surely down on him. I grasped and writhed in pain as I felt myself opened by his hard remorseless organ. The laceration of the first terrible act was noticeable but I found I could bear it. And besides my dread of Mr. Raleigh quite prevented my making the least protest. At last I was seated astride his lap, my back to him, his hands feeling my panting breasts and I felt him driven into me to the very extent. He then ordered me to rise up and down, but slowly and not too far, taking care not to let, “my cock slip out of your sweet tight little pussy, or else I shall have to give your naughty backside a few spanks with the bristles of your hairbrush, Lucille.”
And as I had not the least desire to acquaint my poor aching swollen flesh with that unusual and certainly atrocious means of correction, I did my best to please him. He kept squeezing and playing with my breasts and made me put my hands on his hips to steady myself while I worked myself up and down on his… thing… And he became excited and told me what a lovely girl I was becoming and how a good whipping also made a girl passionate in bed with a man, just as it had made Selena. He told me that I would soon learn to be a better lover than either Rosa or Selena, and that I was much nicer to spank because my reactions and the way my white-skinned bottom reddened delighted him, so if I wished to avoid turning my bottom over his lap too often, I had best find ways to make him quite satisfied with me. He ordered me to put my tongue out to rub against his while I continued my up and down movements. The fiery torment of my bottom made my movements quite uncontrollable and nervous, and he praised me, saying indecently that it showed what I was really a very “hot” pussied little girl who needs her bottom well warmed to make her pussy the same for a man. Then he asked me if I was feeling any pleasure from his stiff cock, “which your own sweet little mouth and tongue made that way for your lovely tight little pussy…” And I stammered in terrible embarrassment that my bottom hurt me so I was hardly conscious of anything else, and then I dared to ask him if he couldn't… love… me without whipping me because if he were kind to me I certainly could care for him much more. This angered him, because he pinched my breasts and replied when I cried out in pain that as his ward and slave girl, my only duty was to please and obey him and that if he chose to undertake improving my naughty character by spanking me, I had only to submit myself humbly and gratefully for the trouble he took with me, and also that if I ever asked him for a thing like that again, I would find myself getting the worst spanking my naked bottom ever had. I kept quiet then and continued my movements till suddenly, with a cry, his teeth bit into my shoulder and his hands gripped my sore bottom till I screamed and I felt him thrust up hard into me and then with a bursting sensation vibrated in my vitals as he cried that he was “coming” and I was to “wriggle that big red backside as much as you can or I'll make it wriggle with the strap, Lucille.” And I obeyed, sobbing with my pain and shame, till at last he sighed with his pleasure and relaxed his hold of my pain-racked, shuddering body. Then he lifted me off him, told me to go wash and get ready for bed and he would tuck me in. And he left the room to go to his own bathroom while I half-faintingly went to mine and washed my face with cold water, for I was too weak and shivery and the feverish throbbing of my poor bottom almost made me scream. The suffering about on his legs while I… did what he wanted had brought all the pain of my spanking back again.
When I came back, he was waiting for me, stark naked except for his sandals, and he made me kneel down and kiss his cock, from which he had removed the covering used during his possession of my body. It was limp now and I was afraid my kisses-for he demanded I go on for a bit while I held my nightdress up with both hands to show him my well-spanked bottom-would make it hard once again and that would mean a new ordeal of torturing shame for me. But fortunately, he seemed to be quite pleased with my behavior, as he put it mockingly, and then told me, “I may slip into your bed and wake you up in the morning, my dear, so go to sleep without your nightdress. Take it off now and then put your arms around me, hug me, and give me an affectionate kiss and thank me for letting you off a severe punishment tonight and promise me you are going to try to be a very good obedient little girl.”
I did as he wished, though I could hardly look at him, and my face was a burning red as I stood up against him, naked as he was, and kissed him on the mouth and stammered my thanks and my promises of obedience for the future in the way I knew he wanted. While I did this, he put his hands on my throbbing, sore bottom and squeezed and molded and played with the cheeks, making me start and squirm involuntarily against him, and he muttered, “You bold little hussy! I believe you're trying to coax me to stay in bed with you. But I've had enough for now, so you go to sleep and maybe, if you're a good girl, I'll wake you up in the morning.” With this he gave me a smart slap on the bottom that made me gasp in pain, and, lifting me up in his arms, kissing my breasts as he did so, carried me to my bed and tucked me in. Then, as a farewell embrace, he leaned over me and made me take his… thing… in both hands and give it a kiss and then pass my tongue over it. At last he left me, shuddering with my mortification and nervous fatigue, my bottom still throbbing painfully, and I lay there for some time before I could fall asleep, hopelessly knowing that I was only a slave and plaything for him and that he would and meant to take every right a man can over a girl in his complete power.



CHAPTER 2: ROSA'S SHAME


To my surprise, nothing occurred for the next eight days to plunge me further into my despondency and terror of him. He behaved very nicely toward me, not once whipping me, though he playfully threatened me almost every day with a spanking. He seemed to love to use the word and to talk about my bottom and how beautifully made it was for whipping and spanking. But on the ninth day, I had occasion again to witness a scene of shame and cruelty, of which, this time, Rosa was the victim. It was at lunch, as I recall, and we were sitting eating and he was chatting about his paintings and how soon he would take me out with him as a model-an event I was not at all looking forward to, as you may imagine after my initiation to outdoor nakedness before him and my vulnerability to the switch-when he paused, tasted the salad carefully, then rang for Selena.
“Who prepared the salad today, Selena?” he asked.
“Rosa, Master,” Selena promptly replied, “is there anything wrong?”
“Yes, she's seasoned it with garlic instead of Roquefort as I specifically instructed this morning. Send her in to me at once.”
Selena bowed her head and went out, and a few minutes later lovely Rosa entered, face anxious, hands clasped, eyeing him carefully. He at once censured her and asked her what made her take it on herself to use garlic instead of Roquefort, to which Rosa stammered nervously that she found just before lunch they were out of Roquefort and she had substituted the garlic instead. “Then you should have come to me and told me, Rosa,” he rebuked her sternly. “That makes two faults: disobeying my instructions as to how the salad was to be made, and then not telling me of the shortage in the kitchen which could have been corrected. I haven't punished you for a little time, and now I see this is what comes of leniency. Go out into the garden and cut me four or five good lean switches from the hazel tree there. I am going to give you a sound birching on your naked behind to teach you not to take your work here casually, my girl.”
Bursting into tears, Rosa fell on her knees- astounding and shaming me, to see this beautiful mature young woman so demean herself-and wringing her hands, pleaded tearfully, “Oh, Master, don't birch me… Please give me the martinet or the strap instead as hard as you want. Don't use the birch on me, Master.”
“You have five minutes to bring back those switches,” he said casually, glancing at his wrist-watch, “and if you aren't back by then, you'll be tied up and get all three used on your backside.”
Weeping, poor Rosa hastened out of the room, and he eyed me with a bland smile. “I trust this time, my dear,” he chided tauntingly, “you won't let your sentiments get the upper hand over your better judgment, because I am going to let you prepare Rosa for the birch.”
“Oh, b-but Mr-Mr. Raleigh, I–I've never done a thing like that.”
“Silence, Lucille, you had never done many things before you came here as my ward. So that's no argument at all. And there had better be none, unless you want to join Rosa,” he retorted. “Are you going to obey me and prepare her as I asked or not?”
“Oh, yes, yes sir, of course I'll obey you,” I hastily gasped, getting very red at the thought of his punishing me for one of the lovely servant girls to see.
I sat there in dread and nervous embarrassment till at last Rosa returned, crying softly, clutching five thin long pliant switches in one hand. He made her bring them to him. Then he got up, took his pocketknife and peeled them, then tied the ends together tightly with some heavy cord. Brandishing this improvised birch rod in the air, he made it whistle fiercely, and Rosa started to cry again, pleading to be given the strap or the martinet but not the birch as it cut dreadfully.
“Take her to my bedroom, Lucille,” he ordered sternly, “and roll up her skirt and slip to her waist. Tie this cord round them to keep them up, then pull her panties down to her knees. She'll go on the armchair near my bed. And when I come in, which will be after I've smoked a cigarette, I expect to find you holding her hands tightly so she can't wriggle away from the cuts. Be quick about it, or after she's had her punishment, she'll prepare you on the same chair for yours, my dear.”
Shaken with mingled emotions, of pity for poor Rosa whom I had to help humiliate by acting as assistant to him, and of fear for my own welfare, I stammered, “Y-yes Mr. Raleigh, right away. R-Rosa you-you better come with me, pl-please.”
“Yes'm, Miss Lucille,” she sobbed, and walked along with me, her head bowed, cheeks stained with great tears slowly rolling down.
We ascended the stairs to Mr. Raleigh's bedroom and when we got inside, I whispered to her feverishly, “Please, Rosa, you've got to forgive me, but I have to pr-prepare you. Please get on the chair without fussing so he won't get any angrier.” She nodded wretchedly, with a new outbreak of doleful sobs, and slowly knelt down on the low armchair, burying her head in her arms. She was perhaps a half inch shorter than me, with great dark brown eyes and attractive dark brown hair worn in a pretty, short bob. Her figure was ripe and shapely as I saw when I had, not without great embarrassment and another whispered apology that I didn't really want to do this to her, rolled up her black dress and white slip above her waist, and fastened the cord around them to keep them up throughout her punishment. Her ample fully mature bottom was snugly sheathed in a pair of tea-rose-colored silk panties, and her lovely round full thighs most attractive in dark brown stockings with gaudy red French garters at the tops. When I put my fingers under the elastic waistband of her panties, she began to cry again, but made no protest or resistance as I drew them down, my face flaming with shame for her own humiliation. Then I went behind the chair and gently took hold of her wrists. As I did so, Mr. Raleigh entered, swishing that awful bunch of switches in his right hand, and Rosa turned her tear-stained face to him with a cry, “Oh, Master, please have mercy on your Rosa. Don't birch her, please. I'll never make a mistake like that again, only let me off the birch!” Her skin was a delicious smooth amber-soft shade, and naked now from waist to stocking tops. The spacious ripe solid cheeks of her bottom shrank and tightened, and I knew she was feeling just as I did when the first blow of a whipping was about to fall.
“Hold her securely now, Lucille,” he advised me as he took his stance at the young woman's left, brandishing the rod. “If you let go of her, you may be sure she won't let go of you when you get onto that chair for a good sound switching on your bare backside.”
How he loved to humiliate us, how he delighted in our shame as women forced to submit to this most juvenile, yet atrociously embarrassing of all punishments.
Rosa continued to watch him imploringly, great tears rolling down her cheeks, while her knees and thighs huddled together and she tried to lessen the size of her spacious amber-colored naked bottom proffered out to that cruel bundle of hazel switches. “Oh, don't whip Rosa hard, Master,” she sobbed. “Please, not too hard. She'll be a good girl. It cuts so. Please, not hard!”
I was trembling with shame and compassion for the poor thing, and I loathed Mr. Raleigh with all my heart. But he glanced sharply at me and I gasped and tensed my hold on Rosa's wrists, knowing he would carry out his threat without hesitation if I did not obey his orders.
He began to whip her naked bottom then, sweeping the bundle of switches straight across her big bare seat, and the horrid swish of them as they cut the air and spread fantail over the full round cheeks of her smooth amber-colored behind made me tremble. She began to cry at the very first blow, and after a few more, laid on with real vigor and deliberation-for he was an artist in whipping as he was at painting, always striking in the spot he meant to attack, regardless of the victim's contortions or movements-her hips jerked and rolled as she pleaded brokenly to be pardoned again. Silent to these pleas, he went on switching her remorselessly, and she plunged herself against the back of the chair, trying to lower her bottom. When she did this too often, he would pause and coldly order her to get back into position unless she wished some extra cuts, and it was atrocious to see the alacrity with which the weeping young servant obeyed her torturer. As she plunged and writhed about, I could see the red lines drawn across that fine smooth amber skin, till they marred all of it from the top of her ample young hips to the upper parts of her shaking, huddling thighs. Rather than anger him by screaming, she muffled her cries by pressing her mouth against the back of the chair, but she tugged at her wrists till I had to exert all my strength to keep her from losing hold of me. Halfway through the whipping, Mr. Raleigh asked her whether she admitted her mistake and agreed that she had earned a good whipping and she sobbingly confessed she did, only begging him to use the strap now instead and she would willingly endure extra strokes rather than to have the rest with the awful birch. Deaf to this supplication, which brought tears to my eyes, he sternly commanded me to take a better grip on her wrists, and then began to switch her with full sweeps of his strong arm, biting the switches cruelly into her furiously welted bottom and drawing hysterical cries and tearful prayers for mercy.
He must have given her forty-five hard lashes before he at last stopped, and then, to my shuddering disgust, made her kiss the rod and his hand and thank him for the whipping. She had to dress herself now and then go back to the kitchen and prepare dessert and coffee and serve it herself by his order. I didn't dare protest I was no longer hungry.
That night Mr. Raleigh entered my bedroom where I was reading and, after making me take off everything except by brassiere and stockings, told me I had acted fairly obediently, but that he had not given me a whipping in some time and felt it necessary to keep me in good training. So he made me bring him my hairbrush on my knees and then, to prove my utter submission to him, slip down my panties myself and let them fall about my knees as I bent over the arm of the armchair. It was a very uncomfortable position, for my feet kept slipping on the rug, but very soon I was being distracted too severely to notice the sharp whacking blows he applied on my naked bottom, pressing his left palm on the small of my back to keep me in position. He gave me thirty spanks, made me kiss the hairbrush, much to my blushing and tearful embarrassment, and then go to bed with just my stockings and brassiere on. He had not returned to me that night; he said he might in the morning, but I had a terrible apprehension that this time he would…
My intuition, alas, was right, for about dawn I was rudely wakened by feeling his hands on my breasts and his mouth pressed hard on mine. I woke with a start, then recognized him and he whispered to me I was to open my legs as wide as I could and prepare to kiss “my cock.” Then to my confused and shamed surprise, he knelt over me and, lowering his… thing… to my mouth, ordered me to kiss it lovingly. I obeyed half-dazed with sleep, and then I felt his mouth suddenly press down on my… spot… and began to kiss and suck and lick me there. I was dying of embarrassment, but his orders to me were repeated and his fingers pinched my still tender bottom to make me obey, so I complied with his wishes. He began to put his tongue between the lips of my… spot… and forage around, and I felt myself stiffen and jerk nervously as a curious, tingling sensation began to start in my body where he was licking me. I was so terribly ashamed I was nearly crying, but I kept kissing his… thing… till he told me to suck it gently and use my own tongue lightly on it. I felt myself trembling fitfully as with fever, and my thighs quivered and writhed as if I were being spanked. As he kept up his licking and thrusting into my… spot… I moaned and my breasts began to swell and I felt my nipples stiffening, and then he stopped suddenly and, turning around, got over me, told me to remove my brassiere, then fondle his “cock in your soft hands and then put it into your sweet little pussy… I've made it juicy enough to take a good poking now, Lucille.”
I obeyed him implicitly, and the moment he was entered inside the lips of my spot… he fell on me furiously and, gripping me by the shoulders, made me cling my arms and legs around him while he began to “poke” me with deep long digs and thrusts, his lips glued to mine and my tongue forced to rub against his by his express order. My senses began to reel and I moaned and arched and twisted under his hard stabs into me, and then slipping his hands under my bottom, he grabbed the inflamed cheeks hard and began to lunge into me savagely while I cried out and twisted, feeling bruised and shaken by his vicious possession. Then suddenly I felt a hot searing wave flood my body, and at the same moment he drew out of me, laying his… thing… along my naked heaving belly, and thrust a forefinger back into my quivering… spot… and began to rub me.
I had never felt anything like that before. He was rubbing something that felt as stiff as his… thing… and I turned my head back and forth while his other hand gripped one of my bottom cheeks hard till the tears came to my eyes. And then I felt a sudden jet of hot spattering liquid along my belly and waist on up to my breasts… And as I cried out in surprise, a shattering force seemed to seize me and fling me asunder…
When I opened my eyes, trembling with the exhaustion and reaction, he was standing over me with a smile, smoking a cigarette. “At last the little virgin knows what it is to come in her sweet little pussy, my dear,” he chuckled. “And high time too, I was beginning to think you were just the least bit frigid, but it was that spanking which did the trick. Rosa didn't take long at all, you'll be happy to know.”
And with that insulting comparison which let me know he had made love to poor Rosa after whipping her and before he came to me, he went back to his room and left me weeping with my shame… But the exhaustion of that incredible sensation he had so unwillingly roused in me soon made me fall back into a heavy, drugged sleep…



CHAPTER 3: NEW PUNISHMENT BY ROSA


It was a week later that I had the most shameful humiliation of all. Mr. Raleigh was driving to town that morning to buy supplies and foodstuffs, and would be gone till the next evening. Just before he left, he told me to get Rosa. When I brought her back, he said calmly to her, “I shan't be back till tomorrow night, and I expect you and Selena to behave. Lucille will tell me whether you did or not. However, as Lucille herself is my ward and subject to my discipline, you are to watch her conduct about the house. I'll phone you this evening to learn whether she's been a good girl, Rosa.”
“Oh, M-Mr. Raleigh,” I gasped, turning a violent red with mortification and feeling the tears come to my eyes.
“Goodbye, my dear.” He ignored my outburst. “I trust Rosa won't have any bad reports to give me about you, Lucille. Keep an eye on both the girls and be truthful when I ask you on the phone tonight about their behavior.” With that he left and got into the car and drove away.
Rosa and I were both very red in the face and could hardly look at each other. Mr. Raleigh had pitted us against each other, and I was dying of embarrassment to think that like a schoolgirl I'd be “reported” on by her, just as I knew it must rankle her pride to have me, who was younger than she, have to tell Mr. Raleigh about whether this beautiful young servant had “behaved herself.”
I had some housework and studying to do assigned to me by Mr. Raleigh and I occupied myself with it through the afternoon. At lunch, which Rosa served me in my room, I blushed violently to have to see her after what Mr. Raleigh had said to both of us. It was eight o'clock in the evening when the phone rang, and I answered it. It was Mr. Raleigh. He chatted a bit pleasantly, then asked me if Selena and Rosa had been good girls and done their work. I told him yes, and then he asked to bring Rosa to the phone. Uneasily, I went to get her and then waited nervously. I heard her say, glancing at me wide-eyed, “Yes, sir, if you say so-oh, yes, of course I will, sir. You'll be home day after tomorrow, in the morning? Shall I have breakfast ready for you, Mr. Raleigh? All right, sir… goodbye.”
She hung up and turned to me, eyes avoiding mine carefully.
“What is it, Rosa?” I asked curiously, feeling a premonition of something wrong.
“Mis' Lucille,'' she blurted, getting red in the face and still avoiding my gaze, “the Master, he tell me… I… I… got to spank you tonight before you go to bed. An' tomorrow night, S-Selena, she have to do it.”
“Oh, no. Oh, Rosa, no,” I cried frantically, turning redder than she in my stupefaction. “Surely he didn't say that? But… but… didn't he ask you how… how… I was today and you know I didn't do anything wrong.”
“He… asked me, all right. But then when I tell him, he say to me, Rosa, Miss Lucille, she needs to be kept obedient, and I won't be home to do it tonight or tomorrow night. So tonight you give her a spanking and have Selena give her one tomorrow night. That's what he say, Mis' Lucille, don't be mad… I–I'm awful sorry, honest… You know I don't want to do such a thing but Mr. Raleigh, he say if I or Selena don't obey him, he gives us both a good hard whipping with the birch when he gets home. Please, Mis' Lucille, don't hold it against me. I only have to carry out his orders, you know that.”
I burst into tears. This seemed the final blow of humiliation. I couldn't bear the thought of having this beautiful young woman shame me and so carry out an order by proxy… and… and then Selena, who wasn't much older than I was… Oh, it was terrible for Mr. Raleigh to think of a horrid, shameful thing like that. “Oh, Rosa, Rosa, please, please, let… let me call him up if you know where he is… I–I'd rather take a worse spanking and get it from him,” I sobbed.
She shook her head, “No ma'am, he told me you might say that, an' he say for me to tell you that if you don't let me 'n Selena spank you, he going to look at you when he comes home Friday morning and if he see your b-bottom isn't spanked, he going to whip us both awful hard and give you the hardest spanking he ever gave you, Mis' Lucille. That's what he say!”
“Oh, Lord, oh, it's awful,” I groaned, wringing my hands in anguish.
“I know, Mis' Lucille, I'm awfully sorry, an' I sure don't want to do it to you, but I don't dare disobey Mr. Raleigh, no more than you do. You know that,” she said compassionately. “Besides, he told me Selena was to watch an' see I gave you a good spanking tonight, an' tomorrow night. I have to watch her spank you, to make sure… what he say… your bottom gets what it needs… Oh, Mis' Lucille, please forgive me. That's just what the master said.”
I was in an agony of fearful humiliation and distress. If only he'd have put off my punishment — though I hadn't done anything wrong, I knew — and given me double when he did it himself, it wouldn't have been so hard to bear. But to do this… And then I remembered how he had made me “prepare” Rosa. And this was no doubt his cruel, mocking way of showing me that in his home I was no more immune from punishment than Rosa and Selena. Never had I so felt the degradation of my position with him as now. I knew too with sinking heart that to try to resist or evade the spankings would mean that I would be severely whipped and heaven knows how often or what other forms of “discipline" Mr. Raleigh would devise. I had to submit myself humbly, as if it were directly to him himself, but the worst part was having one of the girls watch this while I was being spanked by the other. I groaned, “Oh, R-Rosa, please, I… if I let you… tonight… please, don't have Selena there to see. C-can't you do it yourself the-the way he wants? I promise I'll never tell him she wasn't there. Surely you can do that much for me. I'll die of shame if anybody sees while you-you do it to me.”
She shook her head slowly, looking down sorrowfully at the floor. “Oh, no, I can't do that, Mis' Lucille. I'd sure want to, I know how you feel, sure enough I do, Mis' Lucille, but he tells me just what to do and he said Selena she got to watch tonight and me tomorrow when Selena does it. Mis' Lucille, please don't take it so hard. You know it isn't me wanting to do this to you, don't you?”
“Y-yes I know, Rosa,” I sobbed, trying to control my tears. “I mean…” I couldn't go on, my throat choked up so.
“Just before you go to bed, Mis' Lucille, you supposed to-to take off all your clothes.”
“Oh, Lord-oh, Rosa, please, no, no, he didn't say that, surely,” I cried in despair.
But she shook her head again impassively, and replied dolefully, “That's just what Mr. Raleigh say, Mis' Lucille. I'm bound to tell the truth. All your clothes and then get over my lap after you give me the hairbrush. When I finished spanking, then you have to… to… thank me for doing it for Mr. Raleigh. That's just what he say again, Mis' Lucille. And then put on your nightie and go to sleep.”
I burst into tears and buried my face in my hands, weeping hopelessly while she shook her head compassionately and left the room. I ran up to my room and threw myself on the bed and cried like a child for a long time, despondent, forsaken in my shame and loneliness. I had no parents anymore, no friends who would help me, no money or any way to get it and escape Mr. Raleigh. No, no, I was his slave now, and he was showing me by this supremely humiliating order, passed on to someone else, a servant in his home, that he meant to do whatever he liked with me.
But slowly I resigned myself to my ordeal, though the thought of it made me groan and blush violently: to have to strip naked before those two lovely girls and put myself across one of their laps while the other watched to make sure my-my bottom was… well… spanked. Oh, Lord, what agonizing shame for a girl. But-but I had to accept my fate. I had to… and-and the sooner it was over with, the better, so far as my shame and humiliation were concerned. I lay there trembling and blushing, reliving in my mind all the things Mr. Raleigh had done to me since that first terrible evening when he had made me strip naked in front of my parents and appraised me and then bought me as his slave girl. Time dragged slowly. I was dying of anxiety. Once or twice I got up with the idea of going to Rosa and asking her to do it now and get it over with, but my pride and shame prevented it. It was not till quarter past ten that there was a knock on my door. I had been sitting in the armchair, with a book, whose pages I mechanically turned but without seeing. I dropped the book with a gasp and stammered, “C-come in.” The door opened, and Rosa entered, looking very embarrassed, and behind her was Selena, both in their black silk dresses, white aprons, and dainty little lace caps which Mr. Raleigh made them wear in their service.
“It-it's time, Mis' Lucille,” Rosa said, not unkindly, clearing her throat nervously. Tears came to my eyes and I clenched my hands in an agony of nervous mortification, but I determined not to cry or make a spectacle of myself. Yes, the best way was to face it quickly and have it over with, then I could be left to myself and cry in my despair at the awful way Mr. Raleigh treated me. I said nothing, but began slowly to undress, putting my dress and slip on a straightback chair near the bed. I took off my stockings and elastic garters, then my shoes, and I stood in my brassiere and step-ins, miserable with embarrassment. The two lovely colored girls stood looking down, Selena behind Rosa, trying to be as self-effacing and impersonal as possible. And I was grateful for this consideration. I could not put this awful moment off any longer and so, with a stifled little sob, I took off my brassiere and then hesitantly slipped down my step-ins and, stepping out of them quickly with a gasp that made my whole body shudder, picked them up and put them with my brassiere on the chair over my dress and slip.
Rosa had gone over to the armchair and seated herself smoothing her skirt and keeping her eyes away from me. I realized now that I had to bring her the hairbrush. Selena stood beside the chair, glancing covertly at me, and I felt my face and throat and forehead burn with shame as I walked to the dresser and got the hairbrush and slowly came back with it. Trying not to look at Rosa, I handed it to her, and then, biting my lips and closing my eyes, I laid myself down across her ample lap.
“Mis' Lucille,” Rosa murmured softly, “Selena, she supposed to hold your hands so you won't get off or try to stop me.”
I uttered a choking cry of dismay and nervous despair.
“Oh no, no, no, Rosa… Pl-please, don't. No, I promise I won't do that, don't make me do it, Rosa, please don't, this is just awful without-without doing that,” I groaned.
“I–I sorry, Mis' Lucille, but the Master tell me that what you have to do. He say he going to ask me if you did exactly what I told you,” Rosa replied.
I burst into a stifled sob, as I raised my arms and felt Selena grasp my hands quickly without a word. I cannot describe the atrocious despair and humiliation I felt now, draped over this beautiful girl's lap, waiting for her to spank my bare bottom with my own hairbrush while the other pretty servant was holding my hands and no doubt watching me to make sure, as Mr. Raleigh had commanded, that Rosa spanked me properly.
She put her left arm around my bare waist just as he had done, and that mortifying contact made me shudder and groan with my terrible humiliation. “Are-are you ready now, Mis' Lucille?” she asked nervously. “Please, please don't be angry with me for this. It's what Mr. Raleigh he done told me I have to do to you.”
“Yes, yes, oh, for Lord's sake do hurry and finish it, then, please, Rosa,” I groaned, “I'm so horribly ashamed.” And, bowing my head, abandoning myself across her lap, I waited with shuddering flesh and agonized soul for the first stinging noisy blow to fall on my quivering, tensing hindquarters.
The grasp of Selena's hands added immeasurably to my distress, for this additional witness of my own sex to my degradation was almost more than I thought I could bear. In a pitiful quivering torment of moral distress and with that physical apprehension which I can never get over no matter how many times I am spanked, I waited-waited for this designated by-proxy punishment Mr. Raleigh was inflicting on me. And so unjustly… All I could think of was that I must not cry or ask for mercy no matter how much it hurt, for Mr. Raleigh would, with his usual cruel fascination for all details pertaining to a girl being spanked or whipped, ask the girls how I had taken my correction.
And then suddenly the back of the hairbrush cracked soundly against one of my bottom cheeks: the spanking had begun. I steeled my muscles against it, clenched my lips tightly and kept my eyes closed. I heard the girls' quickening breaths, and even that impersonal sound seemed like a new shame added to my misery. Holding my waist tightly with her arm curved over me, Rosa smacked my naked upturned bottom with the hairbrush with a slow, methodical rhythm, first on one side and then the other. She spanked hard too, almost as hard as Mr. Raleigh would have done, and as the smarting spread over my quivering rear, I found it more and more difficult to lie passive across her lap. My fingers shifted and tensed in Selena's hold, which shamed me fearfully. Rosa descended the hairbrush emphatically, and I felt it land in progressive measure from the top of my behind to the base of it, just as Mr. Raleigh would have done. I had not the least doubt that my lovely disciplinarian was adapting herself to this new role based on her own experiences under Mr. Raleigh's punishing hand.
As the blows succeeded one another and the stinging of my bottom grew more and more pronounced-happily I had been able to suppress all my cries and only allowed feverish gasps of pain to escape my tightened lips, though the warmth of my bare bottom now was making my hips twist and start a little every time the hairbrush smacked it-I began to wonder whether Mr. Raleigh had given Rosa any orders as to the length of the punishment and, with this thought remaining in my mind as she continued with inexorable regularity to spank my squirming and burning bottom, I gasped, “Oh, oh… please, Rosa, t-tell me h-how many times must I bear it before it is over. Please tell me so-so I can know what to expect and endure it submissively.”
“The Master say till all your bottom is very red, Mis' Lucille,” Rosa said softly, in a gentle voice in which I detected sympathy and perhaps admiration for the stoicism I had thus far shown. “An' he say Selena she supposed to say when that time come.”
“Not yet, Mis' Lucille,” Selena spoke up, tensing her hold on my trembling hands. “I awful sorry to have to say and do these things, jist lak' Rosa, but it what the Master he orders me to do, please, Mis' Lucille.”
“Oh… oh d-dear… it's all-all right… only please get it over quickly, then, Rosa,” I gasped tearfully, gritting my teeth and preparing my stinging naked flesh anew.
“Yes, Mis' Lucille, I know how it must hurt,” Rosa responded. And with this I felt the hairbrush crack down again on the middle of one of the throbbing naked cheeks of my bottom. I started nervously with a gasp, for it had been so awfully hard and crossed and tightened my bare legs, bowing my head again, which I had raised in my convulsive movement under the resumed punishment. I had tried to count, and believed it was about twenty-four spanks she had given me thus far. I was sure my bottom was very red by now, for it certainly pained me very much. But I suppressed the desire to ask, for my shame was already so great that tears were blurring my eyes, and I waited wretchedly in my humiliation for the rest of my spanking.
Rosa did not hurry. Much to my despair, she continued the same methodical way of spanking my bare bottom: first smacking one cheek and then the other, beginning at the top of my seat and so progressing down to my thighs, then spanking me gradually back to the top of my bottom again. By forty, I was crying uncontrollably and fidgeting and rubbing my thighs together back and forth and uncrossing and crossing my ankles, for I had tried desperately not to kick as that would have been too shameful an evidence of my suffering. My bottom burned me terribly, but the prolonged time of this proxy discipline, as Mr. Raleigh called it, was perhaps the worst to bear. If only she would hit me more rapidly, I feverishly told myself. Oh, how much more did I have to endure?
She kept on now, after a slight pause… forty-four… forty-six, forty-seven. And at the forty-eighth spank which bit harshly into the base of my throbbing, furiously burning hindquarters, I raised my head, my heels kicked to-and-fro, and I sobbed tearfully, “Oh, please, please! Isn't it over yet? Please, it hurts dreadfully. Please. I'm sure my-my b-bottom…
Rosa's arm tightened round my waist and I heard her say comfortingly, “Not yet, Mis' Lucille honey. Now you just be a brave little girl for awhile, and it will be over soon. That right, Selena?”
“Uh huh, Rosa. Her bottom's gittin' awful red now. But you tell me Mr. Raleigh done told you Mis' Lucille, she supposed to get a good hard spanking,” said Selena in her sweetly husky voice.
“Oh, Lord, oh, my bottom hurts me terribly already, Selena,” I sobbed, forgetting all my pride in the face of this complacent sentencing to more suffering. “I've had a good hard spanking already. Oh, please, it's as bad as Mr. Raleigh ever gave me.” And then I turned red and caught my breath sobbingly for this admission before the lovely servant girls seemed the very utmost of my humiliation.
“Now you lie still an' grit your teeth, Mis' Lucille honey, and we'll finish up very soon,” Rosa said comfortingly to me, patting my bottom with the hairbrush, no doubt meant for a sympathetic gesture, but one that made me burst into tears of shame and misery. Then again I felt the sharp loud cracks of the brush descending on my writhing, squirming, burning bare seat, and I cried out in suffering, my hips and legs getting out of control from the violation of my nerves. I kicked my legs frantically, squirming over her lap, and I felt Selena tighten her grasp on my twisting hands.
“Oh, please, oh, please, no more, oh, ow… oh. Rosa, please let me off now,” I sobbed frantically, turning my tear-stained face back to her just as I had done with Mr. Raleigh, forgetting all my resolutions before the terribly smarting, throbbing, searing of my naked hindquarters.
“I think she had enough, Rosa. How about it?” Selena said.
“Yes! Oh thank heavens.” I sobbed in relief, wanting to plunge my hands to my furiously swollen bottom and soothe the gnawing heat that invaded every inch of it. It was Selena who, murmuring words of sympathy, helped me rise, weeping bitterly and rubbing my seat unashamedly as I stood trembling, head bowed, before the beautiful servant who had spanked me so severely at Mr. Raleigh's order…
After a time to let me exhale my sobs and tears, Rosa stammered, “You-you have to-to thank me, Mis' Lucille-just like Mr. Raleigh said. Please don't be mad with me, Mis' Lucille, it-it makes me want to cry to spank you so hard… You know why I had to do it…”
Mastering my sobs, I managed at last to falter out the atrociously humiliating formula Mr. Raleigh had exacted: “Th-thank you R-Rosa for sp-spanking me in-in Mr. R-Raleigh's place.”
“Y-yes, oh Lord t-till t-tomorrow night,” I groaned miserably, as I stumbled to my dresser and took out the black silk nightdress which was my only one and which held such terrible associations for me of punishment, humiliation, and physical repugnance.
I got into bed, lying there on my sides, my poor bottom feverishly throbbing, and could hardly say good night when they both said it to me, turned out the light, and left the room.



CHAPTER 4: SELENA'S PUNISHMENT OF ME


The next day was even more anguishing for me to endure till nightfall, because my poor bottom was awfully sore and sensitive from Rosa's spanking and I knew I had to endure more from Selena, who would not spare me either. I was restless with my anxiety and shame and I longed for Mr. Raleigh to come home and spank me himself. Yes, even if it meant he would… take his other… satisfaction of me afterward. Thus I had become a frightened, conquered white slave girl to this handsome, cruel, strange man whose prime interest in a pretty girl seemed to be to whip and humiliate her instead of showing affection before her lovemaking.
The evening dragged more agonizingly than the previous one had done as I waited with trembling suspense and mortification for my hour to come. And at last it did, at about the same time. The girls came to my room, and, this time feverishly impatient to get it over with as quickly as I could, I had already anticipated them and taken off all my clothes and was sitting on my bed, my face red with shame and quivering with despair and tension.
When Selena seated herself in the chair, I got off the bed, thinking to go to the dresser and get the hairbrush as before. But Rosa spoke up nervously. “Mis' Lucille, Mr. Raleigh he just call a few minutes ago an' he asked me about last night. I told him you took the-the sp-spanking like a good girl, and he say that's fine, but he tell me Selena, she suppose to use the strap on-on-you tonight. And you have to bring it to her from his bedroom, Mis' Lucille an-an kneel down and give it to her and tell her what it's for…”
“Oh, Rosa, Rosa, no, oh please-oh… oh… let me wait till tomorrow morning, please, I beg of you,” I sobbed, wringing my hands in my desolate shame at this alteration of my unjust and degrading “discipline.”
“Oh, I'll gladly take a harder spanking from him, and I'll tell him I refused to let you spank me and fought you-”
“Uh uh, Mis' Lucille, I can't do that nohow, honey. Mr. Raleigh tells me he knows you going to want me to do that, and we supposed to tie you down if you don't obey what he tell you to do. An' then tomorrow, if he find out you dort't obey, he going to have you tied up and make Selena and me whip you with the martinet, Mis' Lucille… You better do just like he says, honey, cause I know how that awful martinet hurts a girl's bottom.” And that reference to the time the girl had soothed my cruelly whipped bottom after he had taken his unnatural will of me made me weep harder. Hardly seeing from the tears in my streaming eyes, I went to his bedroom, got the black leather strap which he had first used on me as I knelt tied up on that backless chair the first awful night, and returned to my room sobbing and trembling as I knew what shameful ritual I had to perform now.
I knelt down, holding up the strap to Selena, who had taken her place in the armchair, and tearfully sobbed, “H-here is the strap Mr.-Mr. Raleigh wants you to-to spank me with to-to keep me obedient, S-Selena.”
“Yes, Mis' Lucille. Now you get over my lap and Rosa she hold your hands so you won't roll off, Mis' Lucille he say if you do so, we have to tie you and give you lots more punishment for that. Mis' Lucille honey, please be a good girl and be brave. I don't mean nohow to do this to you, you know that,” Selena told me huskily.
And once again I took that degrading, juvenile, embarrassing position across the lap of the young girl, felt her slim arm grasp round my bare shivering waist, and Rosa grip my trembling hands…
Then the strap began to blaze its way across the twin cheeks of my upturned helpless bottom. I tried to be encouraged, but the hard spanking of the night before coupled with my mortification at this way of being punished by servants-for I could not tell myself they were more than this, no matter how kind and sweet they really were- destroyed my stoicism. And soon I was crying and twisting and kicking my bare legs haphazardly as Selena impassively cracked the wicked flexible leather strap over my bottom, back and forth from top to base, just as Rosa had used the hairbrush. But the strap, smacking as it did each time across both my hindquarters, agonized me a good deal more, and I jerked at my held hands and turned my head around to beg Selena for mercy by the time she had given my poor bottom twenty-five strokes. It was Rosa then who told me I must grit my teeth and bear it, for my spanking wasn't near over and that Mr. Raleigh had said he thought that fifty was a proper amount for a naughty little girl to get… And those words of his which I knew to be convincingly his own, repeated by her, made me sob and weep like a child as I lay squirming and trembling over Selena's slim lap. She resumed the whipping after a pause, gently asking me if I was ready, and I begged her feverishly to hurry and finish it just as quickly as she could because my bottom hurt me terribly still from last night. She only said she had her orders and I would have to be submissive and try not to get off her lap. “But Mr. Raleigh said I could cry as much as I wished.” And that ironic, cruel remark of my master-for there is no other name for him now-brought a new crisis of sobs, interrupted harshly by the resumption of the noisy burning cracks of the strap in Selena's slim strong young hand.
The heat in my poor bottom became intolerable. I kicked my legs wildly, heedless of the shameful exposures of my person that I made. I turned my head back constantly to sob for mercy, to implore her not to whip me so hard, as I knew my poor flesh was just as red already as it had been last night after the spanking. But she only shook her head and said she had to give me fifty strokes just as she was ordered. And then the horrid strap fell on my writhing, convulsing, flaming bottom again and again, while I screamed and pleaded uselessly, tugging at my wrists, kicking, trying to roll off her lap-at which she warned me gently, her arm keeping me back in position. And her blows after I had tried that evasion seeming to land harder than ever. I cried. Oh how I cried, bereft now of all pride and courage, under the fiery searing of the smacking leather thong. Till at last through my tears and sobs, I heard Rosa say, “That's fifty now, Selena honey. Let Mis' Lucille up so she could thank you. That what Mr. Raleigh ordered.”
And again, though I could hardly stand erect, so furiously did my poor bottom burn and smart, I had to go down on my quaking knees and sob out my formula of gratitude for this degrading and painful humiliation.



CHAPTER 5: MR. RALEIGH RETURNS


The next morning Mr. Raleigh returned home in great good humor, and summoned me into the library, where he told me he had brought a good many things for me, as well as food and paint supplies, some new books, and other things for me. “So, please be good enough at once to take off your dress and slip and let down your panties and come lie across my lap so I can inspect that plump lovely naughty backside of yours.”
Flushing hotly with shame, tears in my eyes, I obeyed him silently and soon was draped submissively in that position I had come by now to detest, as to my mind it is the most humiliating a mature woman or girl can take, especially with a man whose sole concern is for his own greedy satisfaction at one's suffering and shame.
He pinched my bottom annoyingly, patting and caressing it alternately as well as pinching. Each cheek received its full, prolonged, and atrociously humiliating inspection, and he at last said, “Yes, it's still quite red. I trust Rosa and Selena spanked you hard, Lucille dear?”
“Oh… oh yes, Master… terribly hard.”
“Which was the worst, the hairbrush or the strap?” he continued, stroking my naked hips as I quivered and blushed violently.
“The-the strap last night, M-Master,” I stammered feverishly, feeling my naked flesh crawl and prickle with apprehension and shame under his appraising, sly caresses.
“I see. The girls tell me you behaved very well considering, and I'm delighted to hear it. For if you hadn't, I'd have been forced to give you a really serious whipping, my dear. Now I want you to come to my room with me and try on some of the lovely things I bought for you.”
This was at least a novelty which, from the feminine viewpoint, I could take delight in… I could, save for the fact that Mr. Raleigh would watch me dress and undress, with no secrets hidden from his rapacious, knowing, eager eyes.
And that indeed proved to be the case. I spent a long, terribly mortifying hour in his room, modeling dance sets of lovely black and white satin, sheer black stockings attached by the narrow taut tabs of a white satin garter belt he had purchased for me, slips and high-heeled pumps of various colors, lovely dresses whose only flaw in my eyes was that their skirts were very short, coming down just to the knees. Also, he had some gaily colored rosettes, or French garters, for me such as the maids wore. The panties, too, were quite immodest, being very tight, some open and some closed, and very brief, especially several pairs of white jersey net which fitted my bottom and hips like a glove and showed off a good deal of the lower part of my behind. He made me take several spanking poses wearing just these and black silk stockings, red rosettes, and high-heeled pumps. I had to grasp my ankles and thrust my trembling, taut bottom up before him as he sat in his deep armchair, kneel down with my head between his legs while he patted my bottom playfully and told me how pretty it was and how these tight brief panties showed every curve of it and made a spanking more delicious, because with white panties like these he could spank me a very long time without having to worry about how red my naked bottom got. And he advised me not to give him any cause to want to experiment with that. I had to lie across his lap, my breasts bare while he felt them and my bottom at the same time. Then I had to drape myself across the arm of the big chair, kneel in it with my head resting on the back's top and holding on to the back. Also to kneel on a heavy mahogany low coffee table on all fours-in the position I had first had to take for a spanking from him that awful night — while he walked about, smoking a cigarette and making admiring and immodest comments about my body, till my face was burning red with shame and tears glistened in my eyes.
Finally, when I had modeled all the lovely things he had picked out for me-and I must say he had rare taste for a man, except that, as I have said, the panties and brassieres and dresses were much too revealing for my modesty's sake-he said to me, “Lucille dear, I think you ought to be very grateful for my bringing you home such lovely and expensive presents, especially when you've been naughty and have had to be spanked twice in my absence.”
“I–I am-am v-very grateful, Master,” I stammered, ill at ease because I was still wearing the brief white jersey panties, black hose and pumps, and nothing else.
“And I hope, then, you are ready to prove your gratitude, my dear. Especially if I let you off a spanking now, which I had originally meant to give you just so you won't forget how my punishment methods differ from the servants', eh?” he continued.
I blushed vividly, lowering my eyes, and stammered nervously, “Y-you know I–I always am obedient to you, M-Master.”
“Well, yes, though still sometimes you have your own interpretation of obedience. However, we'll let that pass, as I'm in a very good mood. Suppose, as a starter, my dear, you come here on your knees, open my fly, take out my cock, and give it a very sweet loving little kiss, just to show how you've missed me. After that, we'll see how grateful you really are.”
With a gasp of outraged modesty, I hastened to obey, my cheeks a burning red-but knowing the other set would be even more painful if I did not do exactly what he wanted at all times. It was shocking for me to have to do this to a man. Before, when he had made me kiss his… thing and put it into me… I felt I was being forced. But this act was as if I did it of my own free will to thank him for the clothes, and I was frightfully embarrassed by this. Nevertheless I conquered my feelings and tried hard not to show them as I did exactly what he told me. He made me kiss it a good many times, and then lick it all the way down to what he called his “balls” and then take the tip in my mouth and suck it noisily and “work at it gently with that pert little pink tongue of yours, Lucille.”
When he stopped me his… organ was fearfully hard and throbbing hot, as I knew from contact with it. And then he said to me, “Now get me a scissors from the drawer of my secretary and bring it to me, my dear.” Wonderingly, I did so, and then he drew out the stuff of the sheer tight brief panties in front and to my amazement and mortification cut out a wide hole… exposing… my… spot.
“These,” he said jokingly, “will be your 'poking and punishment' panties, Lucille. From now on, you will wear these any day I tell you in advance that you are to be punished. I may or may not poke that lovely tight little pussy of yours when I finish with your naughty backside. But still, if I decide to do so, you will be ready. You have no idea how deliciously tempting you are to a man wearing just that and black stockings and pumps with heels that raise you up and bring out all the play of your sweet muscles, my dear. Now then, since you've made my cock hard for your furry little nest, get down across my lap at once and fit it into your pussy, for I mean to give you a little loving spanking while I poke you, and I think you will find it different from an ordinary punishment.”
Horribly confused and embarrassed at his singular orders which had the effect of shaming me beyond anything I had known-except perhaps when he did me from behind that awful night- I took the pose required, and awkwardly managed to fit his… organ… into my… spot… till I felt it slip well up inside me. Putting his left hand on one of my naked breasts which lay in the air just beyond his knees, he began to feel my naked bosom and to spank my bottom smartly with his right hand, while telling me in a low, excited voice how naughty I was and how I needed constant discipline, instructing me to squirm and wriggle my bottom but to take care his “cock doesn't slip out of that hot little nest it likes so, Lucille…”
The spanking, though moderate enough at first, grew sterner as his excitement mounted, and soon I had no need to be told to move my hips about, as the burning sensations in my hindquarters forced me to uncontrollable maneuvers. Also, my tears and sobs stirred him furiously and suddenly, for the first time in my life, I felt that searing ejaculation of his seed deep in my vitals.
He drew me off his lap in a moment, wan and trembling with his satisfaction, then bade me go to his bathroom at once, where I would find a douchebag, and gave me shamefully embarrassing, minute details on how to use it to keep from having a baby, as my lovely bottom in the “poking and punishment” panties, as he told me, had been so exciting that he wanted for the first time, “to bury my naked cock right to the balls in that sweet pink pussy of yours, Lucille.”
Then, when I had finished, he made me dress, still in the same panties which exposed my… spot so wantonly: a white satin brassiere, black lace-trimmed slip, green silk dress, and took me driving in the car. For he was going to paint. This time I had to take off everything but my shoes and stockings and rosettes and model for him, and once more he peeled a switch and directed me with stinging cracks on my still reddened behind. I had to model for two hours, and it was bitter chilly. So I was shivering when he finished. Jokingly he said that what I needed was a bare-bottom warming which would stop my getting cold anywhere else, and so I had to hold my ankles and put my head between his legs while he touched up “your pretty plump red bottom” with about twenty smarting cracks of the thin pliant switch. Finally he allowed me to dress and we drove back for dinner.



CHAPTER 6: SHAMED BEFORE THE OTHERS


To my great relief, he exacted nothing further of me that night, or the next, but after supper on Sunday, he ordered me to get Rosa and Selena and bring them with myself to his library.
Once inside and the door closed, he told us, to my distressed embarrassment, “I have neglected you, Rosa and Selena, while I've been away, and since only Miss Lucille was properly supervised, it's only just that you both should have a good spanking now. Though she tells me you both conducted yourselves well, still you know that I firmly hold that regular punishments keep young girls from misbehaving. And as for you, Lucille, you are going to be spanked too, just as an advance to ensure your remaining docile and obedient. So all of you will take off your dresses and slips, kneel down beside one another on that couch, holding hands to keep in position. I'll lower your panties myself… Come, be quick about obeying my orders, or you'll get more than I am going to give you.”
“Oh, M-Master,” I groaned, shamed beyond anything he had yet done to me, feeling the ignominy of my status acutely in having to accept a mortifying chastisement in the company of these two lovely servants, “Please, won't you give me mine alone? I–I promise to be very good and you can give me extra, but please don't whip me now with them.”
He stared at me coldly a moment, then retorted, “I shall give you extra all right, no fear of that, my dear. And I advise you to start undressing the way Rosa and Selena are doing now unless you wish this punishment and then another privately from me right after it, which will be rather taxing on that sensitive backside of yours.”
Cowed once again by his threat, I sobbingly began to undress. Selena and Rosa by now had removed dresses and slips and knelt down side by side on the couch, Rosa holding Selena's left hand with her right, and burying their faces on the top of the couch's back. He rose and watched me as I hastily took off my dress and slip and moved to the couch, then ordered, “Lucille will kneel between you two girls. Make room for her this instant!”
Shuddering with supreme embarrassment and dread, I knelt down between the two girls, Selena gripping my left hand with her right and Rosa taking hold of my right hand with her left hand.
“A very pretty picture of three naughty culprits waiting punishment,” said Mr. Raleigh mockingly as he approached and stood contemplating us. “An ideal subject for a painter… only I fear I am going to paint with something more painful than a brush and on a far different sort of canvas. Now keep in position, all of you, or you'll be sorry you didn't.”
With that, he came to the couch and, bending to Selena at my left, quickly and deftly lowered her panties to her knees, then went over to Rosa and did the same to her. He stepped back, with the eyes of a connoisseur to inspect us, and again praised the effect of this shameful tableau. I was wearing a pair of very thin pink silk panties with white lace at the hems and front, and he commented that he would permit me to retain them through the part of my punishment, as first of all by arguing with him I had earned a supplement, and so he would not see the condition of my naked bottom till after he had “prepared” it with a sound spanking. I hid my face from the other two victims, my hands nervously fidgeting in theirs, and I was trembling violently as I waited in desperate suspense for him to begin this shamefully immodest chastisement.
I heard him open the drawer and then return to us. Then he said, “While in town, I purchased a few interesting punishment instruments, and the one who cries the most during the first part of the spanking is going to make the acquaintance of one or another of these. So I advise you all to be as submissive and quiet as you can.”
I glanced swiftly and in terror back to see what he held in his hands, and saw it was the black leather strap with which I was all too familiar. Turning my face quickly back, I resolved to bear it bravely, as I had tasted it often before and knew its effects, painful though it was.
He began to whip us. Starting with Selena, on whose pert well-muscled oval bottom he laid three stinging, loud blows of the strap, he passed over to Rosa, and inflicted the same number on her spacious amber-colored backside, drawing a gasp of pain and a squeeze of my hand in her distress. Selena, on the other hand, had remained stoic during her first taste of the wicked strap.
In an agony of suspense, I tensed myself, but to my astonishment he returned to Selena, dealing her four swift blows which at last broke through her defenses, for she burst into tears, “Ohh… ooowwwwohh, Master, oh, it hurts!” and then again I heard Rosa gasp tearfully as three sonorous smacks told me her full ample bottom was vibrating under the force of his strong arm. My bottom twitched and shrank repeatedly as I prayed for him to stop this torture of suspense and begin my punishment. And at last I felt the searing force of the leather thong wrap across both my bottom cheeks with an energy that warned me bitterly that he was in rare whipping form and meant to spank us all severely. I stifled my cry well enough, but I squeezed my comrades' hands spasmodically and bit my lips, shivering all over.
Now he began to whip us alternately, laying a hard stinging cut across each of our bottoms in turn. Rosa was in tears, as was Selena, but as I had fewer blows by actual count, I was able to remain quiet except for some choking groans and sobs. He seemed perfectly tireless, and unquestionably this new spanking event stimulated him to energetic efforts, for I had never felt the strap land so cruelly across my hindquarters as I did this time. After about twenty blows, I was sobbing and twisting uncontrollably, at which Mr. Raleigh ironically commented, “So those panties are not of much protection after all, are they, Lucille, my dear?”
“Oh n-no, Master, oh, the strap burns awfully,” I sobbed.
“Remember, my dears, the one who cries out the most will get an introduction to my new punishment instrument,” he warned.
And all of us moved by the same juvenile, shameful fears, tried to compose ourselves, shifting on our knees which sank down distressingly into the soft luxurious upholstery of the couch, readjusting the grasp of our quivering fingers, and hiding our tear-stained reddened faces against the back of the couch.
I do not think any spanking before then or quite some time after agonized me quite so much as this one. For it was hearing in one's ears the terrible smacks of the leather strap on the naked bottom of your companions in misfortune and waiting with shrinking, burning flesh for your own turn to come, that made each biting cut of the strap finally, when it came, an agony to bear.
Several times he paused before one or the other of us and dealt her bottom two or three hard smacking cuts in succession. And by now all of us could hardly restrain our cries, while our faces were drowned in tears and our twists and contortions grew more and more uncontrollable than ever as we kicked up our heels, jerked our burning hindquarters this way and that, or lowered them, only to be told sternly to get back in position at once.
When he had given all of us about twenty blows of the strap, he stopped and then came to me and drew down my panties to my knees while I wept unashamedly, twisting about from the gnawing fury that invaded my entire bottom. “Hra,” he said, “you seem to have the reddest bottom of all, Lucille, my dear. However, I am not yet quite sure which one of you deserve the additional punishment, as all of you made the same amount of complaints and cries. So I propose to give each of you ten strokes with my new punishment cane, which is adapted from the English schools and which will be very new to you, I am sure. The one of you who carries on the most during her ration will be the unfortunate loser, and she will be introduced to still another instrument I procured for the special purpose of disciplining naughty little girls.”
He went back to the secretary and from its open drawer took out a curious little cane, with crooked handle, made of light straw-colored malacca as I later learned, about two feet long, very thin and flexible, which he whisked in the air ominously while we sobbed and groaned and twisted our naked reddened bottoms about in terrible apprehension. “Prepare yourselves, and be courageous,” he admonished as he came back to the couch.
Then bending toward Selena, for I watched covertly out of tear-blurred eyes, he put his left hand on her shoulder and, drawing back the cane a short way, whisked it deftly across the upper part of her furiously and dark-reddened bottom cheeks. She uttered a shrill scream of pain, her bottom lowered to her heels, and sobbing hysterically, she turned her head towards him and gasped, “Oh, Master, Master. Oh, for God's sake, I can't stand it! It cuts me so to the bone, Master. Oh, Lordie, it's the worst I've ever felt you use.”
“I'm gratified to hear you announce its qualities, Selena, my dear,” he replied ironically as he always does when he is whipping a helpless girl. “You see, it's not necessary to strike hard with it to be felt. Just a dextrous flick and the smart lasts and lasts and lasts a good long time, doesn't it?”
As he drew the cane sharply a second time across her bottom, a little lower down, I felt her hand tug savagely at mine, heard her shrill, “Ahrrr… oh, oh, oh, yes, yes, Master, oh, its just awful oh, please, please, use the strap instead Master, and I'll bear it bravely.”
“You have eight cuts remaining you, Selena, from this cane,” he replied, “and, judging from your noisy reception of them, I fear you may be the unlucky winner of our little tourney. But we shall see.”
With this, while Selena squirmed about frantically, sobbing and shifting her slim small hand desperately in my own convulsively trembling grasp, he passed over to Rosa, while my heart shrank. For I was dying of suspense and yearned to have this cruel punishment over with, the worst of any I had had to bear in all my life.
“Hold still, Rosa, and keep that big backside of yours well up so I can get at it,” he remarked callously as he put his left hand on my right-handed companion's smooth amber-skinned bare shoulder. I couldn't help glancing round as I knelt there with my panties clinging to my knees and my bottom smarting dreadfully from the hard strapping he had given me. I watched him draw back the cane about a foot, then cut it straight across the broad firm curves of Rosa's very red and inflamed naked bottom, taking care that the tip of the cane itself did not strike the flesh. It did not seem to be a hard blow, but Rosa uttered a wailing cry, dashed her bottom about frantically, and began to cry like a child, her hand shifting restlessly in mine. A second blow drew a moaning sob, and Rosa sobbed tearfully, “Oh, Master, oh, Master, it bruises me so bad, oh, yes, yes, it's lots worse than the strap, Master, I'll be good, so good, if you'll let me off any more of that dreadful cane, Master!”
“You are going to get your full ten, like the rest, Rosa. Now hush up while I try the effects on Lucille's tender bottom,” were his terrible words. “Oh, Lord, oh, Lord,” I groaned frantically hearing this, and I gripped my companions' hands with all my strength and pressed my mouth hard against the back of the couch so it wouldn't make me cry out loud enough to be sentenced to any more whippings.
He took a dreadfully, cruelly long time about it, and when at last I felt his hand press against my bare trembling shoulder, I gasped almost with relief, and tensed my reddened, throbbing bottom expectantly, for the cries of Rosa and Selena had told me what to expect.
But, alas, not one half of it. I felt a sudden atrocious stinging across both the lower cheeks of my bare bottom, and my hips jerked violently beyond my control at the intense, searing pain. Then, after growing numb, the pain started to throb furiously as if it had penetrated deep into the flesh and attacked the very bones of my body, just as Selena and Rosa had described so vividly. I couldn't help crying out sobbingly, but kept my mouth pressed against the couch and so I managed to register not too noisy a complaint.
“And what do you think of this little cane, Lucille, my dear?” he asked, keeping his hand on my shoulder while I knelt, cringing, my back arching, my throbbing, fiery bottom yearning to lower to my heels against the suspended menace of that atrocious little cane.
“Oh, it-it's awful, just awful. It does hurt lots more than the str-strap or the h-hairbrush, M-Master,” I groaned tearfully. “Oh, please give me all ten strokes right now so I can endure them and not make you want to punish me anymore, Master.”
“You should know by now, my dear, that I punish a naughty girl just as I wish, and I hope you're not trying to dictate to me how I should correct you?”
“Oh, no, oh, no, no, not at all, Master,” I stammered, terrified with the danger in his level voice. “Please excuse me for saying that. I–I'll always submit to your orders, Master…”
“See that you do then, and confine your comments to tears and sobs, my girl,” he told me. And at once I felt a fiery slash of the cane against the base of both my hindquarters that seemed to tear into the very roots of my body.
I burst into frantic tears from the awful, lingering pain, which seemed to get more intense as time passed. For a while I still felt the cruel bruising smart of that first cut, and I jerked my hips about so violently that he warned me to keep in position.
Then, returning to Selena, who was crying softly as she watched him come to her, he applied slowly two more sharp cuts across the upper portion of her naked swollen and reddened seat which drew wailing pleas for mercy from the pretty young girl, and she jerked away her right hand from my grasp, at which he sternly ordered her to resume the hold and lectured her on her naughtiness.
Next he came back to Rosa, who was sobbing softly and trembling, as I felt from her hand in mine, and laid two slowly spaced deliberate cuts across the full middle of both hindquarters. She twisted about so furiously that he had to warn her too, and added a third cut which drew a strident, “Ahrrr. Oh, my bottom, my bottom, oh, Master, no more. Please, don't whip poor Rosa's bottom anymore!”
“You have five left now, my girl, and thus far you are most likely to be the one who stays for a little extra discipline,” was his reply as he took his stance in back of me. With a sharp sobbing gasp, I readied myself, but not tensing my muscles, as I had discovered already that this effort seems to make the atrocious lingering bruises of the cane even more ferocious.
Nevertheless, it was all I could do to keep from shrieking when slowly he placed three separate cuts over both cheeks of my bottom, the first at the top, the second at the base, and the third bridging my bottom cheeks in the plumpest part. And my contortions lasted a long time after he had finished with me, while I was almost breathless with my choking sobs.
He moved back to poor Selena, who was weeping uncontrollably as she saw his approach, and informed her she had six cuts left to suffer, while Rosa and I had only five. He made her stick out her naked rear more at “the proper angle,” as he so cruelly and ironically put it, and then, keeping his palm lightly pressed on the small of her supple sleek arching naked back, applied two vertical cuts, first on the left cheek, then the right of her discolored, furiously inflamed bare bottom.
The weals crisscrossed those previously laid on, and Selena's shrill screams testified to the suffering thereby caused, for he had to threaten her with an extra four cuts to make her get back into position, and left her writhing and sobbing pitifully as he passed beyond me, shivering there, and my eyes blinded with hot tears, back to poor cringing Rosa who was murmuring fervently, “Oh, Lordie help me, oh Lordie help me. It hurts me so,” which I overheard, united as I was in misery with these two beautiful punished and suffering girls.
He prolonged his stay before her, first applying the sixth cut straight across the lower curves of both plump bottom cheeks, then whisking the supple pliant instrument vertically against the broadest and firmest part of each cheek in turn. And under these latter two strokes Rosa screamed hysterically for mercy and lunged and did a sort of a dance on her stockinged knees, crying desperately from the pain and begging him to spare her, avowing she would do anything in the world he wanted of her if he would only stop. I reddened with shame to hear a young woman have to demean herself so to a man that she would give him her body to stop the pain of a humiliating whipping that should not be given to any living being… but my own turn was next, and my heart beat wildly as I cringed and trembled, hiding my face against the couch and gripping my companions' hands with a feverish expectancy.
I felt him tap the cane slightly over my bare bottom, patting the place he no doubt meant to spank next, and I sobbed aloud as I steeled myself, huddling my thighs even though I knew the tension of my muscles would make the blows more bruising. And when the cane, after lying over my bottom for what seemed an eternity, finally drew back and then dashed across the lower part of my hindquarters, I uttered a piercing cry and shook my hips from side to side and up and down in frantic contortions as if to cast off the unbearable aching burning sensation it had left.
“Four more, my dear,” he murmured hoarsely, as he put his hand on my neck and forced me to arch myself out to the dreadful little implement, with which I now felt him pat the base of both my bottom cheeks, “You're doing better than I'd expected, I will say that. So don't let me have to keep you here when this final position is administered.”
“Oh, I'll try, I'll try, Master, but if you only knew how it eats into my poor flesh,” I sobbed fervently, agonizing, my flesh crawling with torment of anticipation as he continued to pat the place he had selected.
The seventh blow landed just where he had previously marked it with this cruelly gloating and humiliating caress of the cane, and I bit the couch in my agony, rolling my head, my hips, my thighs from side to side in an ungovernable suffering, my shoulders shaking with my frantic sobs. He kept his hand on my neck, and then I felt the vertical blow of the instrument on the left cheek of my swollen fiery bottom, making a crisscrossed welt with those just left by the cane, to say nothing of that punishing strap with its broader if lighter markings. This time, I could not control the frantic, hysterical cry that surged from me and I twisted and lowered myself interminably…
Thank heaven, I heard him leave me and return to poor Selena, who was moaning, “Oh, make it over, Master, please, for God's sake make it be over soon. It hurts me, oh it hurts my poor bottom so.”
He gave the poor girl all four of her remaining strokes. I couldn't watch. My eyes were blinded and swollen with my own tears and suffering, but from the way she wrenched her hand in mine and cried out sobbingly and begged him to pardon her, I knew they must have been dreadful.
“Now then,” he said more briskly as he came to Rosa, “Rosa, you have three cuts due your big naked backside, which is very much used up. And you, Lucille, have just two… Yours seems not much less marked, my dear. These final strokes will determine who is to remain here for extra punishment. So I advise you both to summon all the courage you possess, as I mean to lay them on rather severely.”
With this, to my terror, he put his left hand on my right shoulder and I thought my time had come, but instead he dealt Rosa the first of her three remaining cane strokes, full across the plumpest part of her agonized behind and she screamed, a long-drawn, piercing, wailing scream, “Ahrrrrrrrrr. Oh, have mercy, Master, oh, have mercy now on Rosa. She'll be so good from now on if you'll only stop with that awful cane. Master.”
A second blow, whose dry thud I heard landing horribly on her swollen martyred flesh, responded to this heartrending plea, and again her screams were wild and desperate as she tore her hand from mine and clawed the back of the couch, wriggling and twisting about in her ferocious sufferings. He ordered her to maintain that pose and stick her bottom well out for the last cut. Then I heard him patting her lightly with the hellish implement and warning her that she knew she must submit to anything he ordered. Finally, he concluded her whipping with a solid cut that made me shudder at its thudding violence, and her agonized shriek rang out uncontrolled, followed by convulsive, hysterical sobs.
It was my turn now, and I tried to bring all my courage to bear, digging my nails into the sofa, crushing my tear-drenched swollen face against it as I waited in an agony of mind and flesh for the termination of what might be the very finale of the whipping… or, oh, God help me, the signal for a new ordeal of torture to my bruised and swollen, throbbing naked flesh.
He took a cruelly long time to finish me off, ordering me to keep my bottom well up, then patting it all over till I winced and sobbed in my terror and could not prevent my flesh from twitching and contracting which I know must have been entrancing to him, for he remarked that I was much more lovely when I had been well whipped, and I had a particular charm for him when my big white bottom was red and twisting about. My shame, I cannot describe. To have to hear these immodest comments about my naked body in the presence of the two other girls of my own sex, and the fact that Mr. Raleigh could force all three of us girls to accept submissively such humiliation only increased my repugnance and dread of him.
At last the ninth cut fell, vertically on my right bottom cheek, and again my resolve to be brave failed me, for I screamed aloud in my suffering. But even as I was crying out, the cane dashed sternly over the top of my bottom for the final cut of all as I prayed, nonetheless drawing a new frenzied twisting about and shifting up and down on my knees, while my tears ran freely.
“Now then,” said Mr. Raleigh hoarsely, “I think I may say that all three of you have been adequately whipped for your naughtiness in my absence. Lucille, you may go back to your room, put some cold cream on your bottom, and go to bed. I shall not be visiting you tonight, by the way.”
Shamed though I was at this announcement of my physical bondage to Mr. Raleigh, I nevertheless felt this most exquisite relief at being pardoned more of the dreadful whipping. I picked up my clothes painfully and stumbled back to my room, still sobbing from the feverish heat in my behind, which was the greatest it had ever been in all my life in getting punished.
It was a long time before the agony of my bottom permitted me to fall asleep, but at last I did. At breakfast the next morning, Mr. Raleigh told me that he had judged Rosa guilty of making the loudest outcries, and, after sending Selena to her room, had taken off Rosa's brassiere, shoes, and stockings, tied her up on a chair like the one on which I had had my first whipping from his hands, and then given her fifteen spanks with a hard rubber paddle he had purchased in town at the shop of a leather goods worker who had made these to order and other instruments for him on special order. He added ironically that he had had to stay with Rosa all night long to console her, for she seemed quite feverish from her severe punishment, and that he was sure she would be a very good girl from now on. It was Selena who served us breakfast, eyes downcast and still reddened from crying.
And so, in this energetic and cruel manner, I have been treated by Mr. Raleigh ever since. His methods vary at times, yet they never tend to lessen the severity of the whippings I receive from him nor the desire to continue to humiliate and punish me that follows most of them. It is, in my mind and opinion, the worst form of humiliation a girl can endure: to be made to be submissive to the man who has just whipped her.
Mr. Raleigh whips me about once each week now. When I first arrived, of course, he whipped me more often. But, as though fearing he might tire of the amusement, he has arranged it so that it takes place only once each week. Sometimes I am tied up for the whippings, and at the others I am made to lie across his knees. That, of course, is aside from the occasional whippings I receive from him for little acts of disobedience.
I doubt if my father ever intends to pay back the money he borrowed. I have been the slave of Lester Raleigh nearly a year now, and during that time my father has gone deeper in debt to him. I fear my period of slavery will never end till Mr. Raleigh cares to end it.
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