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The Prussian Girls





Prologue


The year was 1729. The winter on the plain north of Rathenow already promised particular severity, even in October. It was sixteen years since Friedrich Wilhelm I, the “Royal Drill Sergeant” as he was called in the courtyards and corridors of European Ministries, had become the first Hohenzollern ruler of Brandenburg and established such rigorous discipline as the keynote of his State that it was now widely known as “the land of the Corporal's stick.” As for the Army, he had initiated a severity unknown since Roman times; one of his first ordinances was to decree that any soldier resisting discipline should run the gauntlet thirty times.
But this atmosphere of drill and discipline, in which the individual existed only for the State, by now permeated every institution, including the family. Of his son, this new and self-styled King of Prussia had fulminated-“That snot-nose, he shall have the whip before he has a wife.” And he would have him tried as a common deserter, for leaving his country. It was, in fact, in the year in which our story opens that the young Prince Friedrich's supposed love-affair with Dorothea Elizabeth Ritter, the demure daughter of a Potsdam Rector, had been discovered. The result? The following official decree:

“His Majesty orders Klinte, Councillor of the Court, to have the daughter of the teacher who is here under arrest whipped tomorrow… She will be whipped first before the Town Hall, then before her father's house, then in all corners of the town.”

She was at that time sixteen and a half.
Thus the Hohenzollern territories were united in little less than a mystique of the rod. Schloss Rutenberg, of which this story tells its tale, was but one of several such ladies' seminaries, where daughters of the highest families in the land were sent for training as mothers-to-be of the new State which was determined to take the smile off the face of a Europe that despised it, largely for being no more than thirteenth in size of population. Procreation was encouraged. Almost the only offense unpunished in the Army was that of drunkenness. The maxim that no one asked of an inferior anything he would not face himself meant not only the celebrated tours de baton in the Royal household itself, but that upper-class seminarists such as those of Schloss Rutenberg were treated, for this brief training period of their lives, virtually pitilessly. No less than total stoicism was demanded of them and, firm in the conviction of their country's eventual glory and their King's, they asked no quarter. Indeed, their parents were grateful for this rigor for which they themselves might have lacked both time and taste.
The school itself was set on flat land, whipped by easterly winds, though its walls were thick enough to stand a series of sieges. This outer wall was topped with a bed of mortar and broken glass and spiked gaffs, a prison-like rampart that formed the limit of the girls' domain for three terms a year, one they left only for brief walks in military formation under the attendance of a mistress and two Prefects, or Praelictors. Entry was by a ponderous gate, studded with iron bolts and again surmounted with jagged iron spikes. The whole place, from its bell-turret trellised in iron to its bare, barred cellars and even the gigantic, gnarled trees of its grounds, was calculated to inspire awe and stamp into its denizens that rigid regulation of the passions which had become the new Draconian Law of the land. This solid structure, with its massy, creaking doors, monotonous corridors, and the barren arrangement of its schoolrooms, was calculated to break and bend, an academy founded on control-and it is to one of these last that our historian's eye conducts us.



Genius of Flagellation,

O Incline Thy countenance, severe and yet benign,

On us thy worshippers!

Do Thou infuse Our spirits with lusty vigour to abuse

All weaker beings plac'd beneath our sway!

Grant us yet more occasion, night and day,

To wreak fresh torments whereso'er we may;

Inform our wits with cunning to invent

Still new varieties of punishment:

Bless Thou our arms, hallow each instrument!

Provide more helpless victims, fair and fresh,

To feel the greedy and insatiate lash;

Till the whole world acknowledges Thy power,

And multitudes agree in a blest hour

To let the host of humankind become

A kind of universal naked b-m,

Gross, like the measure of all natural crime,

Naked, as Nature form'd it in her prime,

And destin'd only to be lash'd thro' space and time!

Enthrone on high Thy flagellant elite,

Lap them in joy forever keen and sweet,

And all the rest cast down beneath their feet.

Mid fire and smoke and exhalations foul

Confounded all together in a common howl.

George Colman, Squire Hardman, 1871.






Chapter One


It was a long, high room with pointed windows, barred on the inside and a vaulted oaken ceiling. Ranged in seemingly endless regularity across this space were a number of desks, at which worked girls of various ages between, approximately, fourteen to seventeen. At the far end, under a large oil lamp, stood a mistress, behind a pulpit desk of impressive proportions. Over her head-or rather behind it-reigned a colossal clock, and by her side was a bucket, in which steeped long birch-rods.
In actual fact, there were no more than some thirty-four pupils under her care tonight, this being the Evening Preparation period for the Junior, or Vorschule, class in the school. This term the Schloss Rutenberg had swollen, under parental pressure for admittance, to as many as seventy-one girls, who were divided into three classes-Senior, Junior, and Schaum (or scum) as the new girls, in their first year, were known. This term there were exactly a dozen Schaum; there were fifteen Senior girls, and ten Praelictors. There were eleven mistresses, excluding the school Matron and Head, or Direktrice. Excluding these two, they were all single, young, active and vigorous. Fraulein Katte, the evening Monitor, or Mahner, of Junior Prep was quite typical of these. Twenty-eight years old, dark and broad-browed, she had been at the college-if such it could be called-some seven years already, having graduated from its ranks. She wore her on-duty uniform of soft black leather becomingly. This was no longer than a three-quarter man's Court coat. It fitted her closely to the bosom, was drawn in by a wide leather belt from which hung, at one side, a bunch of keys, and at the other a ritualistic black leather switch, and its skirt swung its hem higher than her knees. But the mistresses at Schloss Rutenberg did not suffer from cold. They wore thigh-high boots, with steeple heels and so highly polished and tightly laced they shone like black glass.
The girls seated before her, hunched over their bethumbed books, wore a uniform peculiar to the school. Except for that of the Praelictors, it consisted in something similar to a Greek tunic or abbreviated dancing costume. For the Junior class (and of course for the Schaum) this was extremely short, hanging just beneath the bottom, and caught in at the waist by a fairly slender chain. For Seniors it was gold in hue, for Juniors green, and for the scum it was a positive and symbolic brown. Thus were the Hohenzollern colors incorporated, at any rate.
Schaum wore black stockings, impeccably upheld by biting garters, Juniors were permitted a moderately lighter shade, and Seniors lighter still. All heels were veritable stilettos. As little was worn under these brief woolen tunics it might be thought that these children of the aristocracy would get cold. The pages that follow will hopefully testify that they were kept tolerably warm. But let us focus to one bent back in a center row, and one pair of pale blue eyes gazing sightlessly at her be-seamed and time-worn text, over which her short fair crop would occasionally stir, as she tried in vain to memorize her lines of Caesar for the morrow.
A careful observer, one looking over her shoulder, might have noticed the stain of a tear on that monotonous Latin. For Monika Vorst was going to get a whipping. It was not the first she had had, nor the last, but a saying among the sufferers in this school was that a whipping brought on whipping, and she simply couldn't concentrate on her recitation. It was no good. She only hoped and prayed she would not be called on by the mistress the morrow. Her mind kept straying, like her eyes, to the clock. It ticked stertorously.
The time was half past eight, and at nine the Duty Mistress held her notorious session with those unfortunates who had been put up on the Duty List. This was one of the most dreaded moments of the day, for all concerned. But the woman would have to get Monika's individual report over soon. The girl sighed. She shifted her thighs. Under the tight green knickers her bottoms felt shivery and wobbly, and twice as big as usual. She wondered if it showed, behind. A book dropped and she jumped.
It was the girl in the desk to her right. As the book had fallen open near Monika's feet she reached to help pick it up. A note was stuffed hurriedly in her hand. Two bright eyes caught hers.
Slowly, under carefully cupped fingers, Monika read the single word scribbled in pencil-“Gluck!” Good luck. She ventured a quick glance across the aisle, and caught her friend Barbara Mack's eyes in a sympathetic squeeze of commiseration. Then she swallowed the morsel of paper, barely moving her gullet as she did so. That had been decent of Barbara. If they'd been caught, Fraulein Katte would have given Barbara ten with the birch. At least.
The door swung open and Monika's world crashed about her. For a second she couldn't catch her breath. A tall Praelictor called Else Gundling strode in, wearing her uniform of office-in her case, of the same soft black leather as the mistresses', but the skirt in very short pleats falling over smoky stockings, tautly hauled, and knee-length leather boots. These clicked with precision as the eighteen-year-old girl went up to the Monitor's desk in silence, curtseyed, and whispered something. Then she was coming along the aisle to Monika, whose heart began to hammer like a… like a…
“Duty Mistress requires to see you. Follow me.”
Sickly closing her Caesar, Monika stood up and — with nobody looking at her but everyone looking at her-followed the Praelictor out of the room. Once outside Gundling led off smartly down long stone corridors, lit by flares. She marched in martial tread-left, right, left, right-and Monika had to keep step with her, just behind. The girls were not allowed to talk. The shadows fled over the strong broad shoulders of the figure leading her, yes, to hell. Round Gundling's thick neck was the gold chain from which hung a P, symbol of her office-not for Prafekt, but for Pflicht, since she was Duty Prefect for the day. The shoulders tapered to a surprisingly narrow waist, caught in by a broad leather belt, and beneath that the hips thumped out lustily to either side, making the brief skirt swing, as the heels struck down sharply at the flagstones. Monika was feeling sicker and sicker-it was all happening so fast, so irrevocably-she tried to breathe in deeply, half-tripped round a corridor, heard an irritated “Come on!” and was soon aware, at the end of their flickering vision, of the long, long corridor leading to the West Wing and the little area, or parade-ground, in front of the Duty Room. Before she knew it, the Praelictor had reached this, turned completely round, standing to attention with her back to the wall one side of the door, and staring expressionless over Monika's shoulder.
“Hurry up. Knock,” she hissed in a whisper.
Monika stepped up shivering to that plain deal door whose vision had filled so many Prussian girls with trepidation. She raised her hand. She had to knock. But her fingers refused to function. She bit her lip. She was going to cry. Perhaps to pee. After all, it had been such a very little fault. Hadn't it? Speaking to a mistress without being spoken to. An accident, as a matter of fact, a slip, but as in the Army every accident at Rutenberg was treated as a crime. How many then? Talking out of turn was surely only six. It couldn't be more than six, could it… Wedell wouldn't give her more than…
“Oh come on,” said a voice and the Praelictor beat her own knuckles on the door. A low “Herein!” resounded in a woman's tone and Monika constrained her fingers to open the door, enter the room, close the door behind her, march to the center and curtsey to the two women standing there, one slightly behind the other.
It was a large rectangular place with a wooden floor of ebon black and a general impression, at first always, of being furniture-less. Like some gymnasium, or stripped prison antechamber. An air of stern gloom hung over all.
This was not relieved, for Monika, by the sight of the two mistresses. The one who stood closer back to the fireplace was Fraulein Holz, of whom Monika had inadvertently asked a question, without being addressed, or raising her hand first, that morning. Thus incurring mandatory chastisement. The one in front was much more impressive, however, since she was not in the customary uniform. Fraulein Wedell, as Duty Mistress for the day, did wear the gleaming, creaking thigh-length boots, it was true, but above these what she had on was no more than a most skimpy tunic of spotless white, a heavy Tours silk, caught in at the waist by the usual wide belt but the skirt falling, in a slight flare, over the firm slopes of her hips from which it depended briefly, in suggestive reign, on the tops of her brilliant boots. She had on the chain of office and a golden P was embroidered between her breasts. At thirty-two Fraulein Wedell was a massive beauty with a rather flat face, slumbrous eyes and a mane of brown hair held back in a slide. Under her tense, gourd-like breasts, whose nipples prodded like thumbs at the stuff enclosing them, she bent a long and springy cane, yellow, highly polished and concluding in a knob, at the grasping end. She looked as if she could cane extremely hard, which she could, and enjoy doing it, which she did.
All this had Monika's gaze, fixed straight in front of her like a soldier's, taken in, as well as-to her right-the outlines of a leather-padded vaulting horse. These occasional punishments could be treated in various ways. In this case they had probably decided to take her over the horse. But her thoughts were interrupted from further speculation on her fate.
“Monika Vorst?”
“Yes, Fraulein.”
“You stand accused of speaking to a mistress without permission. Report of Fraulein Holz. What do you plead?”
“Guilty, if you please, Fraulein.”
“Have you anything to say?”
“No.”
“Do you wish to appeal?”
“No.”
This ritual over, Monika waited with bated breath.
How many?
“You will receive eight strokes with the cane.” Eight!
“Thank you, Miss,” she said hastily.
“Strip,” came the command and again hurriedly, as if there were suddenly no time, Monika reached under her tunic and slid her green knickers down and off, leaving them neatly folded on the floor. Then she tightened up her stockings and folded her skirt into her chain-belt. After which she stood to attention again.
The Duty Mistress came forward and for a second inspected her naked front. Monika had a heavy bulging mound adorned with strong curls rather darker than her hair; her vulval lips were pulpy and close-seamed. Evidently satisfied the mistress went behind.
“Lean forward, hands on your knees.”
She palped and pressed the flesh of the young buttocks carefully for a moment. Monika knew she had marks from a previous beating behind and the good Fraulein was feeling the extent of bruise left, if any, in order to see if she should use the same spot again. For maximum pain within the just limits of allotted discipline was a sine qua non of Schloss Rutenberg, as elsewhere in the kingdom.
“Bend over there.” The quiver of willow indicated the horse.

It was a low one and Monika stretched over it in the correct pose-feet astride, her belly on the leather top, which inclined slightly down, her arms in front of her, her hands gripping the wood at the side. She stared ahead at a far wall, on which was a rack of canes in parallel lines. She heard Fraulein Holz come forward, the two exchange some comments, and she heard the Duty Mistress step well back and to one side. Above all, she heard the sudden thumping pace and that tearing of stretched silk which was the noise the cane made as it whirred through the silent air about her, more compelling a sound than any in her memory and, indeed, more frightening than the little dry thuck of its licky impact.
By then it had happened. The limber limb thrashed round her fatted flesh low down, causing her a blaze of excruciating pain. She gasped and clenched her teeth, so as not to cry out. Seven more.
There was a long pause, for these mistresses were expert in the minutiae of physical chastisement, knowing that the feeling of leisurely endlessness was an essential ingredient, and timing their cuts to succeed at the maximum moment of mounted sensation.
Tthhhrrrrrllll-wuck!
Two.
Monika said nothing. She was being thrashed now, and she knew it. She was a privileged member of a master race, a race of gods and goddesses, descended from the mists of old, ancestors of glory, and she put her tongue between her teeth, bidding herself bite through it rather than disgrace her body and cry out. All she uttered were stomach-deep grunts-“Huink!”
Three… four… five… you could get to five or six with one of these light canes, but anything more began to be a problem.
“Lower,” murmured Fraulein Holz, from behind her.
Phrrrrwuppp!



ONLY TWO MORE!


It was a good thrashing and, though low, well spaced-out so that the whole of her bottom stung, hard. Wedell always had a lot of weight in her cuts. If only she'd get these last ones over with quickly. Monika knew just what she looked like from behind-a pair of welted buttocks which, try as she might, could not keep from squeezing and squirming and rolling, the slotted oval of her sex shamelessly on display beneath. She jammed her knees into the woodwork and found that her fingers were scratching at the same in front.
“That one made her jump a bit.”
There was low laughter.
“Anyone would think she wanted it… up her.”
“One of our Emperor's lange Kerle!” Ph-ph-phrrrrrpp!
Monika lost and found her tongue-“Haiee!”
That had hurt very considerably indeed. Oh God, how that beastly cane could sting. She shot out a leg. Christ! Could she hold it for another! She had to… for Brandenburg, for… Prussia. She knew the Praelictor outside would be counting the cuts, which would come to her as thin flicks of air and she wondered if a finger would be under her skirt working up a hungry tongue of gristle in her slit.
Phhhhrrwpppp! Over!
But this was the worst. The pain was at its very worst about thirty seconds afterwards, and lasted so for a full minute; she had to show her control by waiting for Erlaubnis, the ritual word of permission to get up, and then she had not to rub herself after. She tried to freeze herself to the horse, tried to still the seething writhing of her ribbed cheeks in her rear.
“All right.” she heard.
She stood up a trifle unsteadily, clamping hands to her sides to stop them wandering, out of control, made weakly for her knickers, which she shiveringly pulled up. Having frantically tugged down her skirt she approached the Duty Mistress, dropped to one knee, said, “Thank you for punishing my fault, Fraulein,” and kissed the tip of the cane. To her dry lips it seemed somewhat warm. Then she was blundering out.
The Praelictor waiting outside, just under the well-known Duty List, frankly grinned when she saw Monika's writhen lips, and miserably fisted hands at her flanks. Although she was not supposed to speak, she said, “Good caning? I hoped you were going to get ten.”
She started striding back. Monika stumbled into step behind, but was now able to grab her beaten buttocks and knead them beneath her tunic. The Praelictor walked fast, knowing (as knew mewing Monika) that the pain was still mounting nicely in the pair of whipped bottoms and that self-control on re-entering the classroom was going to provide a salutory task of will-power. It was for that one went to places like Schloss Rutenberg, after all.
“Hey, keep in step,” she more than once turned back angrily to declaim.
A good caning? Monika knew it had been. Excellent. Eight sweeping strokes right under her chubbiest parted person, a seething cauldron of purplish weals that made her suddenly pant and stop, squirming, her forehead pressed to the ice-cold wall.
“Please, Gundling. Just a second. Honestly. We-dell cuts so tight.”
“Come on. Or I'll have to report you for Dawdling.”
The Prae was pulling at her tunic when, from an intersection ahead, a mistress appeared. She was young and pretty, with rather mousy hair, and under normal circumstances they would have detected her approach by the jingling of keys at her belt. This mistress as yet wore none. She was new this term and her name was Maria Daunitz, from near Gentin. By chance she had got to know Monika Vorst and came forward, smiling shyly, at the already much embarrassed girls. Stopping in corridors was a caning offense. In some schools you had to run in all passageways.
“Poor Monika. Have you just been caned?”
“Yes, Fraulein,” came the answer, after both girls had curtseyed.
“Let me see.”
The mistress parted skirt and panties and inspected. The weals were thick and hard and hot. Another caning across them could be agonizing, if well applied. Which, at Schloss Rutenberg, it invariably was.
“Hurt a lot?”
“Yes. I was j-just…”
“Well, you'd better be on your way, hadn't you? I know the Head doesn't approve of Dawdling in corridors. Any more than I do.”
She tapped the slabby butt and watched it joggle out of sight, round another turn of the corridor, as Monika followed the martial Prefect. As the latter finally opened the schoolroom door for her charge to enter she, too, smiled. The girl was doing well. It might be interesting to find out one day, one night, if she… and just which dormitory was Vorst in?
“Thanks, Gundling.”
“Just as well it was that new mistress. Or, she'd have had both our hides.”
Red of face and wet of eye, but hands beside her, Monika went up to the Monitress and requested permission to return to Prep. It was granted and, when she resumed her desk, stood at it, as was required of any girl who had just suffered correction. In the total silence of the softly ticking room, every aspect of it proclaimed one thing and one only: I have been caned… I have been well caned across the naked buttocks and it stung like such sheer hell I wished I didn't have any. Eight slow juicy strokes, driving in just above the sulcus until I wanted to scream and squirm but I couldn't. I couldn't, because of my country's honor. At Magdeburg a soldier had just had his ears and nose cut off. Probably been decapitated or shot thereafter, she wasn't sure. What was a trifle of stripes on the seat in comparison? All the same the tip did eat in like fury. She could feel it still.
Across the aisle Barbara Mack saw sidelong the little fatty quivers that shot through that jut of rump. Her eyes were moist and gleaming.
Yes, it was still hurting a very great deal-as each single breast, beating beneath those thin green tunics knew. Monika herself bore no resentment. Such a notion never even got near to her mind. She was happy she had again “come through,” without disgrace, and that was simply that. It had been a routine beating, and thus another ordeal and challenge to rise to. Like an athletic activity, in many ways. She had broken a rule, and reaped the consequences. She admired Wedell for making it so painful, so “tight,” and knew she had got everything out of her eight strokes she could. Once or twice she had been a trifle wild, she had “overhit” perhaps at the end, but by and large it had been a methodical, calculated caning of the type that made you feel corrected through and through. Monika's burning bottom now felt thrice its size, heavy as lead, but she knew corporal punishment achieved its goal. If she made that same mistake again, she'd be more likely to get a dozen. And anyway the worst of the smart was now subsiding nicely, melding into a pervasive heat, and sense of satisfaction at her center. Relaxed and torpid, she stared at Caesar's rank prosaic prose and knew she would have to borrow Barbara's bone thing from her again tonight.



Chapter Two


“What I am at a total loss to understand, Fraulein Daunitz,” said the figure standing behind her desk, almost exactly one hour after this scene, “is why you allowed this to happen both so early in the term, and in front of a Prefect. You know our rules by now.”
“Yes, Frau Direktrice.”
She did. As a new mistress, Maria Daunitz had arrived at Schloss Rutenberg three weeks before first classes. She had been thoroughly drilled in the regulations by the permanently resident Matron, a grim woman called Steinkopf, and for five days prior to school opening assigned to one of the younger mistresses, Ingeborg Untermacher. She knew the regimen by heart, had been familiarized with all the tricks of the trade, such as soaping the skin or sitting on stone, on the part of the girls, to try to lessen corporeal sting, as well as devices on the part of their superiors, like leaving off one's key ring in order to move more quietly and catch out offenders.
For such, it seemed, was their relentless and unremitting task at Schloss Rutenberg. No girl was ever to feel free of the suddenly descending Damoclean sword of “tight” chastisement. The mere passage of a mistress, with her thinly dangling switch, ought to, and did, inspire a frisson to ripple the skin of even the Seniors. Nothing was “let off,” nothing allowed to get lax. Finally, each evening for five days Inge had taken her charge to the gymnasium where, under the expert eye of Frau Dick, gym mistress and champion high-diver, Maria had practiced her aim with cane, switch, strap and martinet on a leather-simulated buttock for the purpose. Those had been among the merrier moments of her preparation, while Frau Dick would call an encouraging “Good shot!” or advise more follow-through, and transfer of weight, and grinning Inge would “ouch” and rub her bum. For if in the new Army the officers were more feared than the enemy, at Schloss Rutenberg the motto was that the mistresses should be feared more than fear itself. And the Headmistress, Elizabetha Grumkow, had her name spelt in the souls of several past sinners t-e-r-r-o-r. She had never been known to forgive a single offense. That was why Maria had shivered in her steeple heels when the maid had knocked at her door-“Frau Direktrice would like to see you, Miss.” It was an invitation that boded no good. Nor, she found out soon enough, did it do so in fact.
Elizabetha Grumkow was not tall. She inclined, especially in comparison with her usually towering mistresses, to look rather short and stocky. One did not inquire the age of the Frau Direktrice but it might have been forty, a very fit forty indeed. She had actually a friendly, open face, blue-eyed and square-jawed, with a laughing slant to her lids under a close crop of sandy hair. This one seldom saw since she affected, certainly in duty hours as now, the uniform of an Army officer, involving a white pigtailed perruque. She wore high boots, gallooned at the thighs, and extremely tight-fitting fawn trousers. These fitted her, in fact, without a crease behind and since she wore the flaps of her three-quarter coat pinned back, as was fashionable, the prominent, stubborn jut of her chubby cheeks was aggressively visible, as it bounced about. She stood now behind her desk, on which were decorously littered a glove the world (Hohenzollern territories turned towards her), books, compass, divider and the like. Between her fingers she toyed with a long switch of black whalebone.
Maria Daunitz knew she was for it on entering. She had dropped to her knees (a girl would have prostrated herself), been bidden to rise, and stood now like a sentry, staring straight ahead, as the Frau Direktrice paced about, “lecturing” her. Some spying eye had seen, and reported, her encounter with Monika in the corridor; by rights she should have sent the girl back to Duty Room for more. Part of her punishment was to control herself in front of her colleagues while the worst of pain still raged beneath. It must have been some maid who had seen, or even the Matron, though it was said that the Frau Direktrice's eyes were everywhere. You were seldom unobserved in Schloss Rutenberg. All the same, as it was her first “offense,” Maria hoped she would be let off with a warning. She badly needed this employment, her parents having perished two years before in an accident at sea. But her hopes of a pardon began rapidly to wane, and fall with her heart to the well-carpeted floor. The Frau Direktrice was shaking her head almost sadly.
“You know that to have any favorites is one of the worst of crimes in a mistress?”
“Yes, Madam.”
“Excessive Leniency is punished extremely strictly.”
“Yes.”
The Headmistress thought. “Even though it is your first time before me, I don't see how I can possibly let you off. You are aware that it is a principle of our whole regime to demand especially high codes of conduct from those in privileged positions. All our mistresses are whipped when in error, and of course more severely than their pupils.”
“Of course, Frau Direktrice.”
“Were you whipped at home?”
“A little.”
“How? What with?”
“My father's belt, as a rule, Ma'am.”
“Across the buttocks?”
“Yes.”
“Hm.” The Headmistress mused. She took an elegant time-piece out of a fob-pocket, consulted it, and sighed. “Well, I shall have to have you flogged. You understand that, don't you, Daunitz? Obviously I can't let this go by unpunished. I'm only sorry it's happened so early in term, but perhaps that is all for the best, and will clear the air between us a little. The girl will have to be thrashed again, too, and the Praelictor concerned.”
“Er, with your pardon, Madam,” Maria ventured a little dully, “it was scarcely the latter's fault. The girl's perhaps, but I do not think Gundling's. She was indeed trying to hasten the youngster on.”
There was an ominous silence. It was broken by a cold tone-“Fraulein Daunitz, I am not certain you quite understand Schloss Rutenberg. All in all, it will probably do you a lot of good to meet with a whipping yourself this early. Nothing goes unpunished! Do you understand?” The little Empress of a woman stamped out the words, imperiously, and Maria Daunitz paled.
“Yes, Madam.”
“Our girls are being molded into mothers of a superior race, a new breed of man, able to withstand all shocks and stresses to the system. You must not relax your attention a minute-not if you are to stay here, Fraulein, rather than be sent to the vaults of Spandau for a spell. No, we are hardening this womanhood in its own interest. All our girls are grateful to us later. Why, I had one writhing in here this morning just for looking impertinent. A fingernail too long, an unpolished shoe-heel, anything, anything, I tell you. Your job is to keep after them all the time. No, you will be flogged, but first you will cane the girl in front of me here- without mercy, do you understand-eight more cuts and work across her previous weals, and then we shall decide what to do with the Prefect. Apart from yourselves, they always,” finished the Frau Direktrice rather gloomily, “get it the worst of all.”
“Yes, Ma'am.”
The Headmistress rang a bell, and took a seat behind her table desk. Maria remained standing. After a while there came a timid tap on the door and Monika Vorst appeared. She prostrated herself full length, burying her nose in the carpet, and was duly told to rise.
“Fraulein Daunitz has something to say to you, I think,” was the dry comment of the Directress.
Turning to the new mistress Monika's eyes softened in greeting. They had passed in passages and courtyards and a genuine rapport had sprung up already. But this gaze fell when she saw the hostility the other had conjured into her own hazel orbs.
“I have just been telling the Head here about your disgraceful little exhibition in the corridor, Vorst. I suppose you thought I was going to say nothing about it. The only reason I did nothing about it at the time was that I knew the Head would appreciate the demonstration of courage you would give, when ordered a duplicate copy of those lines you just received.”
The crestfallen look of the little Backfisch achieved a comicality. Fingers plucked at her tunic, notably behind. Her eyes swelled moistly.
“I'm going to give you eight with the cane for Dawdling, and let's see you show our beloved Directress how well you can take it, Monika.”
“E-eight. Please. Mistress.”
“Strip.”
The girl looked forlornly from one to the other. The Frau Direktrice watched in silence, with amused eyes. The girl's fingers worked weakly, unconsciously at the command. Soon she was as she had been an hour before, in the dreadful Duty Room. Only now the cheeks were richly wealed, with purplish, swollen lines, blotchy black on the right where the tip had fallen. A few more cuts would bruise the whole buttock area, Maria knew, but she steeled herself to be impersonal in her task.
It was the only way to effect it properly. She had still a long way to go, however, in the eradication of pity from her mind.
She took the cane she had been allotted by the Head and whisked it through the air a few times. Then she pointed.
“Stand here with your feet together and lean forward. Stretch your arms up over your head, and let the Frau Direktrice see your face while I whip you.”
The pose was assumed on pitiful feet. It had not been prearranged and Maria chose it on purpose. She thought the Headmistress would like it, and have much of her attention taken by that really picturesque pageant of expressions that pain pulled over even the most stoic of countenances. Chiefly, however, Maria would be able to spare the poor girl a trifle in this way, but cutting into virgin skin. Heavens! When she turned to address her victim, whose outstretched arms pulled up her pathetically quivering bottom-globes, she had to blink. To hit into that lumpened blue bruise at the very bottom would be hell. After sixteen strokes with a stiff yet supple stick like this anyone's bottom might justifiably feel it had had enough.
“Further forward still.”
Maria thrashed the girl well. Each stroke juddered the buttocks, which cringed in as she slowly straightened. Her neck muscles stood out, her jaw was locked like a terrier's. It was the first caning Maria had administered and she only wished it had been deserved. There was an undoubted, scientific satisfaction about any work well done, and each flinching squirm told her she was cutting true. But she let the cane whip in above the other stripes.
“Hou! Au… wen!”
Seven. One more. A really good one. There! “Au weh, mein Gott!” whined the girl with shaking knees.
Maria let her stand there for a moment. She wondered whether she or the Head ought to give the Erlaub'. The girl's blonde pudding-bowl crop had fallen forward, curtaining her screwed-up face slightly, and she stretched erect, trampling with her feet, like a bow. Finally, she herself said, “All right.” A quick thrill went up her spine as she saw the tensened hands grab back, the lithe body arching in a hectic pant. She rubbed and panted until Maria said crossly, “Get on your things, and let that be a lesson to you.”
When Monika Vorst had dressed, curtseyed, prostrated herself, and left, the Headmistress continued to sit in taut silence.
“Is there anything else you require, Frau Direktrice?” Maria asked uncertainly.
“No, I don't think so, thank you. I shall now have you flogged.” She paused, then went on, “You accomplished that task quite well, Daunitz. Make sure that girl reports to Matron in case there are any cuts or grazes, for the pimentade, and return to your room. I'll send for you in due course. In the meantime just let your mind dwell on your impending punishment, it helps to drive it home.”
“Thank you, Frau Direktrice. Did you wish me to send you the Praelictor first?”
The woman shook her head gravely. “No. I'll let you see how we deal with Prefects yourself. Wedell should be finished with her Duty Room shortly and then she'll flog you both.”
“Thank you very much.”
“You know, I suspect, that a Prae is never thrashed in front of other girls-that is, unless she is being reduced to their ranks in the bargain. Similarly, for the sake of discipline, a girl never sees a mistress under the rod, of course. No, that would be unthinkable. Excessive Leniency is not a common crime here. Normally, I might send out for an Orderly Flugleman from the barracks to administer the infliction on your person, but in this case I think Wedell will suffice. You realize, of course, that the choice of her is entirely coincidental, and that she will, as Duty Mistress for the day, merely be carrying out her duties to the letter by doing what I say. It might just as well be the other way around. In any case, totally impartial. And as severe as possible. You will not bear any grudge.”
“Of course not, Head. Only gratitude.”
The blue eyes held hers for a moment. “I'm glad. Frankly you showed considerable promise as a corrector just now. I hope you can receive chastisement as well. It will be across the bare buttocks, bent.”
“Thank you, Frau Direktrice.”
“You will not require any clothing beneath the skirt.”
“Yes, Madam.”
“Oh, and Daunitz.”
“Ma'am?
“You won't get up to any tricks, will you? Trying to numb your senses and so forth. I don't advise it. Just bring your buttocks as they are, and they'll be beaten. I pride myself our mistresses are flogged as tight as any in the State and I demand complete submission under the rod. Usually I would have you dealt with in the presence of the rest of the staff, but for the first time it will suffice to give it you in private, as a warning. One thing.”
“Frau Direktrice?”
“Do you wish to be secured?”
“If it might be permitted, please.”
“Very well. Now go, and don't let this happen again. A maid will fetch you for flogging shortly.”



Chapter Three


“Damn, blast and Gott sei I-don't-know-what,” said Maria Daunitz, entering her own room a few moments later and seeing her friend Ingeborg Untermacher reading in a chair. “It was exactly what I thought. I'm going to catch it.”
“Maria Theresa, you don't mean it?” Tender-faced Ingeborg leaned forward with vivid sympathy. She had dark auburn hair and young, dry lips.
“Flogged across the buck-naked bottom for a few minutes. Ah well, all for the glory of Prussia, I suppose.”
“Maria!”
But the new mistress had turned to the wall and was already feeling up under her skirt to detach her sausage-casing-thin and skintight panties from the twenty bone buttons, ten before and ten behind, by which they were secured, as per regulation, to the lower edge of the belt which came inside the skirt.
Ingeborg rose hurriedly and went to her.
“You mustn't take it like this, my dear.”
But Maria Daunitz was extremely frightened. Tears of vexation prickled at her eyes and she did not want her mentor to see them. It was unjust. She did not think she needed thrashing for… that It would teach her nothing. Except, except blind obedience to… the rules.
“There,” she said at last, stepping out of her knickers which made miserable wrinkles on a table, “Do they look bare enough for the whip like that? Do you think Wedell will bring me to my senses through my backside?” She thrust it out, warm and rosy.
“Is Wedell going to do it?”
Ingeborg Untermacher contemplated the lifted pan of skirt and the rump it revealed. Above the boot-tops, Maria showed a well-cheeked, close-set sit-upon, at the base of which curled back a tendril of dry dark hair. The elder mistress gave it an impish tug.
“Darling. Don't take it so hard.”
“Oh Inge!” She flung herself round, and into the other's arms. “I'm so frightened. Will it hurt dreadfully?”
“Dreadfully, I fear.”
“How many will it be, do you know?”
“From what you've told me… well, I don't truly know. I suspect it'll be the cane.” She paused a minute, and added, “An Army cane. Like they use at Duty Hour.”
“Oh of course,” Maria laughed sarcastically and not a little hysterically, “how would I feel it else? Do I look nice and penitent doubled, darling?”
So saying, and flipping her skirt over her back, she bent and touched her toes. Ingeborg contemplated the round and sturdy hips, diamonded with the well-haired fig of flesh at bisection of the thighs; she saw the unusually deeply dimpled anal bud, all a crinkled brown, and she wondered if now was the time to tell her charge certain other things…
“Don't be silly, Maria. Come over here and let me pour you out a glass of wine.”
But it was not to be. As the carafe tinkled, there came a knock at the door. Far sooner than expected. The Head worked fast.
“Already?” she moaned sickly.
“Herein!” called Ingeborg curtly and a maid came in, tall also and dressed in a short black satin costume with lawn apron spotless at her lap.
“Frau Direktrice…”
“I know, I know,” Maria said irritably, “she wants to see me. I seem to be rather popular in the East Wing tonight.” She tossed her head and tossed her skirt. “Te morituri…”
“I'll be here when you come back,” Inge whispered gently as Maria Daunitz followed the totally impassive maid.
She walked as she was supposed to walk, absolutely expressionless and in total silence, her shoulders back. She noted with a tremor, however, that these landings were empty, and that at each stair she passed stood another maid, face turned away, as sentinel. In short, the floor was “cleared” when a mistress was flogged. No one should see her going or coming. This time the maid led Maria up the usual steps to the Directress' wing, but instead of stopping at her door turned left along another corridor, neighboring. Here she halted at last, at another door, that of the Head's personal Chastisement Chamber. She dropped a curtsey and Maria remembered that she was supposed to have brought a coin; it was a custom to tip the maid taking you to correction a thaler at Rutenberg, it seemed.
“I'm sorry, Helen,” she said. “I forgot. I'll… I'll give it you after.”
“Oh, it doesn't matter, Miss. And if I may,” the girl gave a sweetly shy smile, “I'd like to hope it won't hurt too much.”
“I have an idea that it will though, don't you?” And chucking the girl under the chin she knocked.
There were three figures in this room which, like the Duty, was rectangular, barren, high-vaulted, but in this case brilliantly lit. Chandeliers hung overhead. Under one stood the Head, divested of her jacket, her frilled stock and gilet much in evidence. Beside her stood white-tunicked Wedell and in front of them both, with her back to the entrant, was big Else Gundling.
Maria curtseyed profoundly. “You sent for me, Frau Direktrice?”
“You stand accused of Loitering,” said the compact little woman to the Prefect. “Report of Fraulein Daunitz. Have you anything to say?”
“Nothing to say, Headmistress.”
“Do you wish to appeal?”
“No, Headmistress.”
“You know we require especial attention to rules on the part of our Praelictors?”
“Yes, Headmistress. I request permission to be punished for my great fault.”
Maria blinked. This was a different kettle of fish from the Junior. The broad-shouldered, broad-bottomed eighteen-year-old stood unflinchingly erect, head up. Only when she was told to make herself ready did she galvanize into action, stripping off her knickers and rolling her skirt high out of the way into her chain belt. She had long deep pear-curved arsecheeks, downy and unmarked.
“As this is a first offense I shall not strip you of your rank, Else. But you will do Duty Prefect for a week, write me out five hundred times, T must not loiter in passages,' and the next time you are found in the slightest fault I will see to it that you get three dozen, slowly, with the whalebone birch. Do you understand?”
“Yes, Frau Direktrice. Thank you.”
“Four strokes with the Sole.”
Maria had seen this implement, and saw it again now, reposing on a table to one side. She was surprised, however, at the sudden accession of wild, and most definite fear to the eyes of the girl as she went forward to where the Duty Mistress now pointed. Surely four was not too bad.
“Lie down on your back.”
On her back? What was this?
Her lips-yes-quite distinctly trembling, Else Gundling lifted her legs into an L of her body. Her ankles were subjected to stout straps, which were then shackled to a pulley Wedell had lowered from the ceiling. There was a squeak of a wheel and she was hoisted until she rested but on her shoulders; the pulleys were parted, as were her legs. By now she was looking ashen with fear. Her cunt was richly bushed with swarthy hair which streamed up her belly in a flat broad bar. The tackles were adjusted, the Duty Mistress pressing on the girl's hams to see that she was thoroughly held; then in a sudden athletic swing Wedell, grasping her victim's wrists, swung the girl's torso forward till her back arched. These wretched wrists were then likewise cuffed in leather and secured to the middle of a set of bars, evidently for the purpose. Maria breathed in deeply.
She faced the offender from the back. Else Gundling hung clear with widely parted legs, her upper body a bow attached to the bar in front. The oval purse of her pussy pouched downmost, its fat lips close. But the hair ran up the squeeze of bunched buttocks behind, the turgid flesh of whose inner sides were fully exposed, below-which was to say just above the closure of cunt.
A cold sweat started on Maria Daunitz' brow. Undulations in the tender flesh where thigh met hip showed her that Else was not indifferent to the enormity of her situation, either. Her slabby cheeks were ripe for whipping, were going to be whipped. Wedell pressed down on them again, creaking her pulleys, then went to get her instrument. This was the Sole.
It consisted in a wooden handle and a broad leather strap of some three feet in length. Not an implement to make an experienced eighteen-year-old pant and stretch in fear like this, surely. But it was curved at its conclusion and Maria Theresa knew why it glittered in spicules at its tip. The last third of the striking side had been sewn with minute needle-like nails. The way to strike with the Sole, Maria Theresa had been taught, was to draw or drag it in a currying motion across the flesh. Her tongue ran over her lips as Fraulein Wedell positioned herself with an attitude of relish some six feet back from the exact center of her victim's person.
“Slowly, Wedell.”
The Prefect began to tremor, her breath coming fast.
The mistress raised the tawse above her head with both hands and with both brought it down in a slapping crack that rang through the room like a pistol shot. She had chosen as target the inside of the left buttock and the pulpy flesh under and inside the thigh there. Else jerked like a fish, emitting a startled “Au je” and a fart. Then she twisted and panted with pain.
Clearly this had been considerable. The red weal that had been ripped into her was going dark at its rim, and already showing spicklets of rubby dew. It had cut close to her cunt but no more, yet such was her position terror of intimate violation arched her back, clenching. The second swiped across the right, and produced a collected cry-“Ooooh… nicht… bitte, bitte…”
The mistress had but four and to extract the fullest extent of learning from them had to draw down in a scraping effect at the very last moment. This she effected so well at the third, again on the sturdy left cheek, that the Headmistress was moved to remarks “Good, very good, Wedell.”
The puce blotch now extended into the buttock cheeks, at their juncture, and there were definite trickles of blood. The girl strove to clench these maddened surfaces with all her strength, gave up in a slackened pant-as the mistress struck. The strap thucked home athwart the right side, producing a positive frenzy on the pulleys. And let down, her lower limbs released before her wrists, Else Gundling writhed amain like some stranded shark, doubling up her knees, bicycling in agony as wave after wave of pain seemed to get to and engulf her — “Auch weh…”
By a miracle of control she rested as if exhausted on hands and knees a moment, head dropped, lost, freed. She kissed the reddened tail the mistress held out, pulled up her knickers which her raw weltings stained at once, as they did her tunic skirt behind, once it was put in order too. She prostrated herself on the floor, in slowly heaving motions.
“All right, Gundling, you won't be let off so lightly next time.”
For a second after the girl had gone the two senior mistresses seemed to forget Maria's presence. The Headmistress even smiled.
“It really is a most effective instrument. I must order it more often. You handled it superbly, We-dell.”
“Thank you, Frau Direktrice.”
“Have you ever had it?”
“Never.”
“You quite took the skin off the inside of her left thigh. A few more and she'd have looked like a skinned hare there.”
“And if you'd ordered her a few with the switch on top of it, Head, I'll wager she'd have jumped right out of her skin.”
They laughed in complicity a moment.
“Well, she's a good big girl and will be right as rain tomorrow. A sound whipping never did anyone a mite of harm.”
“Never, Head.”
There were indeed one or two spots of red on Wedell's ivory tunic. She ticked at them in annoyance, knowing she would have to soak them out with salt.
“Stand out, Daunitz. You're going to be flogged.”
Maria took two sharp steps forward and clicked her heels. Her eyes stared straight ahead at a spot in the wall above and to the left of the Headmistress. She was shivering all over like a mare in heat, and knew it.
“Drop your skirt. Now step out of it.”
For a second the Frau Direktrice's gleaming eyes fell to the bushy twat set on that sill where the plump thighs ended. Maria's leather now concluded at her waistbelt, beginning again at the tops of her bitingly tight boots, above which her skin bulged creamily. She felt totally nude, the lump of her cunt enormous.
“You will be figged.”
“Thank you, Frau Direktrice.”
“Do you know what that is?”
“A ginger suppository up the anus. If you please, Madam.”
“A cavalry trick. Prevents tensening and clenching-in of the cheeks. The cane does its best work inside.”
So it was to be the cane. Maria breathed in deeply. Wedell was approaching. A fingerlong stub of something glisteny in one hand. Maria felt herself turned.
“Lean forward.”
Finger and thumb puckered out her bunghole, as now she held her breath, and the suppository slid wetly in and up her entrails. Wedell followed it with an insistent finger, then two, worrying and working it unnecessarily home and high, so that Maria gasped and straightened under this unseemly goosing. It wasn't meant to go up her throat, after all.
“You will receive ten strokes of the cane across your buttocks.”
Heavens, worse than she had thought. Maria tried to keep her face as expressionless as that of the hefty Wedell, as the latter wiped off her fingers on a rag and took up the penal cane. Maria gulped. It was an aching, soulless length of round yellow willow, or ash, that the mistress was now rubbing with rosin at its gripping end, obviously capable of lashing agony. It was a thing of drill squares rather than girls' dormitories; its thumping whip would make a Westphalian plough pony dance. Ten strokes with… that?
But Wedell was walking, marching, and Maria knew she had to follow her, bottoms in apprehensive joggle, to one end of the room where sprawled a wooden trestle. As she moved there was a wet sensation at her insides, a smart at her sphincter ring. A sudden caustic burn made her want to pull her cheeks apart, physically. Perhaps the observant Frau Direktrice noticed this for she said, “Beginning to take effect?”
“Yes,” Maria could answer with feeling.
The stretched trestle leaked straps like hungry tongues. Broadly spread, her legs were fastened to it at ankle and knee. There was a leather pad at the center against whose slightly stained side she rested her pubis, her arms being pulled forward to the lower struts and secured at the wrists; as the front section, or headpiece, was lower, she found herself bent positively forward, and very much on display behind.
This sensation of utter vulnerability was intensified as a wide belt was drawn tight and buckled over her own. And when a thin tough strap dangling from the pad between her legs was drawn up her furrow and the bisection of her buttocks, to be hauled tight to the back of that same belt behind her, Maria winced with an admixture of both pain and shame. She was beginning to feel utterly trussed and strapped, out of breath and red of face; it hardly helped her general sense of shame that, in this state, the involuntary tremblings of her body all seemed to communicate itself to her lower person (now her highest!), nor that her increasingly oppressive anus seemed to be trying to turn itself inside out against its lining of saddle strap.
But Wedell had by no means finished. Things were not done by halves at Schloss Rutenberg. Maria had asked to be secured, and would be. From under her armpits two thin black straps bit into the cream of her shoulders, straining forward. Finally, a chain-a common curb or snaffle perhaps — was brought from behind her head through her mouth, and was fastened, after some oil had been smeared on the sides of her lips. She was bitted, no less! And in this process Maria heard a quick sympathetic whisper in her ear as Wedell leaned over her, fastening the chain-“Breathe deeply.” It was surely all she could do. Why, she could scarcely twitch. She felt… all bottom.
“Proceed,” said the headmistress, “begin with four a minute.”
A metronome was set going.
“Jau, Frau Direktrice.”
“Hau', was Du hauen kannst,” came the irrevocable order then.
Fraulein Wedeil stood behind Maria, waving the long, heavy Rohrstock in her right hand. She laid its cold wood on the parted, plummy posteriors a second, drew back, and swung.
It was a long sweeping stroke that cut upwards into the fat and Maria had known nothing like its bite before. Allmachtiger Gott! It drove her slack cheeks upwards, branding a band of burning agony athwart them. Then suddenly the true flame of pain drove through her, taking the breath from her half-uttered gasp.
“One,” said the Frau Direktrice. “Schon gut.”
After three every pore of her person seemed possessed of pain and she bit feverishly on the chain between her teeth.
Hhuittt!
“Four!”
Not even halfway through. “Oh… oh… auuuh.”
She stretched out, twisting up the trestle, her posteriors cringing like those of some well-whipped dog. The long penal cane was unspeakably painful, its tip digging into her right side unbearably.
Five… six… seven… dear Christ in Heaven.
“Aaaah…”
Then something happened. In a cold tone the Headmistress was speaking.
“You're letting her off too lightly, Wedell. If you don't hit harder than this, I'll have you put to the triangle. It'll be twenty, in public.”
“Ja, Frau Direktrice. Entschul'.”
“These last cuts over two minutes.”
Maria listened to the metronome ticking. Her anus was burning like a brand. Her whipped seat was afire. No more, no more…
But the next belted into her with a shock that shook the trestle and a drenching streak of agony seemed to pass right through her. Her vision fogged.
“Much better. They should all have been like that.”
“Haaa. uuuuu…”
H-h-hwhttt!
“Nine. That was too high. Take her at the top of the legs for the last.”
Shivering as if with the ague Maria Daunitz awaited the stroke, stretching forward and, in doing so, pulling up just that part the mistress had been told to flog. The big woman took a prancy pace and wrapped the length of the rod around the base of the wealed surfaces. Maria lunged with a grunting moan, her body spasmed in a cramp, then sheer pain seemed to flood through her from insteps to eyeballs. The last three stripes had been worse than the whole of the first seven.
Her legs were released first, and she jacked them back together, writhing. Ingeborg had instructed her in protocol. She was somehow or other supposed now to kneel and kiss the… the… and thank for punishment… with her hands by her sides… with her… but her hands had been released, her mouth, and her waist, and herself, and a voice was saying sternly, “Stand up at once. This is extremely poor comportment, Daunitz.”
Alas, it was. Pain suffused her from tip to toe, and she realized she was rolling on her back on the floor, with her knees drawn up to her chin, and her hands grabbing and rubbing the twin coals of her arse-cheeks. Wedell was looking at her with some interest, from the distance of that endless cane, while the Head's gaze had been converted to a winking glare by the insertion, in her right eye, of a monocle. “Get up.”
“Yes… ohoooooaaaah… Frau Direktrice.”
“Pull yourself together and get up and thank for punishment. Cease this unnecessary exhibition at once.”
Maria forced herself to obey. She had to drag herself to her knees. Half-blind with pain she kissed the tip of the outstretched cane, mumbled the ritual words of thanks, resumed her discarded skirt, curtseyed stiffly to the Headmistress, then stood up to attention, trembling like a jelly all over.
“I had hoped you would do better than this, Daunitz. Do you feel well punished?”
“Th-th-thoroughly, Headmistress.” It was something she could gasp out with complete conviction. Her buttocks felt at this moment like so much molten lead. “Thank you,” she managed to get herself to add.
“You will not be let off so lightly next time. In fact, I shall recommend some training correction for you so that you do not behave like this again. Meanwhile, you bear Fraulein Wedell no grudge, I hope; she was merely doing her duty.”
“None,” she breathed in reply.
“Return to your quarters.”
Maria Daunitz dipped another curtsey, held it, half-slipped, got up and went to the door where she appeared to wrestle with the handle for a moment — then was gone. The Headmistress was left alone with the Pflichtlehrerin of the day. For a time she gave her subordinate a long and level gaze. We-dell's bosom was heaving, her white tunic patched with sweat under the right armpit and in front, its scant skirt perching pertly oft a muscular rump behind.
“Talking of doing your duty, you didn't let up on those last three, did you, Wedell?”
“No, Frau Direktrice.”
“I didn't think you would be so silly as to.”
“It… it was perhaps that… she squirmed so, and I hit too high, at the end.”
“She did wriggle, didn't she?” The Headmistress adjusted her monocle. “Tell me, when did I last order you a flogging, Wedell?”
The undermistress spoke to the wall in front- “Two years ago, Frau Direktrice. Twenty strokes with the switch. It was across the buttocks, thank you.”
“Hm. Well, you seem to have profited from the experience, not to have come back since then.”
“Yes, I have tried to obey orders implicitly, Head.”
“Good. However, I don't like my mistresses to go too long without a reminder of what they themselves are inflicting, so I serve notice on you that I shall be watching you closely this term, Wedell.”
“Yes, Frau Direktrice.”
“Is the Duty Book completed and signed?”
“On your desk, Head.”
“How many did you have at Duty tonight?”
“Five. Kraus, Nagel, von Hoffmansthal, the little Elrich, and Uhlein.”
“Get any of them to 'repeat?' ” Here the Directress was referring to the custom whereby, when a girl did not “take” her Duty cuts in complete stoicism, she received them again afterwards, added to those she had been unable to manage the first visit.
“Uhlein,” said Fraulein Wedell a little more brightly now that the conversation had taken a securer tack. “I very nearly got Nagel to get up, too, but she just held on. However, I think I really hurt Uhlein, the second time. She could barely find her knickers again afterwards, and went out of the door twisting like a belly dancer. I passed her dorm just now, Head, and she was still in floods of tears.”
The Directress thought. Finally she said, “Stand here and wait until I dismiss you.” She turned on her heel and left the room on the opposite side from that taken by the punished junior mistress. This connected with her salon where a tall, big-boned, red-faced officer in a perruque and off-duty clothes reclined with a glass of fortified wine. His tight pale-blue trousers and flounced shirt suggested an immense muscularity of body beneath.
“Dire execution over?” he murmured as the Frau Direktrice entered and closed the joining door behind her. “It sounded salutory, and I am sure was.”
“Yes, I flogged a Prefect and a young mistress. A new one.”
His brow raised over the glass. “Really? Do I know her?”
She shook her head with a laugh. “Nor will you, until at least next term, Karl. I'm not sending Maria Daunitz to you ruffians at the barracks until she's trained.”
“Not even for a flogging, Beth? I've one Corporal who is accuracy itself. And 'tis so entertaining for the young officers, y'know.”
“Did you see that Ritter girl get it, by the by?” asked the now insouciant Directress, serving herself to wine.
“Alas, no such luck. Had to take my squadron out on training at the time. But Leopold-you know him-saw the last part and says the skin was fairly taken off her back by the end. Unfortunately she kept on fainting, despite all the brandy they gave her. No,” he ended on a sigh, “I rather fear she won't throw eyes at our young Prince Fritz again in a hurry.”
“Wedell's outside. If you're interested.”
“I'm always interested,” said Colonel Karl von Schmettau, standing up with a laugh and grabbing hold of Elizabetha Grunkow's stocky bottoms in both hands and lifting her bodily off the floor for his kiss. “And particularly in this!”
She hung glued to his lips for a long moment, feeling the mast of his manhood along one thigh. He put her down and laughed.
“And always ready whenever I see this marvelous randy little rump of yours, Beth. Which is We-dell? I forget. Can't I cane her first?”
“No.”
The Frau Direktrice was thoughtfully peeling down her skintight britches, and the cambric knickers beneath. The man's prick kicked like a mule at the sight of her short but very round buttocks and fleecy mound in front. He hastened to let it free, while she, moving in spraddle-step, placed herself against her ormulu desk, over which she leaned pensively on her elbows.
“Heard any more from Dessau, Karl? I don't suppose so. Heavens, it's been a busy day. Always is, at start of term like this.” She shook herself and arched up her bottom. “Now stick it up me like a good Commanding Officer. You… beast.”
The big man approached her grinning with lust, his turgid tool fisted in front. Placing himself centrally, he addressed his dribbling Cyclops eye at the trim twinned bud of her belly, set under the clefting of her already swaying cheeks. He nuzzled the outer lips, then sank in fully, to the balls, with a sudden vigor that drove the breath from the good Directress and thudded her thighs into the desk.
“Kaaarl… ugh… oooogh!'”
He jammed into her so that she felt violently full and oddly breathless, then pistoned slickly for a bit, till she started gasping and moaning-“God, let it come… lover, beast… Christ, I feel stuffed to the… the guts!”
She was about to come, he knew, and so sank deep in, forcing her to wince and raise up her torso, for he threatened to wound her womb. Her tough clit squirmed.
“Nohhww! Give it me, Karl… shoot, cream,Come!”
Chuckling, he held her on his prick, as if impaled, then as the spasming started at her depths he caught both nipples between finger and thumb and brutally twisted them under the Malines stuff of her shirt. With an arching cry she scrabbled at his hands, scratching and gasping, stamping desperately with her boots about the carpet.
In that perfect control worthy of a Prussian warrior he held her hanging there, on the edge or summit of her spasm, unable to register it for exquisite pain. Then he increased pressure, twisted harder and threatened to pull her tits off in his fingers. Speechless, she hissed on tiptoe, clawing, arched like one cramped. Then at once he let her go, ploughed her weakly slackened belly which went on coming and coming as if her clitoris were being sick on him. She was still heaving and retching slightly, her hand on a lapus lazuli paperweight, when he withdrew, having come in cloudy gouts himself. She lay moaning rhythmically a moment and he turned to the fireplace, and his port. When he looked back the Frau Direktrice had gone.
“You utter bastard!” was her greeting a few minutes later, when she re-entered from her bedroom, having put some order in her attire. “Have you any idea what my nipples look like, my dear man? She poured herself a large glass and drained it in a single gasping draught. “Schweinhund!”
“I have an idea,” he said, standing and manhandling his tool which had already showed signs of resurrection at the succulent directress's presence. “Confess it was twice as long for you when I did that. Come, Beth, there's nothing for it. I'm not leaving tonight till I've buggered you or beaten you. Or preferably both.”
“No one buggers the principal of Schloss Rutenberg,” she said, eyeing his one-eyed monster which truly seemed to be licking its lips. Why, its head alone was far too big to get up her… entrails.
“Drop your britches,” he ordered jovially, “and drop them quickly. Then kneel down in front of me here.”
“No, Karl.”
He advanced as she backed. She saw his immense, veined flat hands, and gulped at the jerk of his cock. He was strong as an ox, they all were… quickly she sought for her straw.
“Wedell's still next door. I haven't dismissed her yet.”
“Fine, bring her in and let her watch. What do I care?”
“I couldn't possibly let her watch. Nor is this… this thing going to happen.”
“Why not?”
“Because I say it won't, that's why.” But already she was making for the door to the punishment room. “You can service Wedell, I'm sure she's got a juicy cunt, and I'll test her submission at the same time.” Flinging open the door before the Count could object she revealed the Duty Mistress of the day standing under the blaze of light perfectly impassive, at attention. “Come in.”
Wedell came in expressionlessly and curtseyed. After the bright light of the correction chamber the salon was almost gloomy and she did not see the Count at first. When she did so, however, she remained on her knees after her curtsey. She did not look at his prodigious and glistening erection. She knew what she was there for, all right. She only hoped she would not be whipped.
“The Count wishes to honor you with his presence,” was all the Frau Direktrice said curtly-she herself knew she had to work fast. “Get your Duty costume and belt off, and then come over here.”
Over here was a low penitence table, or long stool, kept for correctional purposes. Fraulein Wedell had sat on it once and did not want to again, especially. She had broad solid buttocks, which slabbed from side to side as she most gingerly approached this steel surface; though on the fat side, it was sensitive fat.
“Here,” said the Directress, tapping the edge facing the rampant soldier in a businesslike manner. “Sit here with your knees apart and lie back.”
“Yes, Frau Direktrice.”
Her boots creaked, the steel was ice-cold to her warm and wobbly bottom and long, strong back when she reclined it fully.
“Have you been whipped lately?” said the Count.
“No, Hoheit.”
“Ever been flogged at the barracks?”
“No, sir.”
“We should repair that omission. A big heavy girl like you could stand a few. Open up your pussy wider, and relax it quite. Good. Ach so.”
The steel table was some eighteen inches high. The Directress inclined it slightly with a crank handle, so that Wedell's head was lowered, hanging over one end. At the other her booted knees were spread and bent, her ridged slit quiffed dark against the powerful cushioning of her bottom.
“Oh no you don't,” chuckled the Head, “get right on it.” The mistress slid back a trifle, her waist was strapped to the stool and her arms under it to the back of the waist-belt. Her chest arched, throwing out her solemn sturdy bosoms. She closed her eyes, her mouth open, when suddenly a spasm shot through her, she emitted a quickly stifled whine. The Count, with knees bent, had his prick nuzzling puppy-like the outer lips and laughed as Frau Grumkow jerked the lever. In doing so, the perforated steel surface was suddenly serrated with a grim army of tiny ice-cold needles, tacks less than half an inch in protrusion at the moment but long enough to penetrate the recumbent mistress' skin and freeze her to sudden stone.
“Capital, Beth. We ought to cane our drummer-boys strapped to this. Teach them to wriggle from the cuts.”
He eased in with a squelch (had beating Maria Theresa liquefied the good Wedell, wondered the watching Directress) and began fucking. The woman greeted his entry with a soft gargle of protest, then gritted teeth to bear i. The slightest test, then gritted teeth to bear it. The slightest movement of her pelvis dragged her rump across the needles and for a minute Count von Schmettau might have been fucking a corpse. With a prick the size of his, however, Wedell could not long remain indifferent and the Frau Directrice watched the resultant battle of control with considerable interest. She toyed with the rubbery stub of a nipple to help increase reaction.
Deep in the chubby crevice, the Commanding Officer of the 15th. Dragoon Guards was satisfied for the moment, then turned to his old friend- “I'm about to give it to her, Beth. Make her move a bit. It's all very fine discipline, no doubt, but this is like screwing a log.”
With a smile the Directress lowered the bench till it was level and stepped on it in her boots. These she placed either side of the strapped mistress, facing the Count. Wedell gave a quick moan. She knew what was to happen. For the Directress carefully aligned the pencil spurs of each boot into the opened armpit of the mistress lying beneath her, and getting an imperial view of her superior's breeched bottom.
“Tell me when you're ready, Karl.”
“Yes, yes. But I want her to come with me.”
“She will.”
Wedell began heaving.
“It's… it's…” said the big man with a snarl, as if some wolf were at his throat. He thrust his hands on the woman's thighs, pressing them too into the spikes. “Gott in Himmel, but… I'm… going to hose her insides out!”
The Directress made a slight kicking motion of her right boot. And Wedell squealed. The steel pencil-spur had a spring which released an inch-long needle that could penetrate even a Percheron's plump side. It drove in her armpit where it joined to her breast. And the second, the left… was…
“Aaaaaahhh!”
This time the Directress not only dug the spur home, but worked it there for the seconds of Karl von Schmettau's scalding spasm, into which the mistress' scream melded as he uttered a torrent of curses in losing hold and pumping squirts of gism over the heaving, panting body beneath them. This too, in incredible paradox, was spasming in the ecstasy of very agony. Then Wedell lay back on her bed of spikes, cunt foaming, while the two replenished their glasses. When she was let up, she curtseyed, said, “Thank you, Hoheit,” and resumed her white Duty dress. One armpit ran with blood and soon stained it gory. Her front was patched with sweat and the Count's scum and when she turned to leave, the couple could not resist a common laugh-little prickings of rosy red starred the tunic all over, especially at the bottom, despite the knickers.
I seem to think,” said Elizabetha Grumkow when they were alone together again, “that one of my mistresses will be sleeping on her belly tonight.”
“I should have buggered her,” he said morosely. “Then I wouldn't have lost it like that at the end. If I thought the clumsy fool threw me out a-purpose I'd have put her to the yard and flogged that fat ass off her. Cut her to pulp and peelings and rubbed in hot pepper and vinegar, after. It's all they understand.”
“You're insatiable, Karl, aren't you.”
“For you,” he said with sudden tenderness, “yes.”
“You must admit she showed great fortitude. She took it well.”
“Could you?”
“Yes,” said Frau Grumkow after a moment, and a light of bliss entered her otherwise rather cold blue eyes. “Now then, do you think you could give it me again? A really long drawn-out rogering, Karl. Any way so long as it's deep. After that little spectacle, I happen to feel… rather warm.”
“I'm sure I could,” he said. “But first I demand my rights. Remember your motto, my dear. Just to keep you in training, Beth.”
“Oh all right,” she consented crossly, tossing him the whalebone switch. “But make it quick. I'm randy.”
“For you I use the cane. The long one.”
“You would.”
“Come, my dear. You know 'tis twice as agreeable, after.”
“If not exactly, during. How many, Your Highness?” she asked mockingly, her fingers once more fleeing over the buttons of her breeches.
“Twelve,” he said darkly, looking at the sudden explosion of her snowy flesh. “At least, let's say…”
“I know, I know,” she said, moving to the desk with her britches at her knees now, “thirteen… the celebrated butcher's.”
“Exactly, Beth,” he said proudly. “This is going to hurt you so much more than it does me. But think of our Emperor… throughout.”
The Directress pillowed her face, after first removing her monocle, and in a quick thrill of apprehension that sent expectant shivers down her thighs awaited the onslaught of the enemy. The dark tongue of her clitoris stuck like some engorged stamen through her lips.

Maria Daunitz, meanwhile, had made her way back to her chamber as best she could. No maid had been waiting outside punishment room to accompany her, and all those still guarding the approaches of stairs and corridors had their faces turned resolutely away from the spectacle of a mistress speechlessly kneading her buttocks as she walked, as she might have kneaded dough. Still writhing with pain, she entered her room half at a run and made quickly for the closet, and its commode, to void herself as soon as possible of the burning jelly inside her. Ingeborg Untermacher watched her with a sympathetic shake of the head. She knew only too well how lost to all thoughts of dignity at such moments the female person could be.
Ten minutes later she was rubbing soothing cream into the wealed posteriors of her friend, who lay extended naked on the bed, still panting slightly.
“Never till now,” said Maria Daunitz, in a half-laughing paraphrase of the young Prince Frederick's comment on having been thrashed to blood by his father, “has a Brandenburg bottom been so disgraced.”
In fact, as Inge's fingers slid over greased hams, she felt a pleasant warmth more than anything, a sense of relaxation that was psychological as well as physical.
“That Duty cane's a brute,” agreed her friend with a soft chuckle beside her, “but she didn't have to hit you this hard. Heavens, some of these weals on the right are thick as fingers…”
“Ouch… easy…”
“Open your legs a little bit, darling.”
“Inge. She didn't hit me th-there.”
“Sssh, dear. Just lie still. It always helps, after.”
“Inge, what are you doing?”
But Maria, crimsoning, knew well enough. The answering buck of her loins betrayed her as she tried to reach back and push those pushing fingers away. For the older mistress' experienced thumbs were rolling up the oiled and spongy tissue inside the thighs, inside the cheeks, inside the… inside… Surprised, even alarmed at her own reaction, Maria Daunitz tried to clamp her legs shut. But it was no use. The surge of sensation had started to happen, her depths were rising, her legs unjoining…
“Inge, please. I'm… I'm…”
“I know you are, darling,” came the soothing whisper from behind, “just let go and let it come.”
“But I've never…”
“I know. And when it comes it'll go on… and on… there… and on… for ever!”
Maria moaned, suddenly burying her face in the pillow and clawing it to her. Her hips jacked up like a beast's in heat, as if belonging to someone else, as the volted spasm responded to those seeking thumbs in her guts, in her soul, in her essence of womanhood that boiled to the writhing stub of flesh being so skilfully manipulated by the mistress.

If Fraulein Wedell was rinsing her body off with clear, cold water, preparatory to lying on her stomach all night, one figure in bed in an upper dormitory was doing just that. Under the horsehair Army blankets Monika Vorst lay on her belly with her nightgown around her waist. In the darkness the row of beds were silent, for no talking was permitted after “Lights Out.” Least of all, in Dormitory “D.”
Only the Praelictors were allowed to retire later and the bed of this dorm Prae, on its raised dais or platform at one end, was still empty.
There had been much bright-eyed excitement when Monika had rejoined her Dorm to go to bed that night. She had been careful to cool off the worst of her pain in the so-called Groves, or lavatories, outside, before rejoining her comrades in this short half-hour of pre-bed merriment. Wandering in feigning nonchalance-for stoicism was a status matter with all at Rutenberg-Maria had at once been surrounded by half a dozen ogling girls, in various stages of undress.
“Did you get it again?… Oooh, let's see… another eight!.. who was it from?… Daunitz, the new mistress?… is she tight?… oh do let's see…”
They crowded round, ooohing and aaahing, as Monika with fake indifference kicked off her panty-knicks and let them raise her skirt and examine the marks behind. The streaked bottom seemed to arouse considerable respect in even the most experienced.
“Good Lord, Monika, I wouldn't have liked to be you. You're absolutely black for at least two inches on the right. And this one…”
“That was Wedell. Hey, don't press it, if you please.”
“Her whole bottom's covered.”
“Sixteen!”
“Are you going to ask permission to stand tomorrow?”
“It really is a beautifully beaten bottom”-this from Barbara Mack. Monika gave her a smile.
“What was Daunitz like? Did she hit very hard?”
“I thought so.” She contrived to stifle a yawn. “Now if you wouldn't mind… I want to sit in some cold water for a minute, please…”
In the darkness between her bed and that of Barbara Mack now something glimmered palely. Quickly Monika Vorst reached out and accepted the offering. It was a six-inch stretch of bone, slightly slimy. Barbara had been using it first. Monika inserted the phallus at once. It slid up her vagina instantly. She had to work quickly and carefully. The slightest suspicion of a stain on her sheet and she would be up before the Matron next morning and what she'd had this evening would be child's play, by comparison. She lifted her hips a little, but not too much, in case she might be seen from the open door. Suddenly she hissed. In a very few seconds this was going to be total heaven. And was. Gosh, it was almost worth getting a beating sometimes, if only for that glory of ecstasy after.
“Good?” whispered Barbara Mack, re-accepting the even slimier length of bone.
“Bliss,” murmured Monika Vorst and, turning over, she fell asleep almost instantly.



Chapter Four


Reveille rang from the cavalry barracks across the wind-whipped plain, and promptly as it did so, at six o'clock each morning save the Sabbath, a bell clanged in the upper corridors of Schloss Rutenberg. A new day had dawned for its pensionaires. Matrone Steinkopf announced Aufstehen with a huge copper bell, walking past one Dormitory after another, and every girl except the Prefects had to be out of bed by the time it was silent.
So there was much rubbing of sleepy eyes and tousled heads as the girls jumped out of bed, threw off their cozy nighties and made naked, all in a jiggling jostle of toasted girl-flesh, for the wash-room adjoining their individual Dormitory. Here each had to take a cold bath in a wooden tub which would be, as winter wore on, crusted with ice at the start. It was a merry moment again, of pushing and giggling maidens in prime condition, and the Prefect in charge, lying a few seconds longer in her raised bed, would wonder how many more of those chubby bottoms would have neat lines ruled on them by evening. Depending on how long ago they'd had it these lines were black, brown, yellow, the Hohenzollern colors with a vengeance. Supposedly each girl was meant to sit in the icy tub for a full count of ten slow seconds, and some Prefects laughingly enforced this. Others usually got up when the slopping and gambolling was threatening to grow too intense, in order to restore a little order and decorum into the activities. For this girlhood was anything but repressed; they were part of a new world, a coming breed, their camaraderie was close, their esprit de corps intense. Dorm “D” was a real team.
Finally a few slapping cracks of the Prefect's strap would resound and with a whistling “Phew!” some girl, still grinning, would jump into the water she had been reluctantly eyeing. Praelictors were permitted occasional strokes with these straps, “hunting” strokes as they were called, given too by the mistresses with their switches (known for the purpose as Jagdgerte), but to punish a girl any further they had to fill out a chit requesting permission. The girl then had to take this for signing to the Duty Mistress of the day. The latter very rarely refused the request, which was then returned by the culprit for effectuating to the Prefect, who in turn never abused the privilege. It would have been unthinkable to do so-let alone the punishment involved, if discovered. There was indeed no motive to do so in an environment in which justice was so universally worshiped. The strap stung considerably, but the pain was far from intolerable, and a dozen strokes was seldom exceeded. However, the effect was beneficial, notably for the scum, and today Prafekt Seckendorff, standing with beads of moisture on her powerful downy thighs, and rich wet muff, decided it was time to give her own “underschool,” or personally assigned new girl, a reminder of her place in life. She was one of the few Praelictors who liked to take a cold bath to set herself up for the coming day, as well as the majority. Little Anna Erland had just scampered by, to dress and do her bed. Toweling herself briskly on parted legs, the big girl smiled at the Junior doing the same there.
“Get those yesterday, Monika?”
“Yes, Seckendorff.”
“Hurt?”
“Oh like anything.”
“I always hated it from Wedell.”
“Urn, and Steinkopf.”
“Heavens, yes.”
They laughed in complicity together and as Monika Vorst ran through to the dorm to dress the Prefect flicked out the wet end of her towel so that it snapped under the bounding right buttock, indenting it there.
“Ow!” Monika looked back with a grinning squirm.
Many of the girls had put their tunics under their mattresses the night, in order to press them neatly for the new day's wear. The dormitory was now a tangle of tightening knickers, pulled-high stockings, and polished shoes. After which the girls tidied their lockers and made their beds. Seckendorff, making her prefectorial stroll past these when they had finished, dropped out laconically, “Erland. Untidy corner. Come and see me after breakfast, would you.”
Breakfast was at seven, but punctually at a quarter of the school formed up for morning inspection by the day's Duty Mistress, in the big hall before the dining-room. They paraded in classes, like soldiers. The Duty Mistress inspected them before and behind, walking along their ranks close followed by the Duty Prefect for the day who carried the dreaded Duty Book. The mistress herself carried her switch, unclipped from her belt. For this was no laughing matter, at all. Though the so-called hunting stripes seldom amounted to more than three or four, these long eel-dark switches cut like fury, being used principally about the backs of the legs.
This morning the presiding Duty Mistress had roamed the front rank of the Juniors without especial event, except for a passing reprimand here and there, when she stopped before one striking brunette.
“I don't think you require soap behind the ear, Ingrid,” she said quietly. When she had passed on, the Prefect behind her snapped, “Stand out, Forster,” and the girl took three smart military paces forward. One more girl did the like, from a rear rank, only in her case she stepped backward. She had not dried herself sufficiently, it seemed, notably between the legs.
Inspection completed, the Prefect ordered:
“Forster. Right turn. Touch your toes.”
Each girl was accorded three hissing kisses with the lash across the top of the legs, across, in fact, that band of ivory white between her knickers and stocking-tops. Ingrid Forster had to blink back tears marching into a breakfast.
After breakfast there was a so-called free period until first class at eight thirty. In fact, each girl had to evacuate her bowels under penalty. Prefects and seniors were exempt from supervision but the rest had to line up in the chilly exterior area of planked latrines, known as “Groves,” perhaps sarcastically, and have their contributions to a bucket approved by a Prefect before proceeding back to the building. These were usually quite copious since the diet had a large admixture of psyllium seeds within it, and the bulk of even a scum's Wurstchen was considerable. Each had to wash out her bucket afterwards. Anyone “missing” was sent to the Matron, where she soon knew about it.
Thus, Anna Erland, possessor by this point of a slip of paper which began “Request for permission to give the bearer six stripes…” was tensely costive, and climbed the stairs fearfully to the Matron. This good woman lost no time in bending her over and administering a rectal evacuator, of glycerine and castor oil, and long suppository slid in high. Then pigeon-toed, and plucking at her tunic in front, the girl had to stand in a line of four, “controlling” her insides for a ten-minute wait. One offender was fairly griped double, and begged to relieve herself, or else. Unfortunately the alternative, if she let fly as her inner person so demanded, would have been a really sound caning from the implacable Steinkopf. Most held out, squatting over a pan in turn and in public. Each knew, as she left, that were she to miss again that week, it would be a long-beaked clyster up her anus, compared to which the suppository would seem a Sunday-school picnic. And after this little Anna Erland draggled to her Prefect's private den, or study, having first passed by the Duty Mistress to have her chit signed.
The Praelictor's room was sparely and simply furnished. It had, so far as the curtseying entrant was concerned, a low leather hassock, on which was a solid strap.
“Did you get it signed, scum?”
“Yes, Seckendorff.”
“Good. Give it me. I'm going to give you six for an untidy bed. Feeling nice and shivery behind?”
“Yes,” came the glum answer. “Pull up your knickers.”
The Prefects were not allowed to beat on “the bare.”
“They're pulled up, Seckendorff.”
“Well, pull them up higher. If I split them I'll let you off the rest.”
The big girl took up the strap which was about four inches wide and some two feet long; she brought it down with all her strength, and the testimonial of a puff of dust, on the leather hassock set out there. Then thoughtfully, if anything harder, she repeated the gesture. Watching, Anna Erland, aged thirteen, felt the back of her throat dry suddenly; she was nearly in tears.
“Looking forward to it?”
“Ner-ner-no, Seckendorff.”
“Disgusting little scum, ask for it like the filth you are.”
“Per-please may I have a, a… I mean six stripes,” the girl was crying steadily now, her dark hair shaking, “across my bottom, for, for leaving my bed untidy.”
“Idiot! I want an adjective before each noun. Invent. Imagine.”
“P-p-please may I have six stinging stripes… across my wretched bottom, for, for leaving my miserable bed untidy.”
“Not bad. Now three adjectives, and different nouns. Come on, make it colorful. I'm waiting.” So was the swinging strap, it was plain.
The girl bent her head-“I beg to receive six whippy licking juicy strokes of the strap across my small unworthy deserving bottom… arse… for leaving…”
“That's enough. Lie across here.”
Tremors shook the liquid little bottom, when the tunic had been drawn off it. It was small, indeed. The Prefect struck it mercilessly, from in front, at the girl's head, bringing the tail-end of her strap cracking into the underbottoms-three each side- and when it was over, little Anna Erland rolled on the floor in pain.
Simultaneously, in the distant Duty Room, another sinner was feeling sorry for herself, hissing and twisting under two thoughtfully placed “hunting” flicks, both of which plucked up her butties, for having made two errors in Recitation, lines from Cicero set her the previous day.
Promptly at eight thirty-which was to say five minutes beforehand, since everything happened “on the stroke” at the Schloss-classes started to another bell. They were naturally conducted in complete silence and total attention on the girls' part; they continued, with a short break for physical exercises, and milk, until noon. Luncheon was at one.
These classes were not normally punctuated by punishment; the Head discouraged wasting valuable intellectual study in the infliction of bodily pain. All the same, a mistress would and did mete out a few juicy slices with her switch, or crack a slouching back so hard it would twist like a snake for a few seconds or so. Ordinarily a frown sufficed. Else it might be: “Take twenty lines of Recitation”…”Write out a hundred times, Helen, 'I must not yawn in class' ”… “You will have an hour's Detention, Maud”… “See me after school” (and it would not be, the offender knew, in order to play post office exactly), or finally, the most dreaded and serious of all, “Put yourself down in the Book, Clavdia.”
In order not to interrupt the train and concentration of these morning classes, a system of chits had been perfected. The girl was given a 'Zettel (or Strafzettel) of a certain color to take along to the Duty Mistress for completion, and signing. These chits were succinct and to the point, thus:

Schillerin:
Erika Treppe
Unter-Tertia
2
Unaufmerksamkeit.
Klasse:
Stunde:
Fehler:

It was signed by the reporting mistress, and dated.
Pretty Erika Treppe, already frowning with anxiety, watched the mistress writing on the little blue form, and curtseyed as she accepted it. Inattention nearly always merited a “Blue,” as it was called, which was invariably a destiny of seven, with a thin lithe classroom cane across absolutely nothing at all. No matter how tender of flesh the girl in question was, the Duty Mistress took her time, and aim, and cut just as hard as she could. The girl then rejoined her class, presented her now signed chit to the mistress in charge, and tried to look nonchalant.-not as if she was longing to rub all that fiendishly stinging flesh behind.
Anna Erland got a “Yellow” that morning. In a History Class, devoted to the growth of the new German Sparta, she had really been unable to sit still. The glycerine suppository had been too strong. She still had to… go. She plucked desperately at her little brown Grecian chlamys, changing the position of her bottom this way and that on the hard oak seat. The mistress had checked her once, and then accorded the 'Zettel. In a hoarse muffled whisper Anna had asked to be allowed to visit the Matron first; her colleagues hid their grins as she hurried out, crimson-faced. All concerned knew this would mean yet another punishment since there was one time, and one only, permitted for bowel evacuation at Schloss Rutenberg.
Anna took the stairs two at a time, grimacing. Matron Steinkopf presided in a series of chambers at the top of the house. She was a tall, grim-faced woman of over fifty, with a thin mustache lining her upper lip, and she wore a long sweeping black gown. Second only to the Head in power, she performed the function of doctor to the establishment, effecting most of her cures, to be sure, with clyster and castor oil, and she was universally dreaded. It was not that her strokes cut harder than those of any other mistress, but she had a way, a manner of crushing and bruising the soul, rather than the body. There was never any flippancy of lightness on Matron Steinkopf's lips. Nor was there now when she surveyed the slender, twisting youngster, her knickers off already and her skirt tucked into her chain-belt; scum were shaved but this round mound, darkly slit, looked polished as a billiard ball, at the top of the entwining legs.
“Ach, Matrone… please… I can't help… I have to go!”
The good woman moved slowly, and without speaking. First she ranged two hard kitchen chairs back to back, half a yard apart. She placed a bucket between them. She put some oil to heat on a flame, and next reversed an empty hour-glass. Then from some canisters and pans she produced a copper cylinder-the dreaded clyster.
“Please, Matrone, please. I can go without that. In fact, in fact… I can go… any moment.”
The girl followed the deliberate preparations with wide eyes. It was all taking so horribly long. Her skin was goosing all over. Ach Gott, o weh… the nozzle, which was being greased ready now, was so dreadful, she could never… and the yellow chit in her little breast pocket assured her of five frightful cuts afterwards, more if Matron…
“Come here.”
Anna shuffled forward. The oil had started to smoke. The flame was extinguished and the end of the nozzle inserted into the bowl; with a long straight drawing motion the Matron loaded the cylinder with her charge, and took it out. The girl looked at it wildly. It was such a small thing, why should it cause her such irrational fear?
“Lean forward.”
The Matron greased the anus, in between the trim cheeks ruddied by the strap. Then she slid in the cylinder an inch. Anna Erland gasped. It was hot! Then the entire tube was thrust up her, quickly. She stumbled and looked back, impaled as she was, her eyes imploring, her hands wringing before her. There were ways of administering the clyster, more or less mild. A series of squirts hurt less, but incontinency of this sort had to be stopped and with a single, solid drive Matron Steinkopf injected the heated olive oil until the ring in the handle of the clyster clicked audibly home as the cylinder emptied.
Anna cried out. She jerked erect, staggering forward a step so that the Matron had to follow, ramming the nozzle well up her until it had voided itself completely into the young bowel.
“Um Gotteswillen… liebe, liebe Matrone…”
Striving hands clutched back, in vain. Having extracted the slippery clyster the Matron then secured the anus with a bung. This resembled a double mushroom, black and of a flexible, rubbery substance that swelled under heat. One head of this was inserted inside the sphincter, which was gripped by the other, outside. Since the core joining the two “mushrooms” was thick, no more than a mild oozing was permitted this natural orifice. It was uncomfortable for the wearer for the first minute, but after two she felt she wanted to tear it out-so strongly did the clyster constrain her. It was for this reason that, before comfortably resuming her seat by the fire, the Matron secured Anna Erland's arms behind her, in elbow-cuffs which held each opposing wrist. Then she turned over her hour-glass.
“Ten minutes,” was what she said.
The girl panted in something close to a panic. She could not conceivably wait that long. She was supposed to stand to attention, like a guardsman- but her belly looked swollen above its slit. The ghastly gripings began. They made her pace in place, long to hug her thighs, and duck her knees, and gasp, and writhe from side to side, stirring her budlike breasts. The sand was spilling with such intolerable lenity.
“Please, Matron. I can't… it's coming down…”
Matron Steinkopf said nothing. Only once, when Anna's squirmings became too insistent, did she get up, unclip her switch, and very methodically deliver three lashing slices to the writhing thighs. Then she sat down again. For Anna the new pain was at least something; it was a call to her body in a new place, to endure and combat. Then suddenly she heard her release.
“Da steigst Du drauf und setzi Dich so auf die Lehne…”
She was running to obey as if her life depended on it. The girl stood on either chair-seat and lowered her pronounced “Popo” onto the backs of each, where the sharp edges bit into her and parted her bottom to splitting. With a pronounced plop the Matron extracted the now oily bung and a sturdy, gleaming turd began instantly and gratefully, to exude from the girlish gut. Arms still bound behind her, Anna frowned tin concentration as she pressed. There were tears at the edges of her lashes, but she was thankful, oh how thankful… the sensation was the greatest relief she had known in her life. The bucket beneath her thumped to two healthy, darkish sausages which looked far too big, somehow, to have come from such a girlish belly. The Matron watched them drop from between the reddened cheeks ruminatively; she was already writing out her yellow 'Zettel for the girl-this for Incontinence.
Three minutes later Anna Erland was presenting these to the Duty Mistress in her dreaded chamber. This today was Mademoiselle Bellais, the French mistress, a neat, smiling woman in her early thirties who looked fashion personified in her ultra-short white silk costume and almost crease-less leather boots. A contrast to the Matron in every way. As she surveyed the wretched expression of the pretty little underschool above her flexed cane, it was all she could do not to burst out laughing. With a bit of luck the silly thing would burst out crying in a moment.
“How would you like the first five, Anna?” she chaffed, and, receiving for answer but a finger twisting at a chain-ring, went on briskly, “Let's try them across that fidgety little bottom of yours, shall we. Come here.”
These 'Zettel were meant to be deterrent, but not intolerably severe. Each Duty Mistress could pay them off as desired, and only a lighter, or “classroom,” cane was employed. This was a flicky, whippy instrument, rather than one that bruised deeply. Its sting was considerable, however.
Anna was bent over a stool, her hands on its far edge and her legs straight behind but at an angle- her feet positioned some yard to the rear. Divested once more of its underclothing, her rump quivered in apprehension. Jacqueline Bellais was highly grateful to the Prefect who had strapped those cheeks downwards like that-the well-reddened undersides would react well.
“Who gave you those?”
“Seckendorff, Miss.”
“Good for her.”
“Hhrsss!”
“Ooooo…”
The mistress cut up quickly into the underfat. It was not a very hard stroke but it finished in a stingy flick that made the skin of her victim cringe in. Four more wristy cuts and Anna was in agony. She was given five minutes' pause and took the second 'Zettel in an unusual way. Sitting on the stool, with her bottoms over its edge, she was made to bend right forward, head between her knees. Then the French mistress cut sharply down, in a rigidly vertical stroke that bit in deeply. Anna had never been corrected like this and was squirming like a cut worm on the stool before it was over. And then her chits were signed, as effectuated, and she had to hurry back to her classroom and present them to her teacher, trying not to show her suffering. The latter made her stand for the rest of the period, and had her do so with knickers down and skirt up, exposing her weals-five nice and high, five nice and low- “Lots of room for some more in between,” as she commented to the snickering class.
And thus, it was-as little Anna was already rapidly learning. You were never free of that beastly biting cane. It hung over your head like a Damoclean sword, descending with that awful tingly dread that took your breath away and yet set you on edge and made even the youngest clit stiff, throbbing in anticipation.
At ten thirty each morning there was a break period, of a half-hour, when the girls performed calisthenics in the yard outside, under the eagle eye of Frau Dick, gym mistress elect. They did these in rows, with maximal vigor, not simply because punishment awaited the slovenly, but since for most of the year it was bitterly cold outside, certainly in the tiny tunics, and also since the girls enjoyed the exercises. These only, in any event, lasted some ten minutes or so, after which they ran back in, hugging their friends, laughing and joking, their faces red and ready for the glass of hot milk each had to take in the Hall.
It was here, daily, at approximately a quarter of eleven that the Headmistress addressed the gathered school. The girls lined either side of the Great Hall by classes, the mistresses sat in front on a dais, from which Frau Grumkow gave out the letters (already, of course, perused), made various announcements about coming activities, and in general encouraged that wholesome fidelity to duty for which the Schloss was celebrated. It was usually a moment of camaraderie and affection, for though all looked up to the Frau Direktrice they did so with an admiring glow. This period was also, however, that allotted to “Head's corrections,” namely by the birch.
So far this term there had only been one of these but it had been, as always, a salutory spectacle. It had involved a sturdily built seventeen-year-old, one Joyce Hall, daughter of the British Ambassador to Pomerania (now ceded to Prussia), and with a niece of Charles XII of Sweden one of the most distinguished foreigners attending the academy. In brief, Joyce had been found secreting cakes from the dining-table in her knickers and eating them under her sheets, after Lights Out.
These birchings were notoriously elaborate, involving much ritual, so much so that after Frau Grumkow's long lecture even the most steel-hearted were longing for the cuts to begin, and to get it over with. For the Schloss endeavored to harden and prepare their charges for life in ways both mental as well as physical. Even an experienced Senior could be reduced to a jelly of nervous emotion by one of the Headmistress's addresses. Joyce, a generally liked girl despite her nationality, endured hers phlegmatically, and stark naked in the center of Great Hall, save for high heels and smoky stockings, high-tethered by her garters. Perhaps this was partly due to the fact that German was not her native tongue. She had thin fairish hair which must have been bleached in the sun since her bush was a short crisp curly black, flattened to her belly by her wearing of panties. Her thighs were particularly well-muscled-she was a strong runner-and her arse-cheeks solid; she was a girl, most would have said, destined to grow stout later in life, altogether an appetizing specimen to flog with the birch, and more than one eye of those watching this flesh which seemed to challenge the rod was bright. But her sentence produced no less than a gasp around the hall; it was thirty-five strokes with the birch, plus five of the celebrated “master's stripes,” and three days' solitary confinement. The girl's eyes blinked unbelievingly when she heard it. After further preliminaries she was bent over the block-“All ass,” as Ingeborg Untermacher remarked to her friend Maria Daunitz after-her thick cheeks awaiting the achingly long twigs which Fraulein Katte, allotted the first dozen, drew dripping from a tub.
These branches stung like fury and it was not long before little spasmodic clenchings were visible testimony of their bite. They hissed like asps in the silence. The hands, manacled behind, fisted and scratched. But she endured her first dozen without a sound. A second mistress came forward for the second and, anxious to show her mettle, soon drew up lively wales and grazed blisters of skin. The twigs dug in pitilessly on the right as the punishment began to be worthy of the name. Each cut now drew a violent jerk and a strangled gasp. The buttock masses tightened frantically and the mistress was able to draw out the strokes considerably. A skilful bircher could keep a girl at the summit of pain with no more than four a minute, though the pace was usually faster than this in order to effect that psychological and most absolute victory of correction-when the whipped girl simply could not get her senses to believe she could take another. This final stage of utter absolution was effected for Joyce by the third mistress, who delivered the last eleven after the girl had been thoroughly revived for the ordeal with smelling salts and a bucket of brine emptied over her buttocks.
These were now, on the right at least, a hatched crisscrossing of purplish wales and weals, flecked with ruby pearls where the skin had broken under some particularly toughly pickled bud. These final strokes, of supreme severity, drove all color from the faces of the junior classes watching. They ended in a flurry of passionate tears from the victim, a sudden sobbing that broke out as much at the degradation of being made, at last, to show her pain as anything. The whole birching had probably taken six or seven minutes and after it was over, the Headmistress came down to inflict her five master's cuts with the whalebone. These were quite excruciating on the tenderized flesh and each drew a cry from the Amazonic English girl. Finally, let down and restored with salts, she had to stand on a dunce's stool at the door while the school filed out past her ruined cheeks in silence.
A wry smile fled over the lips of the mistress with the birch as she supervised there that each girl had a good look at the effects of punishment-the chest still heaving with sobs and pulled back by the fettered hands, the purpled bottoms quivering as if terrified, huddled together-before turning to curtsy to the Head and return to work. The mistress noted the gleam in the eyes of the Seniors, as, connoisseurs of the rod, they observed such details as drops of blood on one sturdy calf-such lively glances were followed by the ashen faces of the younger. Finally, the girl herself was hurried off in chains to the cellars for her three days of Solitary Confinement where, if she was lucky, she would have to face no more than bread and water, bondage, and a morning beating.
The noon hour, then, was a free one. It was a happy moment of the day when the girls gathered in groups before luncheon at one to exchange stories, make friendships, renew old ones-discuss the com-the idea of discipline had lodged deep within the mnemonic processes of these impressionable maidens, each of whom felt especially privileged to be accepted at Schloss Rutenberg, and much chitchat entered on what school slang knew as klitschklatsch! Gossip was rife. Was it true that the young Prince Frederick was now his father's prisoner, no less? That his best friend was to be executed? That Austria were being as insolent as ever? Well, was the common assent, to much tossing of puerile shoulders, the Austrians would have to learn their lesson, that was all. Like the English, and the French, and the Russians… heavens, didn't everyone?
There was but one flagellatory feature of this noon recess; any girl who had received Detention, and was due to suffer it that afternoon, might get dispensation from the Duty Mistress to pay it off in stripes. Five for an hour, ten for two-and all ten had to be taken together. The character of this little amnesty was more light-hearted than most whippings in the Schloss, and close to some athletic activity. For it was really incumbent on any Senior (at least) awarded an hour to show her Prussian pluck by taking a simple “fiver” with the light classroom cane. Should she not do so, she would hardly rate. Moreover, Detention was extremely unpleasant in these parts.
Accordingly, when the list for it went up at noon, a group of excited younger girls-many with “crushes” on their older colleagues-could be seen clustered in the hall outside the Duty Room. The door of this was left open and any girl could tap on it and enter. The chattering would shush and cease as some Senior strode in and made her request. Then, with hot-gripped hands, the listeners would strain excitedly in the silence so that each single biting snip of the cuts came clearly to them, each dry rap like the snapping of a twig of wood. Then the Senior would emerge, red-faced perhaps but not seriously the worse for wear, though walking rather fast. If forced by pain to grasp and puff she would grin at her audience, and probably take to her heels. But if she could saunter controlledly out, a burst of applause would greet her. And she would blush, and signal to her special friend among the scum to follow her, for a little gentle relief.
This regimen of the rod was thus naturally effected day after day, week after week, throughout the term. The girls accepted it unquestioningly, as prideful part of their special training. Indeed, with the number of them there were, the canings were not too intolerably common. Their presence existed in the mind continually, however. During the afternoon sports, and the evening pre-Prep recreation, where round games and dances were indulged in, the rod was publicly put away-so a visitor might conclude. There would, however, be those destined to make corrective trips to individual mistresses' rooms, and then three or four unfortunates a day, whose names had appeared on the Duty List, could be seen with anything but happy expectations on their anxious faces. These were those who had been told to put themselves in The Book-as the black-bound Bible of Duty corrections, standing on its lectern outside that dreaded chamber, was known.
The following will attend the Duty Mistress at 9:00 p.m…
Those who had been deemed sufficiently naughty to join this wretched rank were, by late afternoon, when the list was posted, in a perfect tizzy of internal butterflies. For the daily Duty punishment was the most dreaded moment in the lives of these pretty pensionaires; it was both ordeal and duel-one fought against the frightful penal cane, longer than most, whippy yet tough enough to make a flugleman cry out. Since Maria Daunitz had already experienced this heartless weapon, it is with her we shall logically visit its application in the Duty Room.



Chapter Five


“Is it really true, Head, that we have a platoon of these colossal foot guards quartered nearby?”
“Yes, with the Fifteenth Dragoons?”
“It's not only true,” said Frau Grumkow, stretching back contentedly in her chair. “But the Count has told me these positive giants need strenuous servicing. I hope you ladies are game. I may be required to send a delegation.”
The mistresses exchanged glances. It was some days later, and this moment after dinner, in the Frau Direktrice's study, was always a pleasant, relaxed one for them all. Only the Duty Mistress for the day, and those taking special assignments in Hall and Prep, ate with the girls. The rest dined with their Head, upstairs, and they dined very well. After dinner, they repaired as now, with great brimming beakers of brandy, to her study to talk and smoke. The Duty Mistress alone was not allowed to drink during her day. On this occasion there were some six mistresses present and, after standing until their almost diminutive-looking Principal had first seated herself facing the fire, they all took low leather chairs around her.
She herself had on a tight, ruffled shirt and a becoming pair of stone-colored velveteen trousers, belted low. She smoked a thin, dark cheroot. Maria Theresa Daunitz, watching from a seat at the side, looked at her with a new respect. That chunky, cheerfully squared off face was really resolution personified.
“I want you to be particularly hospitable to the Fifteenth Dragoons,” she went on (and listening, Maria supplied-on pain of penalty, of course). “I have it from one of the highest families in Silesia- this is to be kept amongst us in total confidence- that our beloved Emperor is contriving a match for the Prince Royal.” She bowed her head in a little genuflection at the words, as did her listeners who thereafter burst into a buzz of excited questionings.
“What? Who is it to be, Head? Do tell us…”
Frau Grumkow stretched out her legs a little further. Karl's prick had really hurt last time. He had no respect for the, ah, weaker sex.
“A Princess of Brunswick-Bevern, that will have to suffice for the nonce,” she said crisply, cutting off their further queries. “The story is, as related to me by the Count, that before the Prince marries her, she will do a year at one of our ladies' seminaries…”
The eager buzz broke out again. They had caught the drift. If only the Schloss could be honored… imagine… a Crown Princess in their midst… baring her bottom for… oh Heavens, it was unbelievable…
“Are… we being considered, Frau Direktrice?” asked Fraulein Holz, leaning forward.
The Head nodded. “We are being considered.”
“Oh how wonderful!”
“What glory!”
“We are being considered,” she added dryly, “together with Wolfenbuttel.”
There were groans at the mention of their nearest rival, a rather larger school near Rostock.
“We are far stricter than Wolfenbuttel,” came one indignant interjection. “We are much more worthy than they.”
“Well, I want to win the honor,” said the Head tartly, puffing at her cigar. “It should be the goal of all of us this term. The decision will not be long delayed. It is for this reason I want each one of you to be on your toes; keep after the scum in particular. They shouldn't feel safe for a second. As a matter of fact, I have thought of increasing the Duty penalty this year.”
“That ought to cheer up the little dears,” said tall Luzie Rombau with a laugh. “I had Duty two days ago and I've never seen such a set of expressions.”
“Nevertheless, they must be kept up to the mark all the time, or they'll get slack. There's only been one birching this term, and that was the English girl.”
“All the same it made her jump a bit, Head,” added broad-browed Katte from her armchair.
“That was partly because you gave her such an admirable first dozen. After that, it was child's play. Is she out from Solitary yet?”
“Came out last night, Head,” said another voice, “distinctly sorry for herself.”
“Did you visit her the day before, Luzie?”
“Yes, Frau Direktrice. I gave her ten.”
“So did I,” said another. “And the bar?”
“Oh yes, she did the bar all right. Lord, how they all seem to hate that.”
“Yes, it's quite salutory. And the swing? Did you put her on that, too? Good.”
“She had one whole morning hanging in the cage and it was so funny, Head, she kept peeing through it.”
“I hope you corrected her for Incontinence.”
“I did,” said the grinning Fraulein Holz, one hand expressively rubbing a meaty hip. “Ten, also.”
They all laughed. Even Frau Grumkow joined in.
“Come to that, I've only had one of you flogged so far this term,” she added with a chuckle. Maria Daunitz stirred in her seat. “I seem to remember you got it twice last half, Holz.”
“I certainly did, Head,” came the equally cheerful reply, “and I can remember every lick.”
Maria's face had darkened at the allusion. She was aware that the Head was staring at her. She wished her friend Inge had been present, but she was on Duty today.
“And do you remember every lick, Daunitz?”
“Distinctly, Frau Direktrice,” she answered at once.
“Do you still have some marks?”
“I… I think so… a little.”
“Show them to us.”
“Certainly.”
Maria was learning. She stood up with alacrity, turned and bared her bottom, raising on high the soft leather skirt. There was a prolonged silence.
“Thank you. You can sit down.” Maria did so and confronted as it were head-on the bright eyes of the French mistress, Jacqueline Bellais, boring into hers. There was something in the expression that locked her own eyes… but the Directress was continuing, “So what did you think of your first birching?”
“Me, Frau Direktrice?” she answered, aware that they were all staring at her now; “I… I thought that, why, it was very severe.”
“Too severe?” The Head's blue eyes were no longer merry.
“No. Just that it seemed… er, a lot… for a little offense.”
Frau Grumkow struck her placid forehead, making her blonde wig dance.
“Good Lord! It's just occurred to me. Daunitz is new to us here, and she probably thinks I was extra-strict with Joyce because she was English.”
“That's heresy,” said Fraulein Katte softly.
“You would never do such a thing,” joined in another shocked tone.
Maria wanted to interject, such had not been in her mind, but the Directress went on at once: “Absolute justice is all we seek at Schloss Rutenberg. No idea of nationality existed or exists in punishing. Joyce was simply… someone to correct. Listen. Here's a wager. I'll send for the girl…”
“It isn't necessary, Frau Direktrice,” Maria murmured unhappily.
“… and ask her direct. If she thinks there was the slightest excess of zeal in her sentence, I shall offer myself in expiation. Yes, Wedell here will be instructed to give these,” and she tapped her tubby bum, “exactly what she gave you.”
Maria again tried to interrupt, but the little woman had tinkled a bell. A pretty maid, engaged in clearing off the dinner next door, appeared instantly. She was a lissome thing, inky-locked and succulently outlined in her short black satin uniform with its tiny apron and cap.
“You sent for me, Madam?”
“Yes, Resi. Fetch the English girl, Hall.”
“Very good, Ma'am.”
The maid curtseyed and left. Maria Daunitz had already learnt (to her own discomfiture, she was sure) that the maidservants employed at the Schloss were a special breed. They occupied a strange stratum in the local hierarchy, being above the girls yet in a curious below-above relationship to the mistresses. The latter could whip the maids, and did, though the whole servant staff came under the iron rule of the head kitchen maid or, as she was better known, the Raumpflegerin. But the maids, mischievous monkeys that they were, did not seem notoriously averse to corporal correction, and could, and did, report the mistresses for delinquencies to the Head. They maintained what Maria conceived to be an almost mockingly respectful demeanor to the teachers, however.
Having prostrated herself and been summoned to stand in the ring before the fireplace, Joyce Hall looked extremely frightened in her succinct gold tunic, or chlamys. She clearly imagined she was likely to be punished again and her sturdy bust wobbled unashamedly.
“Well, Joyce,” said Frau Grumkow, “have you learnt your lesson?”
“Oh yes, Madam,” the girl answered gratefully.
“How did you enjoy your Solitary?”
The girl bit her lip. How to answer properly? Her heavy lashes moistened. Finally she blurted, “It… it taught me a lesson, Madam.”
Frau Grumkow laughed shortly.
“You don't think I was unduly severe to you?”
“Oh no, Madam, no… not at all,” answered the big girl eagerly, albeit with a hint of tears at the edges of her orbs.
“And what would you expect if you repeated the offense?”
“Oh I would get even more, Madam.”
“That's right, you would, Joyce. You'd get four, or five dozen and then I think you'd really know you'd been birched. So you have no ill feelings?”
“Non, Ma'am.”
“Good. I'm glad to hear it. Now show your buttocks to Miss Daunitz. She is new here and might care to see how we treat casual offenders in Solitary.”
Maria had been accompanying her friend Ingeborg Untermacher on her rounds as Duty Mistress for the day. And one of the first tasks of such was to “inspect” any girls in Solitary. There had not in fact been any this day, but they had gone the rounds nevertheless. Solitary was paid off in subterranean cells, entirely bare, whitewashed, with short barred windows high up, at ground level. Entering one of these bleak chambers, with its ammoniac stench, Maria had received a profound sense of depression. So big, and bare, and barren. Some ringbolts on one wall, a hole in the floor for natural needs, and a bare board to sleep on, that was all.
The offender was kept manacled, on bread and water, so it seemed, employed during the day on purposely useless labor-such as scrubbing her floor over and over on her knees, or cleaning out the Groves till they glowed. Evidently she could count on a sound caning a day. Even so, Maria was quite unprepared for the sight that met her eyes as the English girl, skirt raised and knickers down, turned directly in front of her chair.
She had thought Monika Vorst well wealed, but this was something else again. The birch-marks had mostly subsided to decorative green and yellow tracery, though the signal efficacy of the “master's strokes” was still on display. But the big patient buttock had been blatantly beaten all over — the cane markings were in groupings, extending well down her legs.
“All right, do up your things,” came the order, and the girl quickly obeyed, only too glad to do so, it appeared. But her fingers fluttered as the Head drawled through her cheroot-“And what would you say if I said that to complete your lesson, Joyce, six with the switch might be in order?”
The great eyes welled. Suddenly something profoundly affecting-at least for Maria Daunitz-occurred. The seventeen-year-old burst into tears, gulping sobs she clearly tried to check and stifle. For there had been a greedy clicking round the room, as the mistresses all menacingly unclipped their switches. She dropped clumsily to her knees before the Frau Direktrice and lowering her blondish head kissed the toes peeping from the trousers there. No words could possibly have been more eloquent. And at this exact same moment Maria Theresa Daunitz felt a pressing pang in her chest.
Gazing at the bent bottom practically splitting the golden knickers as the girl kissed and licked the leather, she knew she wanted to see it whipped. She would have liked to cane that proud posterior herself-and it was the first time she had felt, or acknowledged the feeling, to herself.
“Don't be silly, Joyce, Stand up and answer my question. Well, then… what would you say?”
“I would say… I would, say, Ma'am,” stammered the still crying girl, “that if you ordered it, then it must be right, and I should hope and try to profit from it all I could.”
“A truly Prussian reply,” retorted the Headmistress with satisfaction. “I couldn't be more proud of you for that, Joyce, than if you were one of ours. Well done. You may have a Credit.” (Thus excusing her, Maria knew, of three cuts at the next beating.) “You may leave now. And if I were you, I should keep those bottoms out of trouble for a little while.”
When the girl had gone there was an excited tension in the air. The Frau Direktrice lit another small cigar.
“There's one erring child who won't steal cakes in a hurry, I think,” she said, drawing on the dark weed with satisfaction. “Amazing how the rod imposes its rule.”
“Do you remember that truant, Head, two years ago, whom you ordered ten days of Solitary and six of the best each morning and evening?”
“Heavens yes,” laughed another mistress jovially, “she didn't take her eyes off the ground for the rest of that term. The mere sight of a stick set her shaking like a jelly.”
“You could do anything you liked with her.”
“And doubtless you did, Luzie.”
Luzie Rombau giggled. “I must say I gave her one of the last of those beatings just as hard as I've ever hit. I have a soft spot at the very memory.” They laughed together as the mistress rubbed her center indicatively.
“Do you required my presence any further, Frau Direktrice?”
The Headmistress looked at the mouth-watering morsel of black silk and satin for a moment.
“Have you had it recently, Resi?”
“Unfortunately I have, Madam,” said the maid, roguishly enough, and looking at the ripe curve of her cheeky can Maria Daunitz again felt that abduction of her breath-yes, she would like to see this tender little Dienstmadchen well whipped too, no doubt about it. She would like to see her bent, and bared, and… and…
“Any reason why you shouldn't have it again?”
“None at all, Madam,” replied the maid promptly.
“Resi,” said the Headmistress, stirring her limbs and changing-somewhat-the conversation, “I need to give someone another salutory birching, in front of the whole school. You don't happen to have a candidate, do you?”
The maid's green eyes twinkled. “There have been some odd stains, yes in the sheets, Frau Direktrice, coming in from Dormitory 'D.' We are looking into it, Ma'am.”
“A vicious little onanist is just what I require,” concurred Frau Grumkow with a chuckle. “Fifty cuts in front of the school, after having masturbated publicly first. A week of solitary, with regular canings to cool her off.” The Head was working herself up, it was plain. “But come, Resi, let's show the new mistress the servant kiss. Nice and deep. The scum buss.” The little woman turned. “You know what that is, Daunitz?”
“Yes, Head.”
“What?”
Maria hesitated but fractionally. “Up the… arse.”
Frau Grumkow shook her braids reflectively. “Tongue up the anal canal, deep. Is there anyone here who feels she could come?”
“I could,” said several voices in unison.
“Frau Dick,” the Headmistress gravely selected, and the well-fleshed gym mistress duly arose.
“Thanks, Head. After seeing Joyce's bum I was frankly just about to burst.”
(And so was I, Maria realized hectically. So… am I!)
“Do you think you can do a 'dry' for Daunitz?”
“I'll try, Head.” She added, grinning- “All that brandy!”
Frau Dick had the wide face of her race, though hers was set under a mousy crop of thin soft hair cut short as a German schoolboy's. It set off in curious sensuality her look of a well-fed mare, her brows of a water-carrier, and generally wanton eyes. Above all, as she came forward now, did it contrast with the thick black furze that fanned out up her belly, above the well-seamed slug of her sex.
For the gym mistress had stripped with expert address and advanced nude but for her boots below the waist, thoughtfully licking the last crumbs of a Savoy cake off her fingers. She stood with feet apart, her back to the fire and facing the principal. The quiff of her bush-hair curled in two furry crimps at the very base of her body and when she curiously parted a little the strong spongy lips of her cunt a red bud, like a velvet cap-ribbon, stuck out, shiny in the light of the triple-branched sconces.
“Right up, Resi. Or it's a dozen on the legs.”
The neat maid knelt directly behind the woman. She hesitated a second, summoning a look of concentration to her foxy muzzle of a face, then drew apart the hanging bottom ovals with her fingers. Her tongue licked once at her lips, a cat's before cream, then she pressed her mouth into the divide behind.
Dick hissed as the tongue slid up her. Her cheeks flushed as she bent further forwards, widening with her fingers the silken purse of her pussy.
“Ach… like that… yes, Resi, yes…”
To Maria, watching bemused, the amazing was occurring-the clitoris twitched or kicked! Yes it stiffened in sudden erection, an hypertrophied angry-looking stub of gristle, standing out from the vulva like a thumb, wet and red. The mistress was stretching the quaking thing out further by distension of her lips and breathing pleasurably now, “Hah… komm… suss… come on you little bitch, shoot… she's doing it to you…”
“Heavens, it's a cock,” laughed Katte from her chair.
But the Head said sternly, “You'll eat shit if she doesn't come, Resi. I'll see that you get twenty at the triangle, too. Get it-in-deep!”
Verily, Frau Dick's crotch seemed to be steaming. The stiff wet tube, half as long as a finger, was sticking out horizontally, a furious thing-yes, surely about to burst.
“She's got it,” gasped Dick, sucking in her breath; and the morsel of femininity literally spasmed before them, sweating its dew in driblets to the carpet.
“Holy Mother!” panted the mistress, straightening and looking about her with an undefined, slightly muzzy expression, while the maid withdrew her face, and licked her scummy lips. Froth still seeped expansively from her slit. The Head was according this performance a critical eye, hand at her own crotch, when there came a rap at the door.
Ingeborg Untermacher came in and curtseyed. She was brilliant in the dazzling white of the Duty Mistress's skimpy tunic and she held the black Demerit Book in one hand. Her auburn hair cascaded down her back. Maria Daunitz found herself looking at her friend and mentor with curiously beating heart, as the young woman bent for the Directress to affix her signature to the day's rote of “Duty” offenses. The wrinkleless, clingy material, softly gathered at the skirt by the wide leather belt, proclaimed rather than hid Inge's solid body beneath. Her boots shone in the firelight, cutting into the creamy thighs.
“Only three?” Frau Grumkow was saying, looking at the little list of penitents with a frown; “I doubt if you'll even get warm.”
“I expect they will, Head,” Katte chuckled.
“If I have anything to do with it,” agreed the Duty Mistress of the day, grinning.
“Well, you have one nine; see if you can make her 'come again.'”
“Who's that, Head?”
“Steffi Nagel,” answered Jacqueline Bellais promptly. “My report in Hall.”
“Well, well,” sighed the Frau Direktrice. “A niner can always be a bit uncomfortable. Still, think of the good you are doing to her soul, Untermacher. Lay on-and don't forget what I told you after, will you?”
“I won't, Head.”
As Maria curtseyed and prepared to follow her friend on her punitive mission, the last in the day for the Duty Mistress, she heard the maid inquire in a new and anxious tone, “Is there anything else you require of me, Frau Direktrice?”
“Well, since you're here,” they heard the reply before the door closed behind them, “it might be as well… you could profit from a little switching, Resi, that is… if we have anyone here… who…”
The two mistresses paced the corridors hand in excited hand, Inge carrying the big black Book under her right arm. Before they rounded the last bend, however, Ingeborg stopped and looked at her new-found friend.
“What were you doing in there tonight?” Then, without waiting for reply, she hurried on in a whisper, “It is thrilling, isn't it? Oh admit it, Maria. You've never seen a 'Duty' before, and you must realize it's intended to be absolutely deterrent. No pity at all. You do understand that? I hit for all I'm worth and if I didn't, they wouldn't respect me a jot. If that Nagel doesn't get up by nine, my right arm isn't what it used to be.”
“And if she does,” said Maria Daunitz, sinking into the same accomplice's whisper, “she goes back to the end of the line and gets them over, plus what she didn't take first time round.”
“If I could get her to stand by seven,” mused Ingeborg with a sensual shudder, “then it'd be eleven over the desk, after. It doesn't do to think about it, does it?”
It was indeed a wretched rank lined up one side of the Duty Room door that greeted the two on arrival there. Facing them, on the other side, stood the Duty Maid of the day, who had assembled the culprits and who, judging by the sly smile on her face as she curtseyed, had been indulging in the favorite pastime of such, namely terrifying the troop verbally. The girls bobbed in unison as Ingeborg and Maria strode in past them without a word.
The room was well lit this time, a flag presiding behind the Duty Mistress's table desk on which Inge plonked the great book, and on which lay two long penal canes. One of these she took up and flexed between her fingers with a dreamy smile.
“Lovely. They put out the number three that I wanted. A little thinner than the others. Some of us like to use the thicker ones, but I find that sometimes they just bruise. Ugh. These bendy beauties sting like fiends.”
“I know,” said Maria. “You seem to forget that I got ten with one.”
Inge's face went solemn. She gave her friend a baleful look.
“I'd love to thrash you, darling,” she said gently.
Maria gave a nervous laugh. “Fortunately you're not going to be able to do that.”
“I wouldn't be so sure,” said the other steadily, then went on quickly-“I'll take Nagel last, when my eye is in. The first girl, Hannelore Weg, is a Senior and pretty experienced. Shouldn't worry too much over six. The other sixer is a Junior called von Brandt.”
“I know her,” said Maria, remembering the pert blonde from a Science class.
Ingeborg Untermacher swept the stick through the air with a voluptuous slice. “God, these things were made to cut young girl-flesh, weren't they just? Most efficient instruments.” She bent elastically and thumbed off her underpants. Catching Maria's eye she explained with a loose grin, “More ease of movement like that. And… and… by the way, if you catch one of them lowering her eyes, for a look, don't hesitate to… Mary darling, I suggest you stand over there… yes, by the bars, that way you can see their faces as well… do you want to masturbate, by the way? We don't usually, during.”
“No, of course not,” Maria Daunitz replied with a quick flush.
Ingeborg gave her a rather roguish wink and with a twirl that lifted the skimpy silk off the slab of one sulcus, turned to the door with her stick- “Let's just go out and frighten them a bit first, shall we, I always like to.”
They went out. The three girls waiting their turn for punishment looked extremely solemn. The first, directly across from the door facing the maid, was Hannelore Weg, a tall, slim, rather short-sighted brunette with silky straight hair. She stared straight ahead of her. Helen von Brandt, next in line, was visibly trembling, with traces of tears on her long lashes. The last, as arranged now by the maid on Ingeborg's order, was the “niner,” Steffi Nagel, a rather ordinary-looking brownette with an expressionless face. The first wore gold, the two others green.
Ingeborg Untermacher stood back with feet astride, flexing her cane across her sturdy thighs, and looked at the trio with a well-stimulated dislike.
“You three are going to be caned as hard as possible across the bottom, so you might as well make up your mind to it,” she said sternly. “Let's see good comportment under the rod. Bend tight and hold on hard to the bar. Tell yourselves what silly idiots you've been to get into the Book in the first place. It's still early in the term and there's plenty more of this waiting for you if you want it. You,” and she tapped under Steffi Nagel's broad rump with her rod, “it's only Thursday and if you get put in the Book again this week, it's twelve, remember?”
She turned and led the way back in, the maid smilingly closing the door on Maria, following. She felt wrought-up, tense, dry-throated. Once inside the room again Ingeborg sat down behind her table and said calmly, “Send in Hannelore.”
Maria went to the door, opened it, and called out loudly, “Weg.” She closed the door on the rapidly marching girl. Her heels make a lot of noise on the black floor. Hannelore Weg stood in front of the desk, her eyes straight in front of her.
“Hannelore Weg?” she was asked, after having taken her oath to the flag.
“Fraulein.”
“Accused of being Idle in class. Report of Fraulein Rombau. You plead?”
“Guilty, please.”
“Have you anything to say?”
“Nothing to say.”
“Do you wish to appeal?”
“No.”
“First Order. Six strokes,” said Ingeborg Untermacher, writing in the Book. “Thank you, Fraulein.”
“Strip.”
The girl's fingers fled. Off came her knickers, to be folded neatly and placed on the desk, just by the dreaded Duty Book. Then her skirt was tucked into her belt, which was ordered higher, almost under her ribs. Ingeborg knowingly inspected the sleek, liquid little bottoms thus put on alluring display, fingering them for old bruises. But the girl had not been beaten this term.
“Do twenty squat-bends,” she was told coldly. After which she had to touch her toes as many times. “Now bend over. I'm going to give you them nice and low, so you can look forward to a good lesson in self-control.”
The well-practised girl went to a set of bars, horizontally set about three foot high, in front of the yawning, though empty, fireplace of the room. Placing her toes under a small brass bar, she had another rail along her ankles behind, while yet another pressed at the top of her shins, and another thighs, in front. She bent over in a lissome arch and grasped the bar at her toes, holding it tightly in her fingers.
Maria could see what an admirably disciplined position it was. The girl could not kick back; the knees and legs were maintained wholly braced and no slightest relaxation of their rigidity could be permitted without leaving hold of the bar with her hands-which constituted getting up. If an offender did this she had to “come again.” It was what made “Duty” (as the girls called it) so dreaded.
First “order” in a week was six, second nine, and third twelve-but it had been a long time since any twelve had been inflicted. Nine was usually more than enough, administered in the manner it was. The system was such, too, that it discouraged any girl giving up should she know early on in her correction that she could not take her dose. A count of nine, for instance, a truly fearsome score for a youngster, abandoned at, say, five good swipes would mean taking over the nine plus the four not received the first time-thirteen in all, fastened over the infamous Punishment Desk. No wonder Hannelore's hemispheres were shivering.
But Maria Daunitz felt the same heat behind her eyes again, as she saw yet another bottom bared, bent, and waiting to be thrashed, cut into by the pitiless length of yellow cane, now held in Ingeborg's hand several paces away from its eventual target. The fluid texture of the flesh promised extreme vulnerability. The smoky stockings were gartered high, in red, and a thick dry slot of bush showed back, at the top of the thighs. The silence was practically deafening.
“I'm going to thrash your behind,” said Ingeborg thoughtfully, if unnecessarily, as she stared judgingly at the well-divided flesh.
Whrrrppp!
As always, the first thudding cut, given with a run, seem to strike like lightning, writing its inky weal across the fruity flesh. It did so low down, wobbling the bottoms. But the girl said nothing.
A long pause. Two… three… there was a gasping pant, the silken knees fretted at the bar.
Whrrruppp! Four. Maria Daunitz drew a hand across her brow. It was moist. She was sweating under the leather. The weals were short but tough, purplish and raised, close hued on the right. She was intensely excited. She looked away.
Five!
Still averting her gaze she heard Ingeborg walk back to lengthen her run, heard the pause for the pain to sink in continue, and continue-finally an exclamation. She turned and looked, and what she saw stung her suddenly, in the center if her flesh, like a bee-sting in her vitals.
The tall brunette, her hair falling forward, had arched up; stiff as a bristle she stood, speechlessly grasping her flaming underbuttocks, what was visible of her face hopelessly twisted. She had stepped back from the bars and seemed in some extremity of agony.
“A rotten performance for a Senior,” said Ingeborg with satisfaction in her voice. “Go to the end of the line, Weg, and I'll deal with you later. It'll be seven, really hard.”
“I'm s-sorry, Miss,” hissed the girl hopelessly. “I'm out of, out of… practice.”
The moment was golden. Watching the tall brunette writhe her way to the door, striving to retain some shred of deportment as she tugged down strands of her skirt and curtseyed stiffly, Maria Daunitz felt molten lava in her loins. In the silent emptied room, too large for its human purpose, she stood staring at her friend fixedly.
“Well caned,” she said at last.
“It was unexpected,” returned Ingeborg, equally levelly and artificially. “Hannelore ought to take six in her stride. Did you notice what a deep-set sphincter she had?”
“I didn't,” said Maria.
“Sure you don't want to masturbate… a little bit… right now?”
“No,” said Maria smiling, “do you?”
“I feel nothing, during, but you must confess it's heaven to watch them like that… when it's over.”
There was a knock at the door. Helen von Brandt came in, visibly crying. She had had a good beating only that morning and now got another, across her plump, pugnacious little buttocks which still held fat when bent. She took the count stoically, though gasping and panting a lot throughout, and finally leaving the room with stricken face, holding herself and moaning. It was the turn of Steffi Nagel, the “niner.”
Ingeborg Untermacher took particular care over this correction, which was clearly, for her, a challenge.
The girl had a dewy, heart-shaped little face, thin sloping shoulders fashionable at the time, yet a buttock, when disclosed, that went outward into a surprisingly full and heavy base. She had had her six at Duty on Tuesday and the lines still showed well. When bent, she was broad and placid behind, the central seam of her twat tucked in. Ingeborg took a long run, and Maria held her breath; she knew in her soul she wanted her friend to win the duel, she wanted to see this firm, meaty flesh lashed into agony.
The air soughed… fffffttt!
The first strokes smacked home viciously. The girl began to gasp at once.
“Au weh, aaaah… o Gott, wie das tut weh… mein Gott, liebe Fraulein…”
She was a loquacious victim but despite her imprecations (“Ach, das halte ich nicht aus…”) absorbed the whacking stripes like a sponge. Four, five, six, seven… Ingeborg was not going to “win.”
“Bend right over… tight, tight.”
The girl gave a long crying moan. Her thighs rubbed together and the split plum of her sex showed suddenly, a winking wound. Her puckered sphincter seemed to swell a second, dilate and withdraw. The right cheek was splodgy with welts, one of which appeared to be oozing.
“Ooooh… auuuuuu…”
Ingeborg Untermacher stood behind her victim, chest heaving, an eager, almost exasperated expression on her face. She seemed to be wondering- how was it possible to cane anyone harder?
“Turn in your toes, Nagel. I want those fat hams absolutely separated for these last two.”
The eighth and ninth whunked into the buttery flesh at the very bisection of hip and thigh. Steffi cried out loudly each time, but did not rise. The mistress let her stay so a long time before the “Permission,” and then said, “All right. Get your knickers on. Hardened little slut, you ought to be caned like that every day.”
Maria mused on the difference in reactions to extreme pain as the girl, her panties up, half-hobbled to the door, holding her riven buttocks and moaning loudly and slowly still.
“Have the Matron see to that place where I broke the skin.”
“Ja, Fraulein. Th-thank you.”
Alone once more, the two stared at each other. Ingeborg sat back on the edge of her table, panting like a runner. Her mouth was wide, there was a quick tawny flicker in her eyes, that of an unsatisfied animal. She parted her legs, the thin stuff of her tunic draping conspicuously over the butting mound of her mons.
“Shall I bring in Weg again?” Maria asked.
The other crossly shook her head. “No, no. Of course not. The maid. For the desk.”
Maria Daunltz paused. Her friend had spoken in rushing gasps. “You don't have to talk to me like that, Inge,” she protested gently.
“I'm sorry… it's just that afterwards…” Her glowing head went back, she sucked in breath again. “Well, look.”
Lifting the limp material from her front, Ingeborg bared her burning cunt. Unlike Frau Dick, she did not even have to part her hairy lips; the tough tail of glistening gristle stuck up through them like a ready tongue.
“Good Lord,” said Maria, not without a certain reverence.
“We… we… some of us… this special operation… Matron does it… uh, with pins… agony, absolute murder… elongates th-th-au Gott! I'm going to go off with you just looking at it like that, let alone a touch, and I want to keep completely horny for Hannelore. Here.” She thrust out the cane with an imperative gesture. “Give me a couple, really hard, to drive it down.”
Maria took the willowy wand hesitantly. “Me… you?”
But Ingeborg had turned and placed her palms on the table top, her legs widely parted.
“Quick, quick.”
“Wer-won't they hear?”
“What does it matter? They know we get walloped.”
Maria Daunitz raised the little flap of silk onto her friend's back and, after a pause, lashed the firm rounds twice, low down. Two thick weals leapt up, reddening to black. Ingeborg rose, thoughtfully.
“Thanks a lot,” she said at last. “Now let's get that delicious little Dienstmadel in to set out the Desk. After which we can make Hannelore wish she'd never been born with a bottom. Seven of the absolutely most Imperial. God save her skin.” For a second she put her hands behind her. “Heavens, you really hit me, then. Drove my come down, however.”
“It didn't mine,” said Maria.
Ingeborg looked at her with close on a leer. “You don't have my clit, dearie. The mere touch of material would have, sent me off just now. But you're feeling nice and molten down there, eh?”
“Sopping,” she confessed, hot-cheeked. “I don't know when I've been so sexually excited.” Suddenly she gritted her teeth-“Cut the can off this one, Inge. Please, please. In little portions. Slowly.”
She turned to the door for the maid.
Two minutes late a very scared-looking Hannelore Weg, her dark blue eyes moist and her chest heaving, was shown in. A heavy pulpit desk had been ring-bolted to the floor. It was provided with ankle-stocks and adjustable wrist-stocks on its front side. There was a leathern boss on the forward slope of wood.
“Strip,” said Ingeborg coldly.
When the girl was in no more than stockings and heels this time, the mistress came forward ruminatively, her chain of office chinking. She lifted the warm satiny chubbies behind, at the top of the long smooth thighs.
“Still sting?”
“Yer-yess,” said the girl unsteadily. Then added, “I'm very sorry I got up like that just now, Miss. I never have before.”
“Well, you're going to be a lot sorrier in a moment. I'm going to take an even stronger cane to you, Hannelore, and give you seven you'll remember for the rest of this term. Fraulein Daunitz will position you.”
With a blind turn the girl went to the desk. Maria followed the trim, liquid movement of the peach-halves with beating heart. She fastened the girl over.
There were adjustments to make. The ankle-stocks kept the legs about a foot apart; the wrist holes had to be pulled down for a tall girl, ensuring her weight well forward. There was a belt to be tightened across her lower back, assuring a pelvic camber upward as the leathern boss snugged under the furry and well-fatted mons.
To the five aching purple wales across the tender underbum seven excruciating slices were added, with a murderously whippy cane. Ingeborg took her time and cut slightly upward into the cringing sulcal skin at intervals of no less than quarter of a minute each. The girl first panted and blew, then frankly yelped, head back, as the tip bit into the right buttock like a brand. Released, she bounded about, regaling the mistresses with some helpless, hectic kneading of her upper legs and hips. Left alone again at last, they exchanged looks. Ingeborg closed the book and turned her back.
“I now have to give this to the Head,” she said thoughtfully.
“I thought you caned that kid beautifully,” Maria said, passing a tongue over her lips.
“Beautifully?”
Maria laughed. “What I mean is… I wouldn't have liked to be in her place.”
“Unfortunately you're going to have to be.”
There was a long heavy silence. Maria felt her heart beat up.
“What do you mean?” she asked at last. Her friend was still standing with her back to her, her scant tunic rucked in her cleft and showing the end of one of the weals Maria had just given her. As if sensing Maria's thoughts, indeed, Ingeborg ran a finger over this hot line.
“The Head said I was to give you a training caning,” she said rather hollowly. “I'm sorry, but I have to. Don't make it difficult for me. If I report you took it well, it may be the last.”
“Because I didn't 'take it' well enough from Wendell, I suppose,” Maria said bitterly. “Oh damn and hell, this is ridiculous. It would have to be you.” But already her fingers were flipping undone the bone buttons of her belt to which the tops of her silk knickers were secured. She had undone sixteen when Ingeborg said, with still averted face, “Mary, I do have to do this, I'm sorry. I also have to report if you get up, during.”
“If you don't?”
“We're watched all the time here. It's uncanny. She'd know.”
“What instrument am I to be flattered with?”
“The cane I've just used.”
“Oh naturally.” Tossing aside her leather skirt and half in tears already, she turned her proud and stalwart bottom-bared for the whip. “Come on, let's get it over with, then. Do your damnedest.”
Ingeborg advanced with a gloomy expression, flexing her stick. She stood in front of her friend, the gold letter on her breast catching the light.
“I'm actually going to enjoy this very much, Maria. I won't hide it from you. I've longed to thrash your behind from the first day I saw you.”
“Please,” said Maria in a new voice, her eyes dropping to the pitiless length of wood. “Don't draw it out.”
Ingeborg jounced the profile of her friend's rump with the swollen tip of her stick. “Why not? Don't you feel yourself living now? I'm going to give you as much pain as I possibly can, until, until you're reduced to a thing of pain… like that girl there.”
“How many?” said Maria curtly. Then wished she hadn't asked.
“Ten.”
“Ten! But that's… it's…”
“What you're going to get. Here. Stand over here. Can you put your palms on the ground?”
“You mean… bending over?” said Maria sickly. “I used to be able… but in these heels…”
With her legs together she bent like a hinge, doubling her bottoms and stretching their skin. Ingeborg stood well back and with a sudden thudding rush pranced on her fleshy prey-to cut.
Huhuwhu-the cane seemed to hew the air interminably until it completed, meatily-uiclk! Determined not to show a sign before her friend, Maria merely gasped, albeit driven off balance a moment.
Ingeborg had cut low, into the very tenderest part of her whole integument, it seemed, and the flame of pain waved over her, drenching her hips.
“Aaaah!”
Maria got to four. Five was a filthy beast of a stroke and she heard her own quick whine of protest.
“Christ! You might at least hit me on the bottom. That last was on my legs.”
“How are you enjoying it, by the way?” asked upside-down Ingeborg, taking a rest on her table for a minute. “You're marking beautifully, and you've only had half.”
“Please… Inge… c-cut me up higher. Not on the thighs.”
“No, you're really nice and tender there. Am I coming about right for time? I mean, when the pain's at its peak.”
“I… yesss,” Maria hissed, in no mood for academic discussion.
“I'm going to continue to work just under the cunt.”
The sixth sang into the stretched meat. The seventh. Eighth.
“Chrissst! Inge… pleeeease.” Nine… ten!
Stay down, she had to stay down… Maria counted, panting. Ingeborg was standing right behind her. “All right,” she heard and jacked upright in agony-to find Inge's arms grabbing round her waist, Inge's furred cunt thrust, tunic-less, into her plump and maddened right buttock; yes, she even felt the slippery stub of flesh there, as Inge hissed, and heaved, and cursed, and buried her face in Maria's hair, wriggling her clitoris into ecstasy on the powerful mound of whipped round womanflesh of her friend.
And five minutes after this, reordered, if not restored, they were presenting the completed Duty Book of the day to the Head in her study.
The mistresses had gone; they had been replaced by a tall, raw-boned officer in loose shirt and pale-blue trousers. Presented to the well-wined Colonel Karl von Dessau, the two young mistresses curtseyed.
Elizabetha Grumkow, still in the same chair, smiled at them cheerfully-“Did she take it well, Ingeborg?”
“Admirably, Frau Direktrice.”
“Show the Count your bottom, Daunitz,” came the next instruction and already Maria found she could obey this order without the slightest hesitation. “I want him to spread the word how strict we are, so that we may be honored with the royal presence. Karl, this is the new mistress I was telling you about.”
“These two will do for my Grenadiers,” the man murmured, feeling at the front of his trousers. “Gad, that's a good pair. And well marked, too. Use a cane, did you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Well, you two can run off and console yourselves,” said Frau Grumkow, eyeing the Count's growing bulge. She was a jealous woman, and in the mood for cock.
On the way back to her room Maria Daunitz stole a look at her friend. Strange to say, she felt no resentment. She was fast slipping into the sense of discipline, the mystique of destiny, at Schloss Rutenberg. And when Inge squeezed her arm and said softly, “I'm sorry if I did cut rather low, but you must admit it hurts more there,” she was able to answer with a touch of admiration, “You caned me terrifically well, Inge. It hurt horribly.”
“And that,” said her friend, with another comforting squeeze, accompanied by a mischievous wink, “means it's going to be much, much nicer in a minute.”



Chapter Six


All agreed that the birching of Barbara Mack was a very brilliant affair. It took place shortly after half term, some full six weeks subsequent to the events already described, and the occasion was attended by some remarkable complications. Frau Grumkow had been a tartar all term, determined to defeat Wolfenbuttel as seminary elect for the Princess Elizabeth Christine, before she married the Prince Royal. To date, the matter was evidently still unsettled-and so was she, pacing her halls with whalebone switch, restless, nervous, on the lookout for offenders.
Christina Holz and tall Luzie Rombau had come in for a lively whipping each, having been detected in a public quarrel, in front of the pupils outside Hall. No matter that this had concerned whose right it was to punish an erring girl, the Head had heard them and had them into her Chastisement Room in front of all the others that evening. Maria Daunitz had been one of that solemn rank lined up to watch Luzie place eighteen aching strokes of her switch across Christina's full bottom the first night, and then receive the same herself from the other the next. Each chastisement was effected in total silence except for the hiss of the switch and gasps of the delinquent, over a period of some three minutes. And she had watched it with beating heart and brightened eye.
For it was a new Maria Daunitz who put on the chain of office over the white Duty costume that fateful day. She had by now been thoroughly initiated into the regimen of the Schloss. She had accepted her friend Inge's easy reasoning-if a girl had done wrong, and had to be whipped, why should not one get pleasure out of the infliction? The culprit was treated in a much more humane, interested and thoroughly personal manner as a consequence; it was not like being whipped on a barracks square by some brute of a Drillmaster.
Consequently she was smiling as she heard Recitation that cold November morning. She stood in the center of the Duty Room holding the text of Cicero handed her, while the anxious-faced Junior duly read off her lines. There were four to do so today. The first succeeded without an error, as did the second, but the third, when ushered in, a charming brunette called Elrich, stood plucking at her tunic, toes turned in, a very picture of apprehension.
“Commence,” said Maria, her nostrils widening at these symptoms. It was evident the girl hadn't learnt her lines, too well. Nor had she done so. Maria counted five errors. She snapped the book with a clip. Still smiling tenderly at the almost tearful Backfisch she asked, “Do you know how many mistakes you made, Elrich?”
“Ner-no, Fraulein.”
“Five.”
“Oooh.”
Maria unsnapped the eel-like switch from her belt.
“How many stripes does that make?”
“Fer-five,” blubbered the girl, “please. Miss.”
Not so bad as all that, surely? But Maria had developed a delightful way of administering these “hunting” strokes for failures in Recitation, one that had earned her rapid and total respect within the Institution's walls.
“You won't require your knickers for a moment, dear.”
Maria stood with legs astride, running the tough, oiled switch through her fingers. It was a lovely weapon, particularly since it ended in a short forked tail, like an adder's tongue, which the mistresses toughened in the faire of an evening when they had nothing else to do.
“Tuck up your skirt. Good. Now lie on your tummy and hold on to my ankles with your hands and don't let go. Now-part your legs wide.”
The recumbent girl was, in this position, vulnerability personified. She shot up a glance, imploring-“Please, Fraulein.”
“What is it?” asked Maria Daunitz, amused.
“Ooh… it stings so… like this… all the girls say they'd rather get it any other way. I c-cer-can't take it like this, I'm sure.”
“Is it the first time I've given you cuts in here?”
“Yer-yess, Mistress.”
“Well, if you don't take it, I shall have the pleasure of seeing you later on today, during Duty, and I assure you I will give you a caning to remember.”
In anguished apprehension the girl dropped her face to the ebon floor. Her hands clutched the lean, booted ankles as if for very life. Her legs widely parted as she lay face down on the floor, her short round bottoms were spread, waiting.
Maria did not wait long. She scalded the switch from well overhead, sending it singing down inside the right cheek; she did not strike with abnormal effort, but very judgingly, snapping her wrist to make the tail eat in with venom at the end of the stroke. She felt it drive and worm into the puppy-flesh close to the cunt.
“Hou-aaaaaah!” wailed the girl, jerking her legs together, and writhing. Her grip almost made Maria stumble. It had been a punishing cut, indeed.
“Not th-th-theeeeah! Pleeeease!”
“Open your legs. Come on. Four more.”
“Ooooh, how it hurts there.”
The second sliced in on the same side, but did not catch the inside quite so keenly. Nonetheless, the tail nipped into the sulcus like a veritable serpent. Then it was the turn of the left side. When these two had bitten home the girl was writhing and bucking like some animal in rut. Maria Daunitz couldn't help laughing at the sight. But to make the last cut really memorable she had to take good aim.
She was lucky, more than accurate. At a moment when the now sprawling girl drew up her right leg in her agony she brought down a singing stripe with all her weight. It ripped into the crease, as she had intended, there seemed an infinitesimal fraction of a pause, then the tails snapped audibly onto, indeed into, the puckered old lady's mouth of the anal hole. Elrich fairly screeched, jacking straight and rolling on the floor in a frenzy of pain, now doubling up her legs, now jerking them out, plucking with her fingers at that inconceivable increase of burn behind.
Maria Daunitz felt the lava rising to her loins. She knew the sight would be with her all day-the threshing limbs, the screwed-up face.
“Stop rolling about in that silly way and get up and put your things on,” she said. A minute later, watching the youngster draw up her knickers in a gingerly way, as if the very touch of stuff was unbearable on her wounds, she could not resist saying, “Bring you to your senses a bit?”
The girl nodded dumbly.
“The last one fetched you, eh?”
“Her-terrifically, Fraulein.”
“You'll remember it when you… go tomorrow, Elrich. Perhaps it'll make you learn your lines better. Now send in Kraus.”
Gulfrida Kraus marched in almost boldly. She was a chubby sixteen-year-old with a compact body, a stern little face with arched eyebrows, dark dewy eyes and a mutinous thrust of chin. In fact, Maria had frequently suspected the girl of rank rejection of the regime. Staring the Duty Mistress straight in the face, the girl handed out her textbook, and it was closed.
“It's no good, Fraulein, I haven't learnt it. I didn't have time.”
Maria frowned, bending her switch. “What's this, Gulfrida?”
“I couldn't… it wasn't…” Almost the girl said the word fair, but checked herself in time. “I had too much Prep, I didn't have time. I'll take my licking, Miss.”
“You know this means a Duty.”
“Yes,” came the answer, after a second.
“I shall use the very toughest cane. Unless,” she murmured, her breath coming more quickly, for these well-perched posteriors were singularly appetizing, “you care to settle it with me after gym at three. In my room.”
The girl conferred on her elder a cool and knowing look.
“Will it be… like you do it in here… I mean, with the switch… inside the…”
The words tailed off. Maria Daunitz frowned again. But this time she did so to hide a smile of triumph. This stocky little teener seemed actually to be opting for a Duty thrashing rather than her patented manner of giving the switch! At the same time one simply did not bargain with pupils, so she said curtly, “It will be eight with a classroom cane. Take it or leave it.”
“Very well, Miss. I'll report to you in your room. Thank you very much.” She curtseyed and left.
After breakfast there were the Dormitories to inspect. The Duty Mistress went round these with the Duty Maid of the day, who happened to be the sprightly Resi. Note was taken of any carelessly made bed, any untidy bedside lockers, and the culprit would rue the proverbial day. Too, if a Dorm was found delinquent more than once in a week, the Praelictor in charge might herself come in for some serious trouble. Thus were the girls kept under constant supervision-“on their toes,” as the healthy widow at their head liked to put it.”
This morning all was in apple-pie order and Maria could not find a fault. Only in Dormitory “D” did she pause, for in the bathing section a length of phallic-looking bone protruded slightly from a pipe by the tiling. She took it out, stared at it, and not knowing whether it was there for some purpose of plumbing duly replaced it. She would tell the Matron about it later. Finally, she sent Resi off with the Book, to replace it on the lectern, and herself made for Steinkopf's much dreaded abode.
A comical sight met her eyes.
Two quite big girls, bare but for their stockings, were having a double enema. Kneeling side by side on a wide wooden bench, they had their arms secured behind them in wrist and elbow cuffs, their heads right down and buttocks thrust up. Into the amber anus of the one on the left threaded a red rubber tube which ran from a canister set on a shelf above. A second tube, of quite astonishing length, was just being inserted into the entrails of the girl on the right by the black-robed Matron, as Maria walked in to pay her respects and report on her finding.
“This I want to watch,” she said with a creamy chuckle, as the lightly greased tube slid in, to the girl's gaspingly protested oooh's and aaah's. Every now and then the Matron turned the tap of the canister briefly, to ease in the passage.
“Two notoriously costive girls,” she announced in her usual surly tone, “I mean to teach them a lesson. This is their third high colonic. Three liters of hot soaped water and turpentine. They take it together and the one who holds it shorter time gets my martinet under her with a vengeance. She also has another dose, held up by a saddle strap with a nice big dildo attached to it. There… there you go, my monkeys, swallow it all every drop, there's no way you can't, so there.”
The tap was opened and soon the bent bottoms were rippling with quivers, quick muscular contractions as the fluid seeped into them. But Maria Daunitz had really to laugh when the girls stood up after it was over, and the tubes snaked out of their bottoms. Their expressions were so woeful, she had no idea an enema could be as corrective; moreover, their bellies were distended until they seemed pregnant, their arms still fastened behind them.
They were stood in a tiled bathroom, side by side, and in a second both were writhing. They were also sweating since the injection had been hot. Truly, she had seldom seen such miserable miens as the pair clenched their legs, or paced and bent, in their efforts to retain their respective doses. But she had work to do herself and couldn't wait any longer, dearly as she would have liked to see that curious raised commode, with the sharp spikes around the seat, in urgent use. She supposed that with arms behind like this a girl had to sit down hard on it. However.
Excusing herself to the implacable Steinkopf, watching grim-faced with a martinet in one hand, she was half out the dispensary when there came a wail, a girlish cry-“Oooouuu, I can't… it's coming down!” plus the sounds of a helpless, abandoned pattering of feet, then categoric noises, in particular a high-pitched pinging-and a scream!
Maria Daunitz went on her way. Steinkopf knew how to treat them, to be sure. In the excitement of the moment she quite forgot about her mission to tell Matron of the bone.
She did not forget her tryst that afternoon, however. Gulfrida Kraus came from her hour of gym, a brisk run outside in a troop presided over by a mistress on horseback, and clouds of steam in the bathroom, looking veritably good enough to eat. So Maria Daunitz thought, sitting spraddle-legged in her chair waiting for her with cane in hand-and the white Duty knickers removed. Yes, her sex was on display and she watched the Junior's eyes to see if they should be so impertinent as to slip to that dryly muffled tuft.
But they did not. Gulfrida's hair was wetly slicked back, her whole skin had a rosy look from its rubbing in the communal bath, and her sharp chin stuck up proudly, as though to say-I'm here, let's get it over with.
Maria dawdled. She had the girl wax the cane first, then clear the room for a good run. She then bent her over a table, arms stretched out in front, legs together. With knickers down and skirt up a soft, full buttock came on display, two ripe rounds relaxed from the exercise and pinkened from their hot tubbing. This flesh would cut well to the cane — and did, fruity weals slicing across in black bands at once.
The girl took it well. Maria had got to five strokes when the door opened and Ingeborg Untermacher strode in, a pile of books under one arm.
“I'm caning a Junior,” said Maria thickly.
“So I see. And caning her well, judging from those lines. I can't see the face but that posterior looks to me like Kraus's. Is that you feeling sorry for yourself, Gulfrida?”
“Ja, Fraulein,” came the muffled reply.
“Stinging a little?”
“Ja.”
“I thought as much.”
“She has three more,” said Maria. “You're certainly cutting low. Ouch! That hurt!”
When it was over, and the gasping girl had dressed herself and left, Maria stood panting by the window; she had to hold on to something and grasped its unappealing bars. They were cold. She was afire. The view over the gaffed walls of the Schloss was of the unending tedium of a now snow-clad plain. Suddenly she was aware of her friend behind her.
“What was that mauling for?”
“Recitation. She failed completely.”
There was a pause.
“But that's a mandatory Duty, darling.”
“I know it is. But I wanted to whip her personally. In here.”
Ingeborg whistled. “Dangerous, dangerous, my dear. You know what would happen if the Head heard you were taking the law into your own hands like that?”
“Well. Who's to tell her? The girl won't. We all do it, you know that.”
There was another long pause. Maria's heavy breast rose and fell, rose and fell.
“I might, for one,” said Ingeborg softly.
Maria swung. Her already reddened face flushed further.
“You couldn't… you wouldn't… you'd never peach on me like that, Inge.”
“Why not? I'd frankly like to see you get a real hiding, Mary mine. Not a tickling like the last time, but triced to a triangle and scratched from neck to knees. Though most especially,” and she cupped Maria's mounds under the flap of tunic behind, “here.”
“You're not going to, Inge.” But she said it in an already defeated mutter.
“I'm not going to,” came the reply, catching at this tone, “if you let me give you what you gave that girl just now.” She picked up the cane and looked at it, dreamily. “Ach-come on. You're sopping, admit it. See if you can come during a beating. You'll find it… quite incredible, as a matter of fact.”
Maria Daunitz hung her head. Almost inaudibly she said, “I'll kiss… I'll lick you… off.”
“Yes, you will,” said Ingeborg Untermacher, still brightly smiling, “afterwards.”
“You're… serious, about this?”
“Never more so.”
A century seemed to pass before that aching window. Finally Maria Daunitz said glumly, “Lock that door. Oh, and Ingeborg.”
“Yes?”
“Hit… me… hard.”
“I will,” said Ingeborg, moving to the door, “and low. I know you like it there. Thanks, too, for saving me the trouble of taking down your trews.”
When she returned from the door it was to see her friend bent over as had been the Junior a moment before. This, however, was a distinctly senior sit-upon display, as she flipped the trifling skirt up the arched back. It demanded total attention and the very best in blows.
Maria received them. She took the drubbing with no more than gasps and grunts, however, though the last lashing cuts made her lift up her head. She was growing more experienced in taking, as well as giving, and what went on between the two women thereafter should not be the task of this prudish pen. Let a veil be drawn over it.
Suffice it to recount that later that evening Maria Daunitz returned to Dormitory “D” to get that stubby length of bone and show it to the Matron, or even the Head. But to her surprise it had gone. Little did she know that the mildly sculpted phallus was standing upright on the well-ordered desk of the Frau Direktrice at that moment, whither it had been brought by knowing little Resi who had seen the Duty Mistress extract and replace it, in the Dorm. Frau Grumkow decided to “sleep on” the matter, as was her wont, and slipped the glistening temptress of a gode into a drawer for the nonce.



Chapter Seven


The next day the inexorable Directress went into action with a vengeance. She had made up her mind to deal stringently with the affair and shortly after breakfast Prafekt Seckendorff was standing in front of her Headmistress literally shivering in her high heels. Her anxious face, from which the blonde braids drew back her hair, was entirely different in expression from when she had strapped little Anna Erland, and her eyes kept dropping, despite herself, to the long inky rapier of the whalebone switch on the table there. Her tunic merely accused the full flesh it gently covered. Euphemia Seckendorff knew her Directress, and was extremely frightened.
“So you know absolutely nothing about why this… shaft of bone was found in your Dorm, then?”
“Nothing, Headmistress.”
“I take your word for it, Euphemia. In fact, your Dormitory has been quite a model until now. Nevertheless,” went on the matter-of-fact tone sending chills down the girlish spine, “I shall have to have you thrashed since this lapse did occur there. I mean to get to the bottom of this matter, and a good lashing of that rump of yours will lend a little zeal to your helping me in the task. You have no idea who it might be?”
“None, Headmistress. But I guarantee to find out…”
“You will,” came the curt answer. “By tomorrow at noon you will report to me with the culprit who has been using this masturbatory device in your Dormitory, together with any other girl involved. I don't mind how you acquire the information, I simply want the sinner in question. If no one owns up, you can tell your Dormitory it'll be three dozen each with the birch plus ten nightly with a Dorm cane for a week. As for you, you will be stripped of your privileges, reduced to the ranks, publicly birched and join scum for the rest of the term. To start off with, Euphemia, I shall send for the Duty Mistress and have your bottom thoroughly flogged. Go in there, take off your things, and summon up your courage.”
The Praelictor curtseyed slowly, turned and with small steps and an utterly sick look in her face made for the far door indicated, that leading, as all too well she knew, to the Head's personal Chastisement Chamber. Her buttocks churned turgidly, as if knowing, too, the menace which they were under. A bell-pull made a distant resonance that echoed through her marrow. She suddenly, quite definitely, wanted to pee.
Five minutes later she was standing to attention, nude but for stockings and shoes, the strong ledge of her mons softly flossed above her downy thighs, and her insignificant garments folded on a nearby stool. What little courage she had left vanished as the Headmistress entered, close followed by the ironically smiling Duty Mistress of the day, elegant, black-haired Jacqueline Bellais. Euphemia Seckendorff prostrated herself, and then arose on bidding. The French teacher was by no means the strongest, but she was known as a refined punisher, skilled in the subtler nuances of the rod. It was all too obvious from her smile now that she was looking forward to the task for which she had been summoned.
“You realize,” said the Head, addressing the stock-still figure of the girl, “Prefects have to be especially strictly punished, when so. You are going to be thrashed for Negligence in your duties; have you anything to say?”
“Nothing to say, Headmistress.”
“Give her a dozen, please, Bellais.”
“By which you mean, Head,” slyly insinuated the now frankly grinning mistress, running a hand over her own saucy posterior under the silk, “thirteen, I take it?”
“Very well,” assented Frau Grumkow, taking a seat to one side and pulling on a newly lit cheroot. “Do you think you can drive home the lesson on a big girl like this with a butcher's dozen, Bellais?”
“I do,” said the mistress calculatingly, “if you would let me use the Hauter, Directress.”
There was a pause.
Then Frau Grumkow said, “Very well. It won't do her any harm to have her fat hams well thrashed.”
“Please, Headmistress,” came in the girl's worried tone.
“What is it, Seckendorff?”
“I… if I might be permitted to speak… I feel sure I could extract the information for you, without this… trouble. Our Dormitory is a true team. If you please, Headmistress.”
The good lady thought. She frowned, then said, “You have never had the Hauter, have you, Seckendorff?”
“Never,” came in immediate, and hollow, echo.
“I am glad to see it instills such respect in your soul. But it will do you a world of good to know what true pain is before you leave the Schloss. Not many girls get it. You should be proud. Make this a thoroughly significant experience for her, Bellais. You may add on two for Making Idle Excuses.”
“Thank you, Head,” said the mistress deferentially. “And with your permission I shall use Position Five.”
“By all means.”
Jacqueline Bellais approached her victim who had visibly abandoned all hope. She ran her hands over the full satiny globes behind inspectingly; spongily solid, they were unmarked, very white and curiously well downed up the crease. They would be lovely to whip. There was, for the little French mistress, only one pity-that they were not those of Maria Daunitz. She had pined to flog the newcomer all this term, and an idea had come into her head whereby perhaps she might. Fifteen with the Skinner-as the Hauter was locally known- what utter, utter bliss!
Jacqueline Bellais knew how to whip. Which was to say: she knew how to prepare the mind of a culprit until her imaginings of disaster reduced her to a jelly of emotions inside. It was important now to let this sinner see the weapon-see it, hear it, if possible even smell it, before she felt it on her person. The mistress went to one wall-noting with satisfaction that the Duty Maid of the day had left a tub of boiling brine and other impedimenta to hand-and took down the dreaded Hauter. It was a simple enough instrument.
“Afterwards you can put her on the saddle. I shall interrogate her at that time.”
“Very good, Headmistress.”
The Skinner consisted in a small polished walnut-wood handle in the shape of a T, in the bar of which-no longer than ten centimeters or so-had been inserted three leathery-looking limbs of ash, or sometimes willow. These were fresh cut by the Duty Maid of the day, full of sap, and-in added refinement-wound in wire, latticed along their great length, and this dreadfully compounded the difficulty of accepting a “Skinning,” as the girls called it, with any stoicism since the wire so abraded and grazed the skin. Jacqui Bellais saw with approval that the three greedily wavering tips had been especially well twined with the cutting wire.
“Every girl ought to have the Skinner once before she leaves,” said the Headmistress in a grumbling undertone, watching the trinity of wands shudder the air in the mistress' hand. “I declare it's even better than the Sole.”
Prafekt Seckendorff watched it with a visible gulp. She did not have to be top of her Arithmetic class to know that fifteen strokes, which she was going to get, meant exactly forty-five agonizing weals across her bottom with this evil-looking instrument-a bottom on which, if rumor and appearance were correct, she would not care to sit for a good two days. She was rescued from her trance of apprehension by an order.
“Position Five!”
She did an about-face and went to the wall for the straps. This much she knew, having secured a Senior in the celebrated position as Duty Prefect on one occasion. There were seven straps, the mystic number, and each carried sewn into it a small brass ring. Two she tightened on her ankles, with the rings outermost, two just above her knees with the rings behind her; the broad waist-belt had to be breathtakingly tight with the rather larger ring in front, while one strap went on each pulsing wrist. With a tug to her stockings she pulled back her shoulders and went to her fate. If she had to go through with it, better to do so bravely. She felt no resentment, and the aspect of that awful instrument, which made her whole being cry out, “Au weh!” in advance, was, she well knew, a proper part of her punishment.
The sturdy girl was bent over, facing a wall. Her legs were well parted and ringbolts on the floor were attached to her ankle-straps. Her wrists were drawn to a bolt about a meter high in the wall. Next, a chain was fastened to the ring on her left leg, taken through a ring in the flooring behind her and brought up to be secured to the ring on her right leg. This simple V most effectively braced back the legs, which could not now bend in the slightest at the knees. Finally, the ring at her belly was connected with its mate on the flooring beneath her, also by a chain, pulling down her waist in a deep arch; this, working against the V hauling taut her legs, had the effect of cambering up the pelvic girdle in a most powerful, indeed painful-looking manner. Nor was Mademoiselle Bellais satisfied until she had gone round and tightened the screw-links at each point until the girl might well have been on the rack. Her face red, her breathing rapid, she seemed to stick out her buttocks like a mare in heat, the slice of her sex a choice and quivering morsel beneath. And the mistress attended even to this. After the wet slide of the suppository up the cushiony velvet of her victim's entrails, soon to long to expel that peppery burn, the inexorable Bellais went for a bowl and soft brush. Parting the pussy lips she laved inside with a caustic solution, one that would also burn. As she worried the brush deep in, Seckendorff hissed audibly. Her effort to squirm off the impalement showed the watchers how little her bonds let her move.
The Head drew up her chair, the better to observe. The caustic was not absolutely necessary, but she approved, oh she undoubtedly approved. Bellais was really an educated corrector. One who did not flinch before the most severe beatings.
“Bit her,” ordered Frau Grumkow, biting on a new cigar. “I don't want to be deafened, thanks. The last time I saw a Skinning they thought we were sticking a pig in here.”
“Might I… prepare the terrain a trifle first?”
And the Duty Mistress asked it with such a charming smile the Frau Direktrice inclined her head at once.
Jacqueline Bellais cheerfully collected a hard-bristled floor brush from the side, steeped it in boiling brine, and, addressing herself to her target with concentration, began to curry the buttocks so well displayed there.
This she did at first with strong strokes upwards from above the knees, where the constrained stockings now ended. The cheeks soon flushed a vivid red, then became near beetroot, as she altered her attack and worked downward. The Directress raised her eyebrows. This scouring was even better than the sandstone, with which every bottom to be birched was rubbed by Matron Steinkopf until it was tender-after all, the sandstone was normally employed on the copper and pewter-ware that hung glowing in the kitchen. Finally, stiff-armed, the mistress hit the stretched flesh several times with the bristles, at which a rash of dark pimples leapt up. She so plied the right that Frau Grumkow, impatient, muttered, “Enough. Proceed with the whipping, please.
First the big heavy bit was placed in the girlish mouth, already gasping now; it was not put in, however, before the corners of the sensitive lips had first been coated in salve, for they were not brutal at the Schloss, and the mouth might have been cut into by the steel. Then a slender cutting golden chain was fastened to the belly ring in front, drawn through the burning purse of the pussy, up the anal divide, already rippling in response to inner protests now, was threaded through a ring in back of the belt and connected tightly to the bit at the girl's head. This was thus brought strongly back and any movement, any natural inclination, to alleviate the tension, or drop the face forward, would only serve to tighten the chain beneath. This was at the pitch of excruciation as it was. Jacqueline Bellais stepped back with the Hauter in her hand, satisfied.
She might well do so. The stately contours of the ruddied backside were well separated, so that the tender insides would feel the limbs. Moreover, the entire rump was so well secured it could scarcely squirm-at least, only enough to make it more amusing. Drawing in her breath she delivered a long, air-throbbing lash. Whhrrru-rrrupp!
It was greeted by a chinking start from the girl, and a snort of snot. Three violet bands painted themselves lividly across each side.
“One,” said Frau Grumkow calmly.
By five the girl was in an extremity of pain and the wales and grazes on the right were such that Mademoiselle Bellais would knowingly apply some pimentade to their rawness. She paused to do so, eliciting a mewling whine stifled by the bit. The broad buttock tried to clench, cringe in, its inner surfaces shivering.
The Skinner resounded again, its three twigs making a dolorous ripping thwlack occasioned by the fact that they impacted one slightly after the other. The girl's sweating face came back, her eyes glassy, almost wild, her mouth distended by the bit, her braids shaking. Mistress Bellais was pitiless, however, and meant her to go the whole distance of the frightful fifteen. She worked low, attacking in particular one lumpy area of tip-weal. The slits and grazes were increasing, oozing a dark dew. The limbs continued to thump into the flesh, to the antiphony of stifled squeaks and squeals got out through the roof of the mouth.
Nine, ten, eleven, twelve…
The right buttock was quite moist, and the tips seemed to whip into wet flesh. The jerks and squirmings squeaked the rings and screws pitifully. But the last three were given with full strength, at intervals of nearly one minute.
“A splendid flogging, Bellais,” pronounced Frau Grumkow, getting up, and smiling at the panting mistress, “I think she knows she's been beaten now, eh? Give her ten minutes to recover, and then put her on the saddle for me, will you?”
“Of course; Frau Direktrice.”
The good widow went back into her room for some brandy. Her hand was steady and her mind was clear. It was essential that they did not get slack. It was imperative to defeat Wolfenbiittel in vying for the Margrave's attentions, and the possibility of the Princess's presence. She would have to get Karl to come again on the morrow. Even if he…
The Directress broke off and strode rapidly to the brandy decanter. She still seemed to hear the whirr and whistle of those eager limbs, the leathery rapping sound they made as they wrapped round the leaden-wealed buttocks. There was a knock on the door.
Even the round little knee which Jacqueline Bellais cursorily ducked in entering seemed to be grinning, as she came forward to the Headmistress and gratefully accepted the beaker of brandy held out to her.
“You certainly made her sit up a bit,” said Frau Grumkow with genuine respect. “Those last three on the thighs were stunners. I really think a Skinning's too severe for anyone under a Senior. How is she, by the way?”
“Right as rain and looking very pretty, Head, on the saddle,” came the smiling reply, after a gulp of fiery cognac. “She seemed somewhat uncomfortable afterwards…”
“Naturally.”
“But she's a good big girl and recovered very well. She wanted to relieve herself, and I let her. Some smelling salts soon set her up. The cuts are purely superficial but I think she felt it all right. Thank you for letting me thrash her so strictly.”
“Are both,” the Frau Direktrice began ruminatively, “those nice thick things… well up her?”
“Well up her, Head.”
Frau Grumkow picked up her switch. “I hate to have to do this,” she said. “But I must make sure.”
Jacqueline Bellais fingered a fold in her skirt. It had been annoyingly speckled with blood. “If I might make so bold, Head…”
“Um?”
“It's just an idea.”
“Go on.”
“The phallus was found by Fraulein Daunitz, it appears, Headmistress. And then replaced. I do not want to spread unkind rumors about other instructors, but it would seem to me evidence not simply of dereliction of duty, but of a desire on her part to return and use the tool herself. Resi says she returned to the scene of the crime, later the same afternoon.”
The trim little Directress caught the drift at once. She nodded amicably. “You are quite right to remind me of this, Bellais. I was going to see that Daunitz was flogged in any case. I imagine you wish to be charged with the execution.”
Jacqueline Bellais modestly dropped her lids.
“'Twould be a signal honor, Frau Direktrice.”
“What would you suggest? The woman has been whipped once this term already.”
“That was by Wedell.”
“I think she felt it.”
“Would not you possibly think fit, in order to make a real example of the case, to employ the pizzle?”
“The bull's pizzle!” exclaimed the Directress.
“She's well built, and could stand it,” exhorted the French mistress. “She should feel real pain once in her life, Ma'am.”
“And how many would you suggest?” asked the senior wryly, after a pause.
And equally wryly, after an equal pause, the other replied humbly-“Fifteen.”
“Fifteen! With the pizzle that's quite a count. Given how, pray may I ask?”
“Domed,” said Jacqueline Bellais.
The two stared at each other in an amusement of total complicity for almost a minute. They sensed, they understood each other totally. Finally the Frau Direktrice said with almost a laugh, “You're a rigorous cat, Bellais, aren't you!” Pensively she flexed her endless whalebone switch, then in the softest of voices possible said, “Bend over. Touch your toes.”
Once, twice, thrice that licky whip bit into the elastic rounds presented, under their white knickers. There was a long pause, then the Directress cut again. She waited equally long and struck one final time. Where the tip had eaten in, a dark red seeped into the material.
“Hurt?” she asked.
“Intensely,” came the hissed response. “Stand up.”
The mistress did so, bright-eyed, red-faced, constraining her hands to stay by her sides. “Feel better now?”
“Yes,” whispered Jacqueline Bellais gratefully. “Thank you, Head.”
“You will get one for one like that if you don't hit Daunitz as hard this evening.”
“There will be no likelihood of that, Frau Direktrice.”
“Good. Now, let's go and get this over. I'm afraid a touch of Heidi is going to hurt this silly girl a lot.”
It did. Entering, they found Euphemia Seckendorff dramatically disposed. For the saddle was… a saddle. It was the height of a stool and the girl was secured to it with legs strapped back beneath her, her arms manacled behind and her back arched on a strut. She still wore the bit, though this was merely attached, now, to her belt-ring. Nonetheless, it constrained her to stare with intensity straight at the vaulted ceiling. Under the light from the oil lamps her bare body loomed brazenly, offering in lubricious detail her parted, heavy-mounded breasts, tipped with two bullet-like nipples.
These began to judder visibly as the Headmistress stationed herself to the right of the somewhat squatting girl. Jacqui Bellais placed herself behind the straining head, first assuring that the two dongs were firmly up cunt and anus.
“I hate to inform you, Seckendorff, that I'm obliged to give you a taste of Heidi. You know what that is, don't you? Yes. Well, I have to make quite sure, you see. You can nod your head a few centimeters, I think. Now. Are you perfectly certain you knew nothing about this disgraceful affair beforehand?”
The bit chinked as the girl frantically tried to shake her head in negative response. Then the eyes pleaded, the forehead crisped up, the whole body tried to cringe in against the iron strut arching its back-for the Duty Mistress had fondly bounced a breast, and the inky whalebone switch was on high.
“Relax yourself,” said Jacqueline Bellais soothingly, in one retracted ear, “the Frau Direktrice has never split a nipple yet.”
The whine of the switch was completed by the sifting slice of its impact. It was a sound of water struck, and the lean limb laced the twin breasts with purple. Euphemia Seckendorff whinnyed, lifting off the greasy tubes up her insides. She was cut again, and then asked, “You are quite sure you knew of no one using this… thing?”
Her head shook desperately again.
The Head went to the other side and cut, twice, from the other direction. The second drew a quick blob of blood where the tip had fallen.
“Ggggghhhh…!”
And then her flesh seemed to go into a frenzy. Muffled cries escaped her bit; the impaling and serrated staff eased up and down her rectum as she tried to move, to escape, to… anything… For the Duty Mistress had reached over and lifted each breast carefully upwards by its plummy nipple, and the fearful Frau Direktrice had stationed herself in front. The most excruciating form of “Heidi” was to be hewed by this rapier-like length of bone under the breasts, in the very tenderest…
“Aaaaa… uuuuieeee!”
All who had had two cuts like this agreed that there was no pain like it; and yet the wand did not bruise or harm, it merely stung. To the very soul.
Ten minutes later the girl was brought in, after restoratives, to see the Directress. Jacqueline Bellais stood beside her victim, who had donned her tunic and was still mournfully rubbing her backside. Frau Grumkow crossed her legs and looked at the splendid specimen of Prussian womanhood, a bearer-to-be of warriors and heroes. She saw the patch of red on the right breast and said, “You'd better get Matron to see to any abrasions, Euphemia.”
“Thank you, Frau Direktrice.”
“Well, I'm glad that's over,” went on the elder woman, in her chatty, nonchalant tone, “I'm sure you'll agree that it had to be a severe hiding for a Prefect, and Fraulein Bellais was merely doing her job.”
“Oh yes, Ma'am.”
“You took it like a trooper, Euphemia, and certainly won't lose your rank this term. I'll see to that. All the same, if I were you, I'd keep that bottom of yours-and hands by your sides when I speak to you, please-out of mischief for a while. It might hurt, to be caned after a Skinning.”
“I certainly will, Headmistress,” said the girl, entering into the bonhomie of her mentor's tone. She ached dully all over and her bottom felt thick, contused, twice its weight. All the same, she was most conscious of having come through. She had not expected anything like such an ordeal, but her body had borne it somehow, and she felt proud- she would show her marks to her colleagues with distinct pride shortly. She would go up in their estimation, she knew. She said respectfully, “I'll assemble my Dorm in the break, Head.”
“Do that, Euphemia. Before you go-is there anything you want to say?”
The girl paused. With charming bashfulness she turned to the inky-haired Duty Mistress and smiled.
“Just that… if I might be permitted, Madam…”
“Go on, what is it?”
“Id like to thank Fraulein here. I think it was the most terrific beating I've ever had, and, and I'm grateful. But above all, I'd like to congratulate her. I'm just about to leave the Schloss and I've had five years here now, so I do think I know a bit about beatings. It was an absolute beauty. My bottom feels beaten through and through, and each cut hurt more than the last. It was almost… unbearable. Thank you.” So saying she dropped to her knees and impulsively grasped the Duty Mistress' hand and kissed it, even licked that rigorous palm.
The gesture touched the two who watched the girl prostrate herself and leave with an odd mixture of feelings. They looked long at each other after she'd gone and Jacqui Bellais said quietly, “I think you'll get your culprit, Head.”
Frau Grumkow said, “The birching of her life, in Great Hall.”
Again their eyes met. This time both pairs dropped to the erect object of bone standing on the desk between them. And they laughed.

Spread-eagled on the “Dome,” a leather-covered tabouret less than a foot high under the pelvis, was not a position conducive to sensible reflection, and Maria Daunitz, being tightened in it to joint-cracking distension at ten o'clock that night, was in no mood to count the cost. All she knew was that somehow or other she had to call up courage to face a frightful fifteen, yes with the pizzle.
The Head's Chastisement Chamber was brightly lit, the rank of leather-clad mistresses along one wall impassive spectators, their faces expressionless, their hands by their sides, to attention. They had been summoned to watch correction of one of their number for Dereliction of Duty-to whit, not reporting an alien object found in a Dormitory on inspection-and they were going to watch it to the full. The broad buttocks of the new mistress were nicely parted as she was triced in this St. Peter's Cross position, with Duty Mistress Bellais browsing out her tackle at the four points carefully. Maria Daunitz was nude as a slug but for her boots-and a few withering lines across her hips from Inge's playful beating, doubtless a “training” infliction, so the watching eyes considered. Spliced to the ringbolts on the floor like this, she had her seat turned up by the so-called “dome” under her mons, more especially since a waist-belt kept her middle sections well down.
“Fifteen of the best with the pizzle across the naked buttocks,” had been the iron pronunciamiento of the inexorable Headmistress, to which was added a stringent reminder to be especially strict-“Schnell… das zoll heimgezahlt werden, Mademoiselle Bellais! Cut slowly. Give her plenty of time.”
When Maria had been “sent for” to the Head, she had gone with beating heart, imagining her friend to be correct: she was going to be in trouble for taking the punishment of Gulfrida Kraus into her own hands. Accordingly, she stood in front of the Directorial desk in apprehension. She was amazed to be confronted by an angry denunciation of her failure to bring in at once the bone phallus. In truth, she had not known it to be such, and was about to remonstrate, when discretion made her hesitate. Already she knew she had been delinquent-if only mildly so-and that excuses were out of order at Schloss Rutenberg. It was part of what she had learnt. She heard herself sentenced to a public thrashing with sinking heart-she had had no idea it was to be this severe, until she had stepped from the rank of mistresses and heard her actual count.
Now, in the total silence, Bellais' boots creaked as she bent from in front of Maria and pulled agonizingly taut the perineal strap, this supplied with small brass studs on the inside that nipped in to cunt and arse-cleft alike. It had been carefully daubed with caustic, too.
“Ooooh!”
She could not keep from a protesting gasp, or groan. The screw under the tabouret was being turned higher, her hips arched up, she felt all buttock, totally vulnerable. On a stool beside the Head's chair facing the rank of mistress coiled the pizzle, three feet or more of leathery round thong, a bull's member stretched by weights. An appropriate instrument, indeed. Maria Daunitz had heard that they got flogged with it at the cart's tail in England, whence this specimen had been brought back. It was an instrument to crush and bruise and bludgeon a mere woman's shivering sides.
“Breathe in deeply,” came a whispered word in her ear, as Bellais bent over, on her knees, to tighten the saddle strap. She knew somehow that the woman wanted to thrash her very badly, and steeled herself to show as little symptoms as possible.
A matted length of rope, as big as a good beefsteak, was thrust between Maria's teeth; she bit into it gratefully. It helped one to hold out, so it was said. The rotten hemp was moist and its acrid taste suggested nothing less than… yes, urine. But once her teeth were sunk into it, Maria found she could not void it from her mouth. Indeed, she could not unclench her jaws. She took a deep breath and shut her eyes.
“Nice and slow,” the Head was saying now. “Each stroke as hard as you possibly can, Bellais. I want this to be a lesson to all those here. Commence.”
A wet sponge trickled brine onto the quiveringly upturned cheeks and then, with a long preparatory whirr, the hard lash socked into their dripping surfaces-THWLUICK!
“Unnnngh!”
It was impossible. Maria tensened at the branding blow, held still a second, then jerked furiously in her bonds-causing a real squeak of protest through her gag as a brass stud bit her clit. Allmachtiger Gott, she thought with sudden sobbing despair, wie werde ich gehauen! It was worse than she had possibly expected.
“One,” said Frau Grumkow calmly.
But there was two… and three… and four… and five…
By which time she felt she had been boiled in oil.
There was a long pause at five and Maria realized she was gasping and whining through her gag, squirming and tossing her buttocks as much as the bonds, retightened, permitted. Ten more. She could not possibly endure ten more.
“Hit her higher up the arse, there's more flesh there, and the underside is already pretty blue,” came the expert advice from the side. “At this rate you can cover the whole bum.”
Jacqui Bellais did so. She punished pitilessly, her dream come true. Maria mashed herself on the flooring, farting and blowing in utter indignity, and the French mistress took her time, slapping the ferocious pizzle across the central purple of her main weal, one seeping a ruby dew at each indenting thwlack.
Somehow it was over. Somehow Maria Daunitz lay there, heard the ritual words from the Headmistress, felt the rank of mistress file by, each spitting on her buttocks before each left the room, and finally she was alone with her tormentress.
Jacqueline Bellais was taking off her knickers.
“Feel a little warmer now?” she asked ironically.
She undid wrist and waist straps and Maria knelt sickly up, head bowed, holding her buttocks. They were ribboned with weals as thick as findings. Never had she known such furious pain. But already the worst of it was leaving her.
“Like me to scrub some vinegar into them for you?”
Maria shook her head dully, her eyes on the discarded pizzle before her; its tip seemed ruby with her blood.
“I'm sorry if it hurt rather,” said Jacqueline Bellais, kirting up her skirt and approaching with a fat and thickly bushed cunt on display, “but I had to, you know.”
Maria nodded dumbly. She said: “It's… all right. You… it was your duty.”
“It was my pleasure,” corrected the other, straddle-legged before her. “I've been longing to flog you, Mary, since I first saw you at start of term. There's nothing unnatural about it. I'd expect the same from you.”
Her ankles still tethered wide, Maria knelt up wry-faced.
“Why does everyone seem to want to beat me, Jacqui?”
“Because you're so beatable, dear, I expect.”
“That was agony, absolute murder.”
“I'd have liked to have given you more.”
“It wasn't fair… for what I did. I never wanted to use that thing myself. Frankly, I didn't know what it was.”
“Tell that to the Head,” said the Frenchwoman with a chuckle. “Now then. You going to come back to my room with me?”
“I want to rinse out this caustic first. Honestly, it burns hellishly.”
“So will some pimentade if I decide to apply it to that flaming rump of yours, dearie.”
“Please, Jacqui, please.”
“What about the scum buss instead? Is it a deal?”
Maria looked up helplessly. “I couldn't stand anything more… please not the pimentade…” She kneaded her buttocks expressively. “Oooh, you cut me so on the right.”
“Very well then.” The sprightly mistress turned and parted her legs, hands on her knees. “Get going then.”
Maria looked at the firm trim can at the top of the tapering thighs before her; it had a few thin lines of the rod across it, too. The well-grooved cunt beneath looked curiously sensual, thick and hairy.
“I… I've never done this before, I'm afraid.”
“You can start now. Insert your tongue, and don't stop until you can taste shit.”
Miserably Maria approached her face to the wrinkled dimple. It looked clean and rosy, and was definitely perfumed. She stuck out her tongue and with a glare of concentration went about her task stoically. Jacqueline Bellais' right hand moved almost instantly.
“Christ, that's heaven! You don't know. Deeper than that or I'll ask to give you more. Christ, Mary, you don't know what you looked like being whipped. It was like cutting into… ooooah… butter and now, now, YEESSS!”

Barbara Mack “owned up” the following morning after breakfast. She did so a trifle the worse for wear since the entire “D” Dorm, highly alarmed at a communal birching, had taken wet towels in the bathroom that morning and, under the supervision of Prefect Seckendorff, whose bottom was a reverberating vision of mauve and beetroot, had flicked the Junior with their ends until she was thoroughly welted. Monika Vorst had confessed to having utilized the utensil also. The wet towels flacked slapping dark marks on the chubby white bodies, both of which danced most amusingly, to the delectation of the Dormitory. The girls owned up together.
Frau Grumkow let pretty blonde Monika go. She interrogated Barbara in company of the Duty Mistress, this day's being Fraulein Katte again. The girl was repeatedly asked where she had got it, and to whom she had lent it. She confessed completely. The thing had been given her by a “chum” in the vacation and, no, no one except her special comrade Monika Vorst had either seen or used it. She always hid it in the Dorm.
Six thumping strokes across the bottom with a Duty cane did not alter this information, either. It was apparent the girl was telling the truth, and probably all the truth. Still, the Directress wanted to make sure. She had the girl set on the bar, and returned to her salon for a smoke.
This unpleasant and undignified instrument was, in truth, a bar of iron, some four foot long, serrated on its upper surface, and ranged on struts about this height from the floor. The girl bestrode it with her hands manacled behind her back.
Yes, it was a dreaded moment when a sinner had to get up, grim-faced, one leg on the stool provided and swing the other over, and lower herself gingerly, oh so gingerly, while the mistress plucked wide the cunny petals, making sure the rank iron, with its nasty indentations, sank fully into the veinous lining of sweet flesh.
“Whew! Au… oooooh!”
The bar was a feature of Prussian seminaries of that time but the one at Schloss Rutenberg had improvements-there were two parallel bars either side, lower down, making for a most penetrating spread of the victim's legs. And to the ankles of each of these small weights were attached.
“Please… Mistress… Fraulein… I didn't lend it to anyone else… aaaah… aieee, it's cutting me in two.”
Her head went back, tears smarted to her eyes. She felt she could not move a muscle, yet the inexorable iron was eating into her vitals.
“Hou… houah… I can't stand…”
“You'll sweat in earnest in a minute,” said Fraulein Katte, watching the grimacing.
“Phouuuu…”
She was given ten. At the end of which time, indeed, perspiration was streaming down her face and front. Her chest cringed, she tried to sway, only occasioning herself more pain, all the time pleading and begging. The Duty Mistress fetched her superior.
“Please… ach! Gott… ouuueee!”
Frau Grumkow watched the contortions with switch in hand.
“You're perfectly sure there's no one else involved?”
“Yes, yes, Frau Dir-r-rektrice,” wailed the girl with chattering teeth. “No… nooo one. I ner-know I've got to be whipped… I'll take my medicine, Ma'am, only please let me off this… fiendish… houw! it hurts so horribly… there was no one, no one else at all, I swear.”
As if touched by this emphatic declamation, the Directress gave a nod.
“All the same, I just have to make sure.”
“NEIN!” screamed the girl at the top of her lungs as she saw what was happening.
For Fraulein Katte had gone to the fire, where a flat-iron was heating. She returned with it, glowing.
“Nooooh! No! Please not that. Birch me… whip me… not…”
At another nod the mistress placed the face of the hot iron on one end of the bar, that behind the writhing girl. With her free left hand she held the rail, to test its rapidly increasing heat.
And then the culprit began to twist in earnest, for the bar was growing hellishly hot. Fraulein Katte only took away her tool, in fact, when its surface was hotter than she cared to feel.
“How! Ouw! Au-oh!” The cries became quite raucous as the girl strove to lift herself off that burning bar.
Finally, let down, she squirmed on the ground at their feet.
“Silly child,” said Frau Grumkow staring down at her with genuine affection, “you brought it on your own head. But I believe you. Both you and your masturbating amie Monika can look forward to a thorough birching after prayers on Sunday. Until when you will both be confined in Solitary. You will get ten before retiring tonight, and ten on rising tomorrow. After which all corporal correction will be remitted. Until Sunday.”
The good Directress wanted the tints of the lily to which to add her crimson, come Sunday; and she had to talk to Karl. He was pressing her for three mistresses to “service” his Grenadiers. Well Wedell would be good, and why not dear Ingeborg, with her now well-whipped admirer Daunitz? She would see, she would see.



Chapter Eight


“Do you think the Head'll order four? I do hope it's four.”
Ingeborg Untermacher lay back in the low leather chair in her private chambers and touched her auburn hair. She gave a surreptitious glance across at her friend, Maria Daunitz, equally casually seated opposite her. The morning Sunday service was over, conducted in chapel mostly out of the front of the Bible, the Head having read a stirring “lesson” all about Moses and Zipporah, and now all were awaiting convocation, by Matron's bell, in Great Hall for the birching. Marshalled by their Prefects, the girls had already assembled, including, in their class places, the two culprits, brought up from Solitary.
“I had a look at some of those birches, up in Matron's room,” said Maria Daunitz in an attempt at a casual tone. “That pickle's made them tough as hell. The buds at the tip are like stone. Not to mention how the twigs have swollen. I'd have thought fifty quite a task for anyone under a Senior.”
“Stuff and nonsense,” came back Ingeborg at once. “Admittedly that Monika's only a fifteen-year-old, but Barbara's well able to bear it. She's sixteen, rising seventeen, I think. Have you beaten her this half?”
“Haven't had that pleasure,” answered Maria laconically.
“Well, I have. I gave her eight with a classroom, and it was bliss. Although it doesn't look it in the tunic, her bottom's surprisingly full and sloping. Pear-shaped, you know, with a good fatty under-slung overhang. Full of nerve. Heavens, the birch is perfect for a pair like that. It isn't brutal, or bruising, really, it just keeps the sting going like fury, until, until…” Her voice tailed off, she felt absently for her switch.
Both mistresses were bandbox in their black leather, which had been shone to perfection for the ceremony.
“You can hardly wait for it, can you?” said Maria, looking steadily at her friend. “Frankly, no. Can you?”
“I don't know.”
“Oh come on, confess it, Mary. You're intrigued, and why shouldn't you be? It's a just punishment. You're excited, say it. You're probably just as squidgy inside as I am, and you'll probably come watching it, too. Do you still have your marks, by the way?”
“Yes.”
“Still hurt?”
“I feel them, yes.”
“May I see them again?”
“Jacqui really slogged into you, didn't she? It must have hurt like absolute murder.”
“I thought so,” said Maria Daunitz. “Yet it was justice.”
The younger mistress sat up. “Yet it wasn't, Inge. I never knew that bit of bone was a gode at all.”
Incredulous, Ingeborg stared at her friend- “You… never knew? You're serious, Mary? Do you mean it? Why then…”
But a clanging bell interrupted them. Both leapt to their feet and filed in orderly fashion along the corridor outside. Their high heels made aggressive click-clock on the flagged flooring.
At an intersection three other mistresses, equally impeccable in black with their switches swinging, fell into step with them-Christina Holz, the gym mistress Frau Dick, and Fraulein Marit, a lively brunette from near Gentin who was fanning her face with a brand new Strafzettel. She rubbed her behind expressively, saying, “I'm afraid this is going to hurt someone else rather more than me.” All five mistresses looked bright-eyed to the point of girlish mischievousness.
“Have you heard the rumor?” said Christina Holz, as they strode along.
“What?”
“That the Privy Councillor, Count von Rantzau, has decided that it'll be either us or Wolfenbuttel for the Princess Elizabeth, and that the decision may well be made as the result of a sort of duel between our two academies.”
“A duel… how?”
“What is it, Kit? Explain.”
“I don't know, but they do say, the Directress may have requested it-well, a sort of representative contest in discipline!”
“Hm,” said one.
“Mistresses, too?”
“Why not?”
“Good old mistresses.”
“I've also heard,” said the chillier voice of Frau Dick, “that three of us are going to be sent to Count von Schmettau's Grenadiers some time next week.”
“Nine inches of sturdy gristle, I feel it in my guts right now,” said Wilhelmina Marit with a wink.
“Who?” asked Maria Daunitz quickly.
“I believe you're one… and Ingeborg…” But they had rounded the last bend and had to descend the big staircase in stately, awe-inspiring silence, five robust school mistresses each eagerly anticipating her share in the infliction of righteous castigation to come.
“Whee-whee!” whispered Ingeborg Untermacher in her friend's pink ear, imitating the whistle of the twigs.
The rows of girls in their respective classes who lined each side of Great Hall dropped like mown grass in curtseys, as the mistresses filed in and took their places on the dais confronting them. The space between the two ranks of Prussian maidens was eloquent of only one thing-corporeal fustigation of a severe sort. The black stone block had been installed centrally, and beside it, on a bench, several long birches lay steeping in flat glass trays of vinegar or brine, with other instruments beside. At the foot of the dais, on a level with the girls, stood in regulation costume the Duty Mistress of the day, tall Luzie Rombau, the Duty Prefect, whose name was Borcke, daughter of a Graf, and the Duty Maid. The Prefects stood like officers in front of their ranks, only they did so facing inwards-for it was their duty to see no girl took her eyes off the correction to ensue, little likelihood though there was of that. Almost at once Frau Grumkow came in, breeched, booted, and in three-quarter flared coat, looking immensely elegant and well bewigged, her monocle winking. The assembly sank to its knees, only rising on her word of command to do so. The stern Directress proceeded with the ceremony immediately, the mistresses seating themselves in a line.
“Barbara Mack?”
“Present, Ma'am.”
In the silence a girl marched out from the side and stood on the far side of the block, facing the dais.
“Monika Vorst”-another did so, by her friend's side.
“You two stand accused of the disgusting offense of unnatural practices, namely self-abuse. How do you plead?”
The two girls looked at each other-as if to say, who's to answer first? — then Barbara Mack called out clearly, “Guilty, Ma'am.”
She was a well-grown girl, with brown to tawny hair, and her mien suggested that she had resolved to face the worst with courage. Ingeborg Untermacher's description of her nether regions was, however, exact; the scant tunic seemed to hang loosely from waist until it espoused the very full center of the bottom, which clearly announced a prominent overhang. Monika Vorst the reader has met already and she stood less bravely, her cute blonde crop falling forward over tearful eyes, her liquid limbs shivering.
“Ger-guilty, Madam,” she said.
“Look up, girl, when you answer.”
Neither offender knew how many strokes she was to get; both had had plenty of time in Solitary to reflect on the count. Now the moment of sentencing was upon them, it was Monika who seemed to feel the occasion most obviously.
“We punish onanism severely at Schloss Rutenberg,” continued the Directress. “Have you anything to say why you should not be so punished?”
“No, Ma'am.”
“Ner-nothing to say, if you please. Madam.”
“Very well. Let this be a lesson to the whole school, in case anyone else present is so inclined. You will be stripped and publicly whipped on the naked buttocks with the birch-rod. You Monika Vorst, as the lesser offender, and mere accomplice, will be let off lightly. You will receive three dozen cuts, slowly laid on, and at full strength, with the birch, followed by seven Master's strokes. Furthermore, you will be reduced to the rank of scum for the rest of this term and, starting next week, you will report to Matron on rising and retiring for six strokes of the cane-for a period of five days, Monday through Friday.”
Monika Vorst's head fell. She visibly blanched. Next week, too! Allmachtiger Gott! An assured sixty cuts, outside any other correction she might acquire. She began to sob. How could she ever get through it?
“You, Mack, as the importer of the heinous object and instigator and corrupter, will be more severely dealt with. You will be scourged with the birch to the extent of sixty strokes-five clear dozen across your naked arse, to be followed by ten Master's cuts. You too will be reduced to scum for the remainder of the term, and you will do two weeks, of five days each, of a double six with the cane, on rising and retiring, from Matron.”
A gentle susurration, a sort of hushed gasp, ran through the assembly at this frightful sentence.
“Do you wish to appeal?” snapped the Directress.
This time Monika Vorst replied first, in nearly a wail, “Ner-ner-no!”
Suddenly, in a collected tone, adult for her years, Barbara Mack spoke out. “If I might throw myself on the leniency…”
“You wish to appeal?”
The words stood in the shocked silence a second.
“Against the rigor of the sentence, Ma'am, yes, if I might presume. It is more than required, for I did not commit the offense so very often. And am wholly remorseful for it now. I beg you to remit the second week of caning. I would willingly exchange it for another dozen of the birch, now, to be got over with at once.”
This sensible and mature address seemed to faze the Frau Directress a moment. Then she turned and consulted with her colleagues. There was a buzz on the platform, finally a rank of right thumbs turned down. Frau Grumkow came forward again, one foot slightly in front of and at an angle to the other.
“Appeal denied. What is the penalty for a failed Appeal, Duty Mistress?”
“In this case-six with the stick, Frau Direktrice.”
“Administer them.”
Lanky Luzie Rombau curtseyed and came leggily forward, almost mincing over the parquet in her gleaming boots. She selected a long whippy cane from the bench and drew Barbara Mack forward a few paces.
“Bend over and touch your toes.”
For ritual's sake she received the six across her knickers, skirt up, the snake-like stick eating into the taut material each cut. The last two made her clench slightly, but otherwise the girl took them very stoically, rising red-faced on order.
“Strip them,” came the next command.
For a public birching ritual required that the small chlamys be literally ripped off the body of the offender, panties following. Luzie Rombau effected this briskly and completely, tossing aside the miserable shreds of clothing; both girls were exposed in nothing more than tightly gartered stockings and high-heeled shoes. They created more than a quiver of interest in the girlish audience, not to mention several crossed legs in the row of seated mistresses. For both had been shaved. Monika Vorst's mons shone like some polished stone, demurely slit at the summit of her close thighs; Barbara Mack's mound had come out dark as a man's jowl, lumpy and vigorously cleft. She had smaller breasts, tiny buds, and a very narrow waist, but her buttocks swelled out almost to the point of distortion, the sulcus spreading right across them without break. Both pair appeared pinkened from the sandstoning they had received from the Matron, a preparation that made each feel she had spent a day uncovered behind in the scalding sun, and across Barbara's lower halves were now six lively purple weals.
“Have you anything more to say?” asked the Directress. There was not a hint of irony in her tone.
“Nothing to say, Madam,” replied Barbara Mack promptly. And her friend joined in with a mumble.
“Proceed with punishment. Fraulein Katte, two dozen strokes for Mack, if you please. Take your time and let them be felt.”
With a frown and a curtsey the mistress came down from the dais, honored to open the ceremony. Meanwhile, the Duty Prefect, Anneliese Borcke, advanced to secure the culprit.
The Rutenberg block for birching was simple, but effective, and most girls seemed to find it salutorily ignominious. The girl knelt on a ledge of the black stone, as now, and had her knees strapped well apart. She then bent herself over it. The surfaces either side were inclined, so that the sufferer lay forward at an angle rather than completely vertical-this was found highly effective since the twigs could thus cut right under the seat; when the thighs were due for work, they were duly brought together. At the apex was a leather pad to which the waist was strapped, and to which was attached a perineal thong when necessary. Finally, the girl's arms were secured behind her with elbow-wrist cuffs which drew her shoulders fully back and meant that she fell wholly forward over the front side, her weight in that way being drawn forward so that she could really get no purchase with her knees, to move or flinch off her right side. And, alas, fidelity to historical fact make it incumbent to remark that Frau Grumkow had added a further refinement, since coming to the Schloss. This forward edge had been so serrated that it pinched and pricked the under-chest of the individual who lay on it. Consequently, a girl under birching tried to arch off this additional irritation, thus further cambering up her hips behind.
Barbara Mack's were thus on display. One might say that Prafekt Borcke left her “all buttocks.” The bottom was at its thickest at the lowest part, the gluteal zone firm and fatty. A bulbous if hairless mound thrust back, like a fist, between the spread legs, and a narrow saddle-strap spliced it painfully. Katte measured aim with her excruciatingly long and drippy verge, tough-budded at the tips. Then came the familiar, but ever thrilling high-pitched whine of air-zzzschlisk!
The five or six limbs snipped scorchingly into the meaty flesh low down. Their first smart made the girl gasp and jerk. The Duty Prefect called out a drawled, “One!” The birching had begun.
Fraulein Katte took her time, indeed, working to tenderize the most sensitive regions first. For it was essential to start a birching right. She cut upwards, fairly thrashing into the buttock cheeks which soon began to bound and writhe. The cane marks were quickly blent into the striations of the birch, as the mistress played cleverly upon this area. Until eleven Barbara Mack made no sound in the silence, however, and even her anguished “Oh!” of protest then seemed as much from the pain at her chest as she bumped down after the cut.
Katte changed the rod at thirteen and covered the buttocks with a network of purple with the last eleven.
“Vorst,” called the Directress, as the Prefect undid the stoic Barbara Mack. “Two dozen strokes.”
But Monika Vorst was in an agony of indecision. Her head hung, tears welled from her eyes; her hands twisted in front of her. For she had been unable to contain herself for fear and the titters of her nearest comrades were due to the little amber puddle that leaked at her feet. As Barbara Mack was helped off the block, her arms still bound behind her, Luzie Rombau strode forward angrily.
“What is this?” She took one look, then tugging the girl's ear bent her head down and rubbed her nose in the urine. Monika sobbed protestingly. The mistress stood up. “Filthy little thing. Get the rags from your knickers and wipe it up at once.” She called back to the dais-“Could not hold her water, Frau Direktrice.”
“Penalty for Incontinence?” snapped the Head.
“I should like to give her ten.”
“Then by all means do so. Hard.”
Monika suffered, touching her toes. Then she too took the first twenty-four of her count. Fraulein Marit was privileged to administer these across the tender white chubbies of the fifteen-year-old and elicited biting cries and yelps by the end.
Then it was the turn for Barbara's second installment, another two dozen. “Damn,” whispered Ingeborg Untermacher to Maria Daunitz on the platform as the Head chose Christina Holz for the task, “she's getting nice and tender on the right. I'd so like to have a fling.”
But Fraulein Holz hit from the other side, whipping the tips into the left buttock cheek. Then for her final dozen she had the thighs secured and lashed them pitilessly, at long intervals. The whole dozen probably took a good eight minutes, and drew pants and gasps from the now perspiring girl. When Barbara Mack was ushered back after it, her thighs brushing closely together, she was bleeding. The whole of the area from mid-buttock to upper-thigh had been skilfully welted and in parts appeared veritably raw. And she still had a dozen to come!
Monika Vorst took her final dozen somewhat better, but the agonizing cuts from the Headmistress's whalebone in conclusion quite undid her. At last it was nearly over. Barbara Mack had one more twelve to take, followed by the celebrated Master's stripes. Despite her reddened breasts and empurpled hips she walked calmly enough to the block, arms behind her, until the Head, now standing to one side with her waiting whalebone, called out to slumbrous-eyed Wedell, selected for this task-“And for the last six, whip in!”
Barbara Mack's knees struck the floor with a thud, and Maria Daunitz felt a reciprocal surge of lava in her loins.
“Please, Mistress, oh please,” implored the girl. “Anything but that. Give me another dozen, an' you must, but do not misuse me so. I cannot bear it… in between.”
“Come,” said Frau Grumkow ironically, “I thought you were made of sterner stuff. Pleas are a luxury we must deny ourselves at Schloss Rutenberg. Whip in for all twelve, Fraulein Wedell.”
“Very well, Head.”
Panic-stricken the girl looked around. But in a trice she was prepared as before, only with no confining saddle strap. In between her streaked cheeks a fully fleshed shaven mound stuck back, gashed central in some sort of unholy antiphony to the buttocks themselves. Its pungent sides looked unbearably sensitive-and Wedell stationed herself in front of the girl, at her head. She did so with a ferociously long and whippy birch.
“No, no, no, no-auoooh!”
“Hard, Wedell.”
The heartless twigs zisched in, eating into the inner left cheek and splaying enough to sting the cunt lips there. The girl howled. The second cut was down the right. After six like this Barbara Mack was a shuddering epitome of pain.
And it was now that the eyes wished to look away. For the last six were administered centrally, down the cleft itself. They were not correction, they were literal torture, as the tough buds welted into the spongy unprotected flesh of the shaven pubis. After three the lips split like an anguished plum and the red satin lining showed. The girl knew it, and screamed.
“Noaow! Not… theah… auuuuuuu!”
The Master's strokes were characteristically thorough. It was indeed a very solemn convocation that filed out of Great Hall that Sunday between the twin stools, on which stood two penitent girls, with bleeding bottoms, masturbating hopelessly at the orders of their implacable Directress.



Chapter Nine


They came for them in the dead of night.
The three mistresses had been sitting in silence in the anteroom near the entrance steps when the clatter of the carriage came up. The school had long gone to bed and since they had been told not to talk they did not talk. Only Ingeborg Untermacher leant once to squeeze Maria Daunitz's knee, as she perched nervously on a pouffe-“It's not so bad after the first one.” The force of the UNKNOWN held Maria in its thrall. All color had long since left her cheeks. Ulrika Wedell, meanwhile, was lugubriously inspecting the lacing on her glossy boots, turning her ankles this way and that.
The first thing they noticed when the Flugleman entered, saluting, was his gigantic height. He was, it was all too obvious, one of Friedrich Wilhelm's famous regiment of giants, the same that guarded the royal hunting lodge at Wusterhausen; some of these colossi were, it was said, as much as eight feet tall, to which the miter-shaped hats of the Grenadier Guards (to which they were affected) added at least another fifteen inches. It was also said that this vanity was costing the Emperor dear in prestige since, unable to recruit these mammoths from his own country in sufficient quantity, he was obtaining them from Poland, England, anywhere by barter-and now, so rumor had it, even by impressment. The three women, already curiously cowed, followed the back of this tight-fitting Prussian uniform out into the night and the waiting carriage there.
This was little more than an Army trap, without Postillion, and they sat edgily on the padded seat at the back in firm-lipped silence now, as there was a speaking slot in the top through which they could be seen. The Flugleman drove over the dirt roads of the plain as if for dear life, down the narrow streets of the neighboring town, and finished up finally to a sentry's shouted challenge. They were at the barracks gates.
“Pass and proceed!”
Again they clattered briskly forward, fetching up in a cobbled courtyard to one side the main square. And again as though there were no time to spare at all, their escort held open the door, handed them down, and marched them at haste along dimly lit corridors and passageways on which his boots resounded echoingly. Maria, indeed, bringing up the rear, found herself forced more than once to break into a run; she soon realized, however, that this frantic pace was simply due to the inordinate length of leg of the soldier leading them. At last under flares illumining great ranks of helmets and cuirasses, swords and breastplates, they had turned into a stone passage lined with guardsmen. There must have been a dozen of them, motionless, backs to the wall, staring straight ahead as if of stone themselves. About a pace or more apart, none paid the smallest attention to the cortege of three women passing under their noses. But the Flugleman had stopped at a door at the end of this corridor, rapped on it, received a thundering “Herein!”, saluted and shown the three mistresses in, again saluting before withdrawing and slamming the heavy door upon them.
The three found themselves in a gloomily lit guardroom of black stone which, at sight of the man standing to one end of it, their six knees quickly struck. It was Count Karl von Schmettau, in full uniform of Commanding Officer of the 15th. Dragoon Guards, and he was not smiling at them.
“Get up,” he said without preamble, “and stand over there.”
The three women ranged themselves across the room from the Count, facing him. “Strip,” he said.
Maria Daunitz found herself almost feverishly tearing off her garments beside her friend Ingeborg, who was doing the same. Beyond her Wedell moved more lethargically. All three, however, worked with a certain lack of cheer. The contents of the room, to which their eyes were becoming accustomed, were not designed to inspire such; already Maria, for one, had noted the presence of three other figures, all stiffly standing to attention, than the tall Count himself. Moreover, it was curiously warm within this guardroom.
Confronting them also, as they lined up buck naked save their boots, was a brawny individual with huge, horsehair mustaches wearing only a stained singlet above his breeches. Spikes of wiry black hair from his chest thrust over this single upper garment, while behind, and to one side of, him stood a ruddy-cheeked boy of about fifteen, stripped to the waist. Some drummer-lad, thought Maria, noting how closely the thin white cottonette of his trousers clung to his young hips and thighs. He, too, appeared excessively solemn. Finally, to their left, at the far end of the chamber, a figure loomed stiff as a cypress tree, some waiting Grenadier; it was glancing at him that Maria noted a brazier burning in the dim recesses. Such no doubt accounted for the heat. Iron instruments lay on the coals. It was altogether an impressive place, calculated to dampen the liveliest of spirits.
When Ingeborg ventured to speak, indeed, it was in a tone of such respectful sobriety that it increased her friend's incipient apprehensions-“The boots, too, Hoheit?”
“No. Leave them. Line up there.”
Silently, slowly, the Count paraded before the three naked figures, nodding in satisfaction at the triplet of well-haired cunts on display at the tops of their legs-Wedell's vulva a bulging lump, Ingeborg's shagged in a strenuous golden furze through which the commanding officer's fingers strayed reflectively, and finally Maria's sliced twat, trim on her flat belly above the arcs of her nicely muscled thighs.
“You know why you're here?” he said, resuming his stance across the chamber from them.
“Ja, Hoheit,” came the hoarsely chorused murmur.
“I have had a platoon of His Majesty's favorite Guards attached to my strength for a month and, whilst they receive no especial favors or privileges-rather to the contrary, in fact-they needs must be serviced from time to time. Such big men require constant glandular relief. I suspect you will be surprised at the extent and power of their emissions. As there is a whole platoon and a Corporal to account for, we have some twenty-one men to get through tonight, and I told Frau Grumkow it might be a trifle, er, exacting for a single one woman, however stoic. She agreed.” Here the Count gave a sardonic smile, and his henchman in attendance stroked out the horsehair mustaches. “Sergeant-Major here will see to proceedings. A stable-boy will help mount each man… because with these… rather long… as you will appreciate. Now then,” concluded the Count, openly fingering his flies, “you'll all have your womb-sponges set?”
“Ja, Hoheit,” came the even bleaker chorus of assent, to this.
“Not that there is truly any need of them, since each guardsman has his orders and Kurt, our stable-boy, will watch closely. However, one never knows with such prodigies of manhood as these. So each of you will take seven men. You should be able to stand it, under controlled conditions such as these. All of you are strong young Prussian girls. There will be no chance of insemination since each man will fuck you in the cunt first and finish up the anus and I assure you, with tools like theirs you're going to know you've got something up you. The best thing you can do is to relax and try to help it on. You'll feel you want to go, but you can't. Understand? Any recalcitrant behavior, any lack of complete co-operation on your part and my Sergeant-Major will have the pleasure of putting his cane across your backsides in no uncertain fashion. Got it?”
“J-j-ja, Hoheit.”
Seven pricks! Merciful Heaven!
But the boy Kurt was coming forward, with an anxious frown, close followed by the bristling Sergeant-Major. Almost directly to the right of the three women was a whipping post, dripping straps. To this-the celebrated “martyr's pole”-the boy was rapidly secured. It was a simple solid upright no taller than himself, and squared off so that his legs embraced its sides. They were strapped at ankle and knee; his waist was belted and his arms locked either side at elbow and wrist. Slightly bent of knee his posture pushed back the surprisingly plump pumpkins of his arse which threatened to burst out of his thin trousers. Already the lad's normally jovial face was crisped in fear as the Sergeant-Major slid a leathern pad up a groove in the post in back, fixing it under the pelvis in a manner that stuck it even further out.
“Strictly speaking,” explained the Count as these preparatives were riveting the attention of the three Schloss mistresses, “Kurt has done nothing wrong. But on occasions such as these we administer what is called a warming punishment. It will not be too bad,” he amended wryly, with a glance at the naked cunts ranked before him, “since it will be over the trousers. It would hardly be consistent with modesty to take them down, would it. Give him a good dozen, Sergeant-Major, you have firm meat to work on here.”
The big man's eye seemed to glow as he trembled the cane through the air a moment. Moistening his right hand with spittle, he took his eager and impatient stance at a calculated distance from the boy's expectant bottom. Maria saw his hairy muscled arm, his bull-like neck, noted the shake and tremor of the frightful stick as it rested on the stone a moment, and all marrow seemed to melt from her limbs. He was more like a savage animal than anything. Finally, at a nod from his superior, he started work, with obvious relish. The cane swung with the full might of his arm, its powerful whirr-and completed clap-sufficient evidence of its hurt. The stable-boy gave a convulsive movement of his body, driven to his toes by the sheer force of the blow, but said nothing, biting on a kerchief.
He received no less than eight slowly measured stripes of such severity before he allowed a dull moan to escape him. His neck muscles stood out like cords, his back ran sweat, and his whole chest heaved like a runner at the end of his race. Maria Daunitz thought she had never seen such a brutal flogging. They were all three close enough to see the ooze of blood that stained the trousers on the right side, where hard, dark-colored swellings could be seen. By the last two his thighs and knees were knocking on the post in some despair and when he was let down he fell to his knees for a minute, desperately contorted and moaning in cramps.
“Pull yourself together, boy,” said the Count, “and get to work. Which of you three is to be the first? Here, you're Wedell, aren't you. I was up you once as I recall and it was a commodious cunt. Let's see you show a lesson to the others, as you're senior, so I think.”
“Klotz!” yelled out the Sergeant-Major at the same moment, replacing his immense cane on a wall-rack. And an answering shout came from outside-“Sir!” A second vast guardsman stamped in, his heels clashing, saluted, and took up his position behind the man already waiting there. This latter, Maria saw with sudden horror, was now distinguished by a rock-like erection visible up one side of his trousers. Aroused by the sight of the flogging as well as the women, no doubt. She was beginning to feel faint. Already she was running with a cold sweat. The place reeked of male perspiration, boot polish, and bad brandy.
“Trice her up tight, Kurt,” came the Count's command. “Above all let them see her cunt. No, tighter still than that. You won't hurt her arms.”
Wedell was obscenely spraddled and spread. There was a form of frame ringbolted to the floor, something like a common saw-horse in design. Her legs were widely spread and tied to the rear legs of this at ankle and knee; her body was bent forward and belted to the central strut but, to assure proper cambering of hips, and arching out of the pelvic area, her arms, strapped at the wrists, were hauled high, to straining pitch, to a ring in the ceiling.
The mistress was most certainly on display. Under the strongest lighting in the room her massive buttocks were broadly parted, yet so well fleshed as to retain a shadow of sulcus still at their base which was, in Wedell's case, curiously be-haired. Her anal bud was pink, almost-one might say-excited-looking, but it was her wide vulval gash that drew most attention for it looked deep and drippy, and was so bucked back that its clit tongued out, an amazingly thick stamen under the hood of flesh at her belly.
The stable-boy Kurt, though still red in the face, had recovered some semblance of order and, having secured the hefty mistress, returned from a side table with a dollop of grease on his fingers. This he smeared round the hungry cunt, ran up the buttock furrow and finally daubed into the anus itself, turning his two fingers there round and round until the woman gasped in protest. Then producing the infamous choke-pear he inserted it deep into her mouth, releasing the spring so that her jaws were wide distended.
“Now get into her, Heumann,” ordered the Count, “and you two others stand either side of her so that my men can see what a cunt looks like from in front as well as behind. Though I rather think they know that already, eh, Sergeant-Major!”
He guffawed as the Grenadier advanced, unleashing his manhood-“drawing” it, indeed, as Maria was to remark to Inge later, like a sword, and wetting it with saliva. It was a monstrous erection, military in stance and shape, and it sent the twin hearts of those watching it from either side of the sacrificial victim into their wombs, if not their boots. Advancing to the hairy groove with bobbing prong, the guardsman grinned as Kurt took it, gave it a lick of his saddle grease, drew back the incredibly thick cowl of the foreskin and introduced the enormous organ into the pink satin shining in the lighting. The guardsman groaned but, once gripped by the lips, gave a muscular thrust that sent him home, squatting slightly, right to the balls. Ulrika Wedell tensened in a stiff tremoring spasm of protest, uttering a gargled “Nnnngh!”
The man fucked her so solidly he seemed to lift her buttocks off the trestle strut. Maria stood at the pinioned mistress's right and could see the pistoning dark rod, shining in the light. Glancing, she saw also the look of revulsion on Wedell's broad flat face, its jaws bursting in their sockets as she strove for breath under the assault. The glistening rod had o be twenty-five centimeters at least. How on earth could they be expected to swallow such a tool up the anal hole? She looked at the piteous dimple, its wrinkled edges greased ready, and then looked back at the inflated sausage sucking in and out beneath. Then no doubt of the ghastly union was left in her mind.
The guardsman had been thumping Wedell's hips hard, and now his grunts began to echo each squishy plunging in the silence. The stable lad put ringer and thumb round the root of the rod as it emerged and without further ado drew the man out of his lodging by a firm grip on his balls. The grenadier's muscular cylinder dribbled, as if disgustedly, then was aimed at the velvety bung-hole. This the boy puckered open expertly with the fingers of his left hand.
Wedell threw back her face, frozen in horror. Her inner cheeks cringed in. Little moaning sounds came from her distended mouth. Ingeborg and Maria watched in stunned stupefaction. The head could not be lodged. It nuzzled half-in, half-out the slippery entrance.
“Hurry up, man, we haven't all night.”
Finally the guardsman himself placed great gnarled hands on the broad slopes of the bottom before him, twin thumbs burst the bud and allowed his cockhead purchase. Suddenly, to a drawn-out whine from Wedell, about a third of it slid in.
Hugged by the rectal ring the humid tube slid in and out for a thrust or two, then the guardsman jammed to the balls, shaking woman and trestle too. A mewling cry escaped the “pear” in Wedell's mouth. She turned and twisted frantically, panting and moaning as the rhythm of her buggering began.
Watching it, Maria felt a faintness behind her knees. She had never conceived of such cruel impalement, and yet there was a mesmerizing fascination in the sight. At each suctioning withdrawal the meatus emerged gloved in the fluted rim of the swollen sphincter, a pale band in the sullen, brownish-red surround into which the prick was plunging. And now it was digging hard and deep. Wedell was lurching her upper body, her face was crimson, suffocated sounds escaped her whinnying mouth, her toes tattooed, she squirmed and writhed up the trestle. With a short barking roar the grenadier thudded into her, creaming. Maria saw his spasms travel up the parted back and literally possess the panting mistress, whose eyes threatened to start out of her head. And when the man withdrew to an ignominious plop, Wedell hung slackly in her fetterings, a mucal or seminal ooze dripping to the floor between her legs and replying, in curious antiphony, to the dribble that ran off the exhausted jaws of her upper face.
“Send in Nebelkopf.”
“Ja, Hoheit!” The man dressed his front rapidly, wiping his tool on a rag, resumed his shako, saluted, clicked his heels and thundered out the name as he turned and left. A new Goliath came in and took his stand behind the waiting warrior, the state of whose manhood, Maria saw, promised more of the same in a moment. Indeed, it was obvious that speed was the motto of this “servicing,” and the sight of one man at work stimulated the next, who was immediately ready.
Then the Count spoke briskly.
“You have six more, woman. You had better loosen up or it'll be worse for you. Give her three, Sergeant-Major.”
There was the rattle of the cane being taken down and the singleted Sergeant came forward, flexing it. Ulrika Wedell, lying limp to the point of senselessness, squeezed shut her eyes-this at least she understood… The cane-tip touched and joggled her flaccid buttocks, in the midst of which the sphincter still dribbled, winking. Then in a pracing rush the man thudded the stick across the outstretched fat, into which it bit pitilessly, lifting the mounds and leaving a black band athwart them.
“Nnnnnnngggg!”
Twice more she was lashed and to Maria, close by, the cuts seemed tougher even than those accorded the stable-boy.
“Another,” proclaimed the Count. And then he said, “Another still.”
Guardsman Klotz advanced to the broad rump across which the five lines now lay hard and close. He declined the vulva with a smiling nod and went straight to buggery. After him Nebelkopf enjoyed a long steady screwing in the cunt, then withdrew a rod that seemed to have doubled in size to impale the lush and now well-lubricated tallow of the bowels. Wedell cried and moaned constantly throughout this buggering, and the Count was forced to counsel-“Shit, woman. Try to shit him out. It'll end quicker for you, if you do.”
She received three more strokes after Nebelkopf, and after Nebelkopf came O'Brien, and after O'Brien came Wyztowski, a Polish ploughboy who had been impressed. Snorting and stamping this youth grew rapidly excited in the cunt, so that the stable lad had difficulty extracting him. The strong guardsman thrust him aside and relodged himself, delirious with enjoyment; at the call from the Count the boy grabbed the balls of the obviously spurting Grenadier and pulled him backwards by them, yelping and shooting his sperm in drenching gouts all over Wedell's body, principally on her hips. Maria Daunitz watched, horrified. The ejaculation was a series of quick thick jets, one of which spat so far it sizzled on the brazier.
“Clumsy oaf,” said the Count. “Send him to my Orders tomorrow. He will be flogged. It's the gauntlet for anyone who comes in her cunt.”
Wedell's face was streaming in tears, just as her behind was streaked with gism. She had only two more to take and took them, Maria thought, heroically. Let down off the trestle, her gag removed, the poor woman simply knelt stunned before them all for a minute, rasping groans coming from her throat, her anus bubbling and leaking. Only a couple of swinging whacks from the cane across the backs of her legs could bring her to life.
“A disgraceful exhibition,” said the Count, as a short tawny turd slipped unprotestingly out of Wedell's gut. “We'll give her something for that before she goes back home tonight. Now then-you. Get your arse up on the horse. Grease her well, boy. Rodell is a tiger.”
Ingeborg's ashen face and trembly limbs filled Maria Daunitz with another dizziness of terror. It was happening. It had to happen. In a moment she was going to be there, outstretched, rammed, jammed and screwed up the… oh, it was unspeakable, why could she not faint, die? But, alas, she stayed all too alive in her every sense. Indeed, Wedell was revived with brandy.
Perhaps after the sight of that furiously thrashing cane, Ingeborg opened herself like a flower. She endured Rodell, the Corporal, almost complaisantly, then two colossi, and then a long and obviously very painful buggering by a Spanish youth drove wails from the back of her throat. After which she cried constantly. Maria Daunitz was sobbing brokenly as she was ordered forward…
“Stop those silly tears,” said the Colonel when she was triced up like the others. “Here, boy, flavor the pear for milady.” To Maria's horror the cold moistened choke was dug up her anus before being placed between her jaws. “Now give her four.” When that was done the Colonel said, “If you shit on the floor you'll get a dozen. When I said shit it out I meant the prick, that's all. Now go to her, Roberts, and let's see her eyeballs pop. Show her what a Grenadier's prick is like. Stuff her to the gills, man, and squirt her full of lead, quick.”
But the stable-boy was exclaiming-“Sir, sir. Hoheit!”
“What is it now? Eh, eh?” Maria Daunitz was weeping, head hung. The Colonel understood. “She a virgin, is that it? Very well, let her take them all up the arse. Ever buggered a virgin, Roberts?” The Count spoke to him in accented English.
“No, Your Grace,” grinned the English lad advancing manfully.
“Ever buggered a boy?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Think you can make this young lady feel full to the gills?”
“Yes, sir.” He advanced even closer, grinning gleefully.
It was happening, it had to happen. Maria closed her eyes, opened them again at the touch of the cockhead nosing her most intimate entrance. No, no… merciful heaven, it could not happen like this. She was aware of Ingeborg on her right, standing straight to attention, expressionless, while to her left Wedell sighed and still rubbed the bruises on her bottom. Then she was lunging in her bonds with a whining grunt-“NGGG!”
The fat prickhead was inside her, swelling her unutterably, then with a couple of lubricating rubs the living limb slid up her-SLUCK! She gave a speechless scream, a soundless arching pant. She felt full up, jammed, every atom of her wanted to expel the monstrous intrusion. She was sweating steadily.
“Get it all up, man. The deeper you get the more you'll feel it.”
“Nnnnghhhhaaaaaah!”
In, out… in, out… two, three… out! Please, please…
It was swelling, inflating… the size was some impossible… air, air, where was air, for God's sake?
“Coming soon, Roberts?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Well, drill her full of it, man.”
Sluck!
“Ggggaooeqw!”
Once, twice, thrice, the shoot of semen thrashed her insides, jerking her straining torso like some fish. Four, five… one last gasping jetting. Then the long length of the pipe was sliding slowly out of her. Maria hung breathless, in utter sobbing relief, dangling like some side of beef.
“Give her brandy.” The neck of a flask rattled at her teeth. Seething fluid burnt her throat. “Now spread her wider, Kurt. That poor devil from England could hardly get in. She's got half a dozen more to take.”
“Shall I liven her up with a couple, Hoheit?”
(No, no, no…!)
“Not necessary, I think, Sergeant-Major. Proceed.”
The second was not so bad, nor the third. After the third she was leaking stained come in driblets to the floor. The fourth was mercifully quick. The fifth and sixth took their frightful time. The last… dear God, the last. But they had left their veritable colossus to the end.
He was not a large man, an Italian judging from his name, but the dimensions of his member as he came forward brought a whistle from even the watching Count.
“Good God, no mule is better set up than that.”
“Hoheit,” came Inge's beseeching on behalf of her friend.
“What's wrong now?”
“She's… virgin!”
The plea received but a guffaw-“Not there, I think.”
The Italian's eyes devoured the curves of the under-ass, saw the thighs twitching either side the dark pink of the tucked quim, then fingered his foreskin back so that the club-like head coned up firmly. His hands cupped under the cheeks, he laved his dong with a shot of spittle and sank into the puckered tissue with a sigh.
Maria beat her fists under his buggering. It was impossible to feel any fuller. The smack of his thighs on her hips as he thudded into her drew stifled wails that turned to gusts in her belly. She was going to be sick, she was going to vomit. The vicious ramming was too much. The column seemed to throb and rise within her guts.
“By Heavens, man, this is what I call buggery!”
Total hysteria took hold of her, then, as the coursing girth grew even greater in her guts, her nostrils flared, sweat streamed down, the cock pounded into her until she felt his hairy belly on her ass. Then she tasted the first fluid of her bile. She began to retch. Helplessly, hopelessly.
It was as if it drew the gism out of her adversary physically. The syrupy stuff surged deep into her, filling her with misery as her mouth overflowed, past the gag, with her own hot filth.
It was a rape, and when he had plucked out of her tender and irritated sphincter she lay in her bonds nerveless, soiled and disgusted, whimpering.
“A rotten exhibition,” said the Count calmly. “Give her eight.” And it was done. “That's better,” he said after the cruel belting, and then Maria knew the worst. He was walking towards her, she felt the sudden throb of his cock at the fringed pink buttonhole of her cunt.
“Noooaaaah!” she managed to exhale.
“I'm on fire for a fuck,” was all he said as he slid into her, felt the tuck of flesh inside vibrate a fraction, and then lunged, spearing her. It was a short lewd come under the spraddled rump and Maria Daunitz hardly knew she had lost her virginity. Her bottom hurt far more from another rod.
She was on her knees. Her senses turned blue-black. There was much stamping and shouting in the room. They had released her and were sloshing water on the floor, sloshing it over her. Ice-cold. On hands and knees she hung her head, gasping. Curd-lets of come oozed from cunt and bum, driblets of bile from her lips; she felt fucked to exhaustion, beaten and buggered, unable so much as to lift her eyes. Her limbs were hung with weights. But no one was paying any attention to her. She had done what was required of her. She had “serviced” the Guards. They were occupied with Wedell again- to be punished, it appeared, for her brief incontinence earlier. All Maria knew was, thank God it wasn't her. No pity. Not pity at all.
Ulrika Wedell was imploring.
“No, no, not th-that… I beseech you… pleease!”
“Grilled Rumpsteak,” the Count was declaiming, wiping his bloody penis, “I'll have mine done three seconds, Sergeant-Major.”
Ulrika Wedell was attached to the “martyr's pole” like the attendant Karl, with the exception that the pad had not been slid up under her pelvic region. She was bared of buttock, legs gripping the upright, knees lightly bent, and face… thoroughly frightened. The whiskery Sergeant-Major stood to the left behind her. Dark weals crossed her hips horizontally.
Suddenly Maria saw it. An upright iron frame was placed below Wedell's broad behind, centrally. From the brazier the youth Karl plucked out with a pair of tongs a glowing grille. This faded quickly but yet was hot enough, when he affixed it to the top rungs of the frame, some six inches under the mistress's base, to make her clench forward to the post in a trembling cry-“NOOOOOO!” A drip of curdled gism from her anus fell on a bar and spat, hissing there. She pressed herself, pleading, to the upright strut. The Count's streaked torn gave a jerk at these manifestations.
“While I count three,” he said pleasantly, feeling it.
The mistress seemed to know what was required of her. Her face became a comedy of concentration, and tortured doubts, as slowly, very slowly, she flexed her knees, lowering her large rump still closer to the hot bars. These were arranged so that they fell vertically, up her arse-cheeks. Maria watched, aghast.
Suddenly contact was made. The striped seat sat on the heated bars and Wedell straightened with a startled jump, screaming. “Auuuu…!”
The Count nodded.
Huish! Huissch!
The long cane wrapped itself beltingly about the startled buttocks. The mistress tried once more. This time she jerked off the inconceivably painful burn with four livid lines inscribed up her hams. Four cuts with the cane followed them. Wedell's bottom was becoming respectably tender.
“I haven't even begun to count, as yet,” drawled the Count watching, his ramrod high. “Thrash her again, Sergeant-Major. I like my meat well done.”
“Wait!”
With clenched teeth and starting eyes Ulrika Wedell lowered her buttocks the little allowed her by her fetters. With a grimace of agony she touched the bars, seemed to lift up, then held herself there. Slowly the Count said, “One.”
Her face screwed up with the effort of self-discipline, fighting down her riotous senses, her temples sweating.
“Two,” said the Commanding Officer gently. He waited an interminable period, then said, “Three.”
Ulrika Wedell fairly hurled herself in one strangled stifled yelp of agony upwards, her body crashing into the upright. Four fearsome blistered burn-marks crisscrossed her cane welts. Her bottom was a cauldron of white-hot coals. Never had Maria Daunitz seen, or imagined, its like before.
In the Army trap back Ulrika Wedell indeed had to kneel on the floor, weeping; she was too tender altogether to sit as yet. Ingeborg put her arm around her friend with a shudder.
“Too bad you lost your cherry,” was what she said.
“I'd sooner have lost ten than been buggered again,” Maria answered. “It was quite the most repulsive evening of my life.”
“Yet in the interests of Prussia,” opined the other passively. “What mammoth pricks,” she said with another shudder, and an undertone of pride.
“What was it he said to you as we left?” Maria asked quietly.
Ingeborg replied gloomily-“The contest. Between us and Wolfenbiittel. It's to take place shortly. And evidently at the barracks.”
“We have to,” said a voice through set teeth, as Ulrika Wedell spoke from the floor, “win!”
“What spirit,” commented Ingeborg Untermacher as she snuggled closer to her friend. Already she was recovering, a gentle warmth stealing over all her body, and there were inchoate delights ahead, when they returned.



Chapter Ten


The duel with Wolfenbuttel for the glory of housing Princess Elizabeth Christine of Brunswick-Bevern lived long in the annals of Schloss Rutenberg. It occurred on a snowy December evening, towards the end of term. And it did so, as the Colonel of the 15th. Dragoons had promised, in a commodious drill hall at the local barracks. Both schools were present, as spectators, Rutenberg tiered to one side, each girl bandbox neat and tidy, Wolfenbiittel-rather more numerous-on the other. The respective mistresses sat below their schools, facing each other across the polished expanse of parquet. Only the two Headmistresses sat on the dais, either side the Margrave of Ansbach, a bespectacled, scholarly gentleman of some seventy summers who clung to a copy of Wolff's Metaphysics throughout, but who showed a complete expertise in all matters of the rod.
Count Karl von Schmettau ran the proceedings, with the assistance of diligent orderlies from the regiment, and a Tursteherin appointed by each side. These twin ushers, both senior mistresses, acted as umpires in the events, of which there were to be three. The first was a simple caning contest.
When the two girls to compete against each other in this came forward there was a general buzz of astonishment. Rutenberg had chosen as its champion an Upper Senior called Annie Jansen, a big bovine blonde of peasant stock and build who had practiced use of the stick under the eagle eye of Frau Dick, gym mistress, for these two weeks past. She was five eleven in her broad, stockinged feet with muscular, arching thighs, visible biceps in her arms and a slightly protuberant belly; she could hit with great weight and, allowed to perform in one Duty under supervision, had made two girls “come again” at four.
But what was the surprise of all when the Wolfenbuttel heroine tripped down the aisles, turning out to be a slim, shy-looking little Oriental of seventeen or so? Both girls stripped to stockings, heeled shoes and wide leather belts and as they did so their contrast could not have been much greater. Kho, as the smaller girl was called, was a liquid-limbed little gem whose small, pert ass looked vulnerable to the point of absurdity. Her neat triangular bush had been trimmed low, whereas Annie's was full and bushy. The Rutenberg girl tried some practice swings with the cane provided, a very long, bright yellow one, and there were some giggles and shivers in the audience as a result.
Then the bottoms of both girls were “inspected” by rival umpires-tested to see there might have been no anesthetizing, belts tightened and a line drawn out with charcoal under the sulcus of each; for no stroke could fall “low,” only the buttock proper was to be attacked. A foul cut would result in three gratis for the donor: which was to say, against her! The two girls drew for start. A hush fell on the hall. Frau Grumkow's eyes brightened.
Technically, there was little enough advantage in starting. However, it helped to come second in the administration of strokes since the girl then knew how many she had to endure to win. There was an exact simulacrum of the Duty bars created for the purpose and Kho, having lost the draw, advanced with a smile to them. She bent over in a lissome movement and grasped the bar in front. The two umpire-mistresses sat before this watching the exact moment at which the contender might give up, and leave go. It was a lovely lithe little pair she put on display, set at the top of two close soft thighs, perfectly symmetrical; and at the exact central junction of the charcoal sulcus-line a charming rosy little quim nudged back, as if apologetically, a sliced and hairless bulge. Annie addressed herself to aim.
“Commence,” called the Margrave. “One.”
The Rutenberg girl took a good run and whupped the licky stick across the creamy skin. A livid weal leapt up, and the Rutenberg mistress said, “All right.” Kho stood up, bashfully smiling, and walked steadily back to accept the quivering wand from Annie, who handed it to her and advanced to bend over in kind. Kho gave her stroke without a run, yet a very venomous welt ran across the thick posteriors of the Rutenberg Senior as a result. All the watching girls craned forward, observing symptoms, like connoisseurs. Battle had been joined. The contest was on.
Kho then took two, followed by two for Annie. Then three, then four, then… five.
Until this point the duel seemed eventless with the exception that Annie appeared to be striking twice as hard. She whipped the little ass of the Oriental girl slowly, with zeal, as if she wished to flog it off. As Kho walked back her jouncing halves were well welted up and down.
Professionals like the learned Frau Direktrice, however, observed that her rival institution had not selected their representative of the rod for nothing. Kho was accuracy incarnate. Both girls had now had fifteen cuts in all and you could have put a ruler over those across Annie's broad ass. This was barred, in fact, by a single solid purple weal, blood-black on the right and blistered-looking. She got up from her five visibly the worse for wear, with a strangled cry, grabbing back at her bottom quickly. She walked stiffly away, head down, for her one minute's rest-all allowed the contestant before recommencing. The problem was — could Kho endure as well as administer? She was certainly an expert in the latter art.
The Oriental girl, vividly striped behind, bent over for her six. If she gave up at four, then Annie would only have to get to five to win. But Kho resolutely withstood the six terrific stripes slowly accorded her by the heavy Rutenberg Senior. Though she hopped when it was over she did so with a grin, and Annie Jansen went forward for her six very thoughtfully indeed.
One!
“Auoee!”
Two!
“Huuuuu.”
Kho cut upwards in a biting arc. The cane seemed to espouse the solid seat, cling to it for a second, before bouncing back. She cut crisply into the bruised and aching welt she had drawn there. Twice Annie's head went back in a cry, and twice she seemed about to give up. But pluck held her to her task. Fatty quiverings and tremblings inside her cheeks showed the intensity of her pain, and her equal impossibility of flinching in this position away from the telling blows. The last bit in with a sudden surprising dash of blood-the blister on the right had broken. Gloom settled on the Rutenberg ranks. A stroke on raw skin…
And so it concluded. Kho absorbed the whole next seven, set herself carefully, and-phffffupp!
“Owww!”
Phffppp!
The big girl was in agony. She clung to the bar for four, her right cheek bleeding, then just as the fifth was falling she leapt erect, grasping her buttocks. Kho's completed stroke skinned her knuckles with a scream. Annie Jansen dropped to her knees, her cry drowned in the prolonged applause from the Wolfenbiittel maidens. Rutenberg had lost bout one, and there were only two more contests to decide.
The next was between elected mistresses. It was to consist of a switch duel-three rounds in a large boxing rectangle, roped for the occasion, each round being of three minutes in duration. Each mistress wore a leather tunic to the waist, leaving the arms bare, a broad belt, and high-heeled shoes, that was all. All cuts had to be below the belt. Any shown to have fallen above constituted punishable fouls. Jacqueline Bellais, skilful little French mistress and aficionado of the rod, faced a brawny, raw-boned woman in her late thirties called Bertha Kittel, a brunette with a thick bush and heavily overhung Sitzplatz.
When the “seconds” (assistant mistresses) were ordered out of the ring, this contest looked like a virtual walkover for Rutenberg. Bellais darted in and out, placing excruciating lashing cuts with her two-thonged switch. Bertha Kittel hissed with pain and, the round over, walked to her corner nursing some very angry-looking stripes indeed. But the second round produced sudden dismay for the Schloss-if they lost this, they lost all, and after two minutes had gone by it looked as if they would.
In endeavoring a low swipe Jacqui Bellais tripped and fell. In doing so she lost hold of her switch and her rival flicked it from the ring in a quick triumphant stroke of her own. There followed a frantic chase. Big Bertha had a minute more and was going to take every advantage of it; she got in two ferocious cuts low down on Jacqui's belly, the second of which made her double to her knees in speechless pain a moment, holding herself and heedlessly exposing, on full view, the long slotted lozenge of her veinous vulva. The other saw it with a smile, paused and whipped it with her tips. She might have been more accurate. If she were Kho she doubtless would have been. But it was enough to make the Rutenberg heroine jack straight on her belly with a scream, legs together. A rain of blows followed.
Jacqueline Bellais chose the lesser of two evils. She decided to stick out the remaining seconds of the round, prone on her belly, legs squeezed together, and as close to the ropes as regulations permitted. She had to be helped back to her corner at the bell.
Her bravery won the day, as it transpired. Revived with brandy she advanced stubbornly to the fray, blood oozing from at least two buttock welts, and one on her belly. She went straight for her adversary's hand and scored-on the wrist. Bertha dropped her switch with a howl and from there on, it was all over. Jacqueline was in her element, and knew absolutely no mercy.
Having flicked the switch away she took her time. The Wolfenbiittel mistress, like her, sought desperate refuge on her stomach, but such was Jacqui's skill she would coil the switch tails round the unfortunate woman's left ankle, wrench it wide and almost in the same next motion lash inside the buttock cheeks. The other clung to her pooch with already bleeding hands but the switch would still sting viciously into her cleft, whipping her to agony there. Finally, she had had enough. A great wail went up-“Stop! Stop! She's skinning my cunt. Stop it? I give in… I can't…”
The final event was well won by Rutenberg. The two Head Girls had to vie with each other as to which could take most cuts of the whip. This was meted out by the Regimental Whipmaster, a past-master in the art wielding an oiled and plaited horror some five feet long. The Wolfenbiittel Head, a lovely blonde, suffered first, triced hawser-taut to pulleys at wrists and ankles, upright. The Rutenberg Head was taken outside by an umpire, so that she might not know how many the first contender had taken, and exactly what toll she had to surpass. It turned out to be only seven, a number indicated by Maria Daunitz on the stage in a prearranged manner, by placing seven fingers on display on her well-rounded knees. After eight the girl knew she had won, and was more than glad to be let down.
Karl von Schmettau, who had watched the festivities in an almost continual erection, bowed low to Elizabetha Grumkow.
“Congratulations,” he said gently, “you have won.”
“We have won,” came the enigmatic answer, in a gloomy tone that surprised him, “but I have lost.”



Chapter Eleven


We have won, but I have lost.
This gloomy prognostication, made by the now celebrated Directress of Schloss Rutenberg, had been overheard by some, and puzzled all.
What did it mean?
What did it signify that two days (or, rather, evenings) later the mistresses heard themselves called to convocation in the Head's private Chastisement Chamber? Why had there been erected there, at one commanding end of the room, a gleaming, soulless triangle-of the type to which recalcitrant soldiers were not uncommonly affixed. More than one heart, beating hard under a polished black leather tunic, said Weh in that rank of mistresses assembled there in line, to attention, by Matron Steinkopf. They awaited the Directress's entry with trepidation. When it came, they ducked in ritual curtsey exactly together and, though they kept their eyes dead ahead, at the opposing wall, more than one was surprised to the pitch of intense apprehension.
For Frau Grumkow had entered in degage costume-to whit, skintight velveteen slacks and ruffled shirt. She was wigless. The sandy crop of hair curled vitally away from the freckled forehead, while the blue, slightly slanting eyes beneath were stern and porcelain in appearance.
“I have gathered you together here not to prolong our felicitations over our victory, gentle ladies,” she began, her stocky body falling into a pose before them, “but because a grave injustice has been done this term.”
Which of us? groaned more than one mind at this, though no face showed it.
“Fraulein Daunitz was subject to a painful fustigation on the buttocks for a fault of which she was not wholly aware. While it is true, she should have reported the presence of a strange object in Dormitory 'D', I have had it conveyed to me by one of your number”-Ingeborg Untermacher's eyes blinked but briefly-“that Daunitz was entirely innocent of the nature of this object. I sentenced her to a pizzle flogging, as you recall. It was not merited. Have you anything to say?”
Maria Daunitz, realizing she was being personally addressed, replied in a murmur, flushing to the ears-“Ner-nothing, Frau Direktrice. I am sure the flogging improved my conduct and, and general attentiveness. I thank you for it.”
Maria Daunitz was not learning. She had learnt. The Directress gave a satisfied nod and then, feet astride, went on:
“Such severity was entirely unmerited. And, since it is a rule of our academy never to mete out chastisement one would not willingly take oneself, I am hereby sentencing myself to be thrashed in front of you, for, for,” the Directress seemed to search for the words of charge, “Excessive Severity.”
Although the rank was silent, it appeared that a shocked hush swept through them.
“What's more,” went on the little woman determinedly, “to assure that his be carried out with the full rigor essential to my position, I have requested Colonel von Schmettau to supervise the infliction, which will be administered by his Sergeant-Major. It will be,” she concluded a little breathily, “two for one. Yes, thirty strokes… with the martinet.”
Another hush seemed to rush through the rank. The shoulders of the little Directress came back, her eyes filled with defiance, she turned and strutted to the door connecting with her own chambers. And from the dimness of antlers, boar's heads, and copper lamp brackets turned down low there stepped the implacable Count Karl, close followed by his stalwart major-domo, clad as before in breeches, dirty singlet and… horsehair mustaches. Frau Grumkow seemed to pale a little as the latter closed the door behind him and stood there, winding through his fingers a ferocious martinet whose shiny wooden handle ceded to five furious lashes made of sheep's gut. These were a little stained at their edges. The Colonel spoke.
“You are to scratch Madam's back a little,” he said with a grim smile. “Thirty of the best, if you please, well laid on, up and down.” He turned with an amused smile to the Directress. “Strip.”
Frau Grumkow took off her flounced shirt, under which she wore nothing; her compact little torso supported two good round apple-like breasts. She held out her hands for the wrist-cuffs.
But Colonel von Schmettau was still smiling. He beckoned Maria Daunitz forward. “Your honor, Fraulein. Urinate on it.”
And such was Maria's training by now she made no hesitation. She crouched and sprayed the little ruffled Malines shirt until it was sodden with her liquid; after which the Sergeant-Major tore it into shreds and wadded it into an effective gag. Having done so he attached his victim to the triangle. Elizabeth Grumkow stood with arms hoist to the shiny apex, legs parted and secured apart at the base, offering a virgin back for the frightful whip.
The Sergeant-Major paused in pulling down the trousers, leaving them at halfway, just exposing the first of Frau Grumkow's deep divide behind.
“Am I to work the buttocks, sir, too?”
“We shall see. I shall direct for maximum effect. Commence high-shoulderblade and under the right armpit,” he palped the area thoughtfully, “that's where it fetches them best.”
“Very well, Hoheit.”
The man drew back aggressively, like a tiger before his prey. He fed the thongs through his fingers, whistled them round his head a couple of times and swept them agonizingly across the back, in an upwards diagonal-HUITT!
Everyone in the room seemed to feel the stripes as they cut, leaving dark red reams under the right shoulder. The Directress was driven forward with a grunt by the blow.
“One,” said the Count, watching from the near side. “Three more there, and then work the ribs.”
The stretched rib-cage seemed atrociously tender and the Colonel let his man leave five frightful cuts there, each causing a jerk that rang the triangle and a mewling cry from behind the gag. The Directress had now had nine and was striped like a zebra from nape to waist.
“They always feel it good there,” opined the Sergeant-Major, running a hand over his mustaches as he rested from his labors. “But with this one… if you let me work the buttocks, sir. I can fetch her with a few there.”
“All right, only first two more under the armpit. And get the tails to kiss her breasts a bit. Just the side, you know, Sergeant-Major.”
When these had been delivered Karl von Schmettau, Commanding Officer of the 15th. Dragoon Guards, stepped forward. Impeded by the belt holding up the trousers, he took it off and ripped the velvet from the stocky hips, tearing the garment straight down.
“Now. Do your damnedest. A good dozen on the arse.”
Huittt! Huittt!
The Directress bounded like a gaffed trout, creaking the triangle. She was streaked with weals, some of them bleeding, and took the last of that awful thirty on her sweating back, chiefly about the tender rib area. The Colonel looked at her panting body and rolling eyes now it was over and said but two words-“Bugger her.”
The Sergeant-Major advanced slowly and thoughtfully, as he did everything. He unleashed a navel-high tool of extreme turgidity, wet it with his saliva, and presented it to the scarified and bleeding bottom before him. The Directress' face was crimson. Her gagged mouth uttered despairing pleas, all of which sounded like “Nnggg!”
The man pressed thumbs to either side of the amber orifice, opened the rump like some fruit, and slid in-first slowly, then with a plunging thrust. Frau Grumkow audibly squealed. She was plugged to the ball-tight hilt.
“Take your time, Sergeant-Major. Let her feel it to the gills. Then squirt it up her gullet.”
When it was over the Directress lay ignominiously on the ground before them, hands still bound, panting. Of back she was sweaty and bloody and a mild ooze foamed from her violated sphincter. Once more Maria Daunitz felt herself beckoned forward. She came with trepidation, sensing here some element of absolute violence, some territory she was loath to enter, yet knew she had to.
Spit on her,” said the Colonel calmly. She paused.
“Get on. It is your right.”
But this she somehow could not do. She gathered gobble in her mouth, only to be unable to expel it. She looked miserably at the man.
“I cer-can't, sir-”
“Why not?”
“She's… our… Directress,” Maria completed in a wail.
Behind her the air soughed, and suddenly the five thongs of the frightful martinet wound under her skirt, and lashed her cheeks.
“Ow!”
Suddenly she spat. The shot of spittle hit the panting back hard, and dribbled to the ribs.
“You will now,” said Colonel Karl von Schmettau, “lick off the Sergeant-Major here in gratitude for his good work on your behalf.”
Two hours later a pair of strangely reciprocal scenes were taking place within the Schloss.
In her private salon Frau Grumkow, restored by best French brandy, was lying exhausted, face down and entirely naked, on a low ottoman. Her lover Karl sat beside her, soothing her wounded back and sides with salve.
“You didn't have to have me buggered in public like that,” she said protestingly-though not too.
“Nonsense. A most salutory spectacle, for all concerned.” He took out his own ramrod of a prick, full of blood for just having seen those speaking stripes, that lovely welted bum. “If you're feeling better, I'm now going to fuck your cunt.”
“I don't know… if I can take it, Karl.”
“Of course you can. And you'll find it highly delightful.”
Straddling the ottoman sofa he nuzzled prick to twat as a bee feels into a close-shut bud. It was greasy and he sank to the hilt in a single spearing drive, at which, lo and behold, the Directress of Schloss Rutenberg experienced volted lava in her loins, the lightning of the most rapturous spasm ever.
“Du Faultier!” she cried as she writhed in impaled ecstasy. “At least you can buy me a new pair of trousers.”

In Maria Daunitz's room there was a scene of another order. Majestic in black leather, Maria stood with feet astride, switch in hand. She was feeling intensely excited, molten and alive. In front of her Ingeborg Untermacher stood apprehensively holding her bottoms, veritably like any penitent schoolgirl, naked from belt to boots-and the latter only came mid-thigh.
“Please, Mary. It wasn't part of the bet. Not like that.”
“Come on, get down. I haven't got all night.”
“Not like that.”
“You know how I give it.”
She felt a frothing in her loins, a faintness behind her eyes, just looking at this big woman showing so frightened. Inge's tawny bush was thick and dry, curving under her tummy. Maria Daunitz knew she longed to whip her.
“Come on.”
“I'll bend over instead. Please.”
Maria pointed with the forked “hunting” switch.
“Lie down.”
For during the flogging of the Directress, Ingeborg, standing beside her friend, had whispered to her ear-“What do you bet she faints?”
“Six that she doesn't,” Maria had whispered back.
“Done.”
And she hadn't. So-Ingeborg was now getting to the carpet at her feet, her face haggard with anticipation.
“No wonder no girl's come in for a fiver in place of Detention to you, Mary,” she said, as she assumed the pose.
“Legs right apart, please.”
Ingeborg grasped Maria's booted ankles with her hands. She stretched her legs wide behind, striving to keep her belly as close to the floor as possible.
“Please not in between. Only… inside the cheeks.”
“Come on. You heard what I said. I'll give you extra for stalling, if you aren't careful.”
Ingeborg dropped her head into the pile. The cold whiptails touched her right side.
“Relax them, please.”
“I can't.”
“It'll hurt more if you don't.” Pfff-clk!
Suddenly the eel-like limb whickered down, bit deeply inside the fat right cheek, its twin hard fangs fetching up in the right thigh, close under the cunt.
Ingeborg uttered an ignoble “Ow!” and slowly squirmed her right leg up; it was what Maria wanted. She cut again, viciously, and the tails ate into the pulpy flesh about the cunt.
“Naaaaoww! Maria! Please! I beg you… ooooh, it's agony there!”
Her legs jerked straight back, protectively; she wrang Maria's ankles till she all but toppled.
“Open up,” was all Maria said.
“For God's sake. You don't know how this hurts.”
“I have an idea.”
She had more than an idea. The next two she delivered inside the left cheek. Both hurt like fury, but were not totally intolerable.
“And now,” she said, “after those light ones, this is where the fun begins. Open up really wide, if you please, and try to tip up your pelvis a shade.”
“Maria, please. You can't mean to be so cruel.”
But as the furry lump of flesh, bisected by the lining of red satin at the top of which presided the prompt policeman of Ingeborg's clit, came into Maria's now clouded view, she knew she had achieved a distance beyond all space and time, somewhere in the firwoods of her distant youth where amid smoke and storm the gods presided, alone and lonely, proud, untouched, understood only by the very few.
A flame of red danced before her eyes as she struck.



Chapter Twelve


There was but one sequel to these lamentable scenes.
Sergeant-Major Schlamm, striding down an upstairs corridor of the Schloss on his way out at about the time his Colonel was “going through” the celebrated Directress, paused in his tracks. From behind an oaken door at a turning in the passage came a sharp snap, an unmistakable and categoric sound. There was a pause, and it was followed by another. He counted four and his breath came quicker. All at once someone appeared to be wrestling with the door handle.
Sergeant-Major Schlamm stepped back behind a cornice in the dimly-lit turn of the corridor.
A plump blonde girl burst out, slamming the door behind her. She had on the scant peplum of the place, hers green, her face was bunched and flushed and, while the hidden soldier watched, she raised her head with an anguished whine of pain, thrust her hands up under the lap of tunic behind and dug them down under her panties. She moaned there a moment, her thighs threshing, and the Sergeant-Major smiled-the little punishment was doing its best work now, he well knew. Then the girl breathily straightened from her hunched position and began to hobble down the passageway.
The Sergeant-Major was about to move on, when footsteps sounded. A duplicate or carbon in brunette of the corrected child approached. She looked with consternation at her chum.
“Heavens, Helga, was it all that bad?”
“Absolute hell,” came the muffled answer.
“Is she hitting very hard?” was the pleading question then.
“I thought so. And an absolute swine of a cane, terrifically whippy.”
“How many?”
“Nine.”
“Oh God no.” The dark girl gave a sick gulp, her hands wringing. She stole a glance at the door ahead. “Oh heavens, I can't take nine. I got twice six today. It's as tender as a jelly.”
“Well, you needn't worry, she'll use the marks all right. Gott! How those last three stung. I don't believe anyone could possibly hit any harder, if they tried.” With which cold comfort the blonde went her way, still rubbing her smarting buttocks. The newcomer approached the door, and the Sergeant-Major's cock gave an appreciative kick.
Left alone, the highly punishable minx made a perfect picture of petrified apprehension; her pale and worried face turned this way and that, as if seeking some invisible exit, she wrang her hands, rubbed her thighs, finally felt her bottoms behind. At last, with a lost look, she dramatically knocked.
“Herein!” was drawled from the other side, and then, “Entre donc, ma chere!”
The Sergeant-Major ran a hand over his mustaches. This time he heard nine of the distinct snippy cracks, each like a winter's bough snapped in two. This time the door was evidently opened for the girl when it was over, and the brunette fairly pranced out, hissing with pain, and kneading her bottom under its skirt. She hopped and skipped her way down the passage.
A mistress' head came out. He saw a pretty, smiling, excited face and his blood beat up. Surely this was the one. The Frenchie. Whom the Colonel had just told him he was to… he bit his lips as she advanced into the passage, laughing, cane swinging, keys at her waist and the black leather skirt barely covering the obviously elegant bottom.
“Nest time you get your essay in on time, silly!”
Before re-entering her room the mistress' lively black eyes swept the corridor ahead. Suddenly they saw the waiting Sergeant-Major. Her smile faded slowly, a look of intense respect came over her features. After all, this individual had just emptied himself in the anus of the eminent Frau Direktrice.
Not to mention having been sucked off by Maria later.
She approached him curiously, holding her cane. Even in his short frogged forage jacket he looked all muscle. His neck was thick and round. Jacqueline Bellais was aroused. They did not have many men visitors at Schloss Rutenberg, after all.
“We too,” she said, smiling wryly, “have to mete out a little correction, now and then.”
“So it seems,” he said in a low growl, “so it seems.”
Her eyes fell. With his right hand the man was as if absently stroking the great seam of his standing prick, under the tight thin breeches. Her heart pounded as the memory of that infernal organ, slucking in, squeezing out… it ran precisely parallel to the handle of the martinet stuck in his belt, whose thongs had stained his breeches.
“You certainly administered a merciless chastisement this evening, Sergeant-Major,” she said.
“Not known for my leniency, Ma'am,” was all he answered. His eyes quickened as he saw the number on the door. The same!
“No, I don't suppose you are, are you? But then, all punishment should be merciless, should it not?”
“Completely without pity,” he agreed.
“Yes, it's all they understand.” Jacqueline Bellais' thin nostrils flared. “Still, I thought you waxed close to cruel at the end, sir.”
“Would have liked to work the buttocks more.”
I'll bet you would, thought Jacqueline Bellais, staring him straight in the eye. They understood each other perfectly. Quickly she said, “I have two more girls to whip. Four late essays handed in today. The next will be down from her Dorm rather shortly, I believe. I'm giving them nine with this cane across the naked… arse.” She pronounced the word with deliberation, her eyes again dropping to his pipe of a penis. “Naturally, it's nothing like what you administer at the barracks, but we do our best. If you would care to watch.”
He bowed his assent. With an ironic flip of her skirt that revealed the fact she had nothing on beneath, the active little French mistress swung on her high heels and led the way into her room.
When they were alone she said in a low voice, her chest heaving, “I'm using this willow. It's extremely bendy and stingy and although it doesn't bruise like yours, Sergeant-Major, they'll feel it sitting for a day or so. I am afraid I shall have to ask you to stand behind those curtains there-you can see through them from the other side quite well-because it would not be consistent with modesty to have a man in my rooms.”
There was a pause and he laughed. “Least of all, one in such a manly state as me, eh?”
“I'm afraid that's all too evident, Sergeant-Major.”
“That last one, she squeezed her sitters so…”
“They do, don't they? Furthermore,” went on the mistress, feeling herself more and more in charge of the situation, “we believe in total fairness here, and I have been taking them across this table. However, if you would prefer another position… I mean, I could get her to bend over here with her back to you, entirely double, that is, and you'd get a full view of the twin surfaces, and naturally the… the…” Jacqueline Bellais' eyes roved the ceiling.
“The cunt between.”
“As you say, sir, the cunt between. But of course you'd miss the expression of the face.”
“It won't be necessary. As you had 'em, Ma'am.”
“The next girl in has a lovely heart-shaped face and you'll see that this table is fitted with head-and-hands stocks. Their expressions get quite comical by the end and usually they try to turn their faces round to the left. So if you watch from those curtains there, Sergeant-Major,” and the mistress indicated the left side of the room to the table, “you'll have an admirable profile of the rump as well.” To say nothing, Jacqueline Bellais well knew, of her own, under the lifting skirt, as she swung.
But there came a knock at the door. At a nod the Sergeant-Major secreted himself soundlessly behind the curtains, opaque from the room side, transparent from the other.
The girl who entered was in gold. She was a big upright healthy Slavic specimen with a mane of fair hair and if her face was a heart, it was a large one. Thick velvety brows shaded anxious pale blue eyes, already dewed with tears, and she was biting her pretty small pale lips with fear. Her whole body was on a sumptuous scale and quivering all over.
Jacqueline Bellais stood with her back to the roaring grate and smiled at these symptoms.
“Come, Irina, you're not going to the gallows. I'm not going to kill you exactly. You've been beaten before, I believe. What are you here for?”
“Late theme. In your grammar class, Miss.”
“To be flogged across the buttocks, yes. Let's see if I can't make those big fat hams of yours somewhat more prompt. Have you anything to say, at all?”
“No, Mademoiselle Bellais.”
“I'm going to give you nine. With all that avoirdupois you'll scarcely feel it, will you, Irina? Come, stop that cowardly crying instantly. Stop it, I say.”
Advancing, the trim French mistress unleashed two swinging slaps that sent the big girl staggering. She held her head, sobbed once, received another blow that rang her head like a bell.
“Put your hands by your sides. So. Now then. Off with your knickers and up with your skirt, tuck it right into your chain now.” When this was done, the mistress surveyed her prey. A good thick blondish fur covered the cunt in front, which was tucked into the top of the thighs, surprisingly wide for the girth of calf. The cheeks of the rump were young and full, tender-looking with a good overhand, yet well divided centrally. The cane tapped a spot on the floor. “Stand here. Back to those curtains.”
Unseen by her victim, she gave a sly wink, to the hidden watcher and slowly palped and joggled the thick globes in her hands before him. The pair was solid and springy and with an overhang like this the sulcal fold would be doubly tender. Jacqueline Bellais intended to work there. The cheeks were unmarked.
“What's wrong, Irina?” she said, smiling. “You're quivering all over like a pony.”
“Please, Fraulein.”
“What is it?”
“It's just… that I have a Matron's waiting for me when I get back to the Dorm. Last thing tonight.”
“What's that got to do with it?”
“It's b-bound to be six, and nine now…”
“Will make fifteen,” said the expert mistress cheerfully. “Keep you warm in bed. No, my dear, in five years' time you'll be thanking us for this training from the bottom of your… heart. For the present concentrate on the problem of punctuality. For about three minutes you're going to feel some lively sensations in your derriere.” And she gave it a playful pat. “Now bend over quite double. Tight. Feet slightly apart.”
If that doesn't jack him erect, she thought with a smile as she went to a sideboard for the bottle, nothing will.
She returned with a small brush and medical bottle. The anal crater was no more than a dimple in the deep divide and Jacqueline Bellais daubed it with the caustic unguent quickly. The girl hissed as the burning liquid touched her and the mistress rapidly popped wide the sphincter with finger and thumb and scrubbed rapidly inside with the brush. The girl rose with a wretched expression; the treatment made her want to spread and dilate herself, it was awful.
Jacqueline Bellais put the bottle and brush back and took up her stick, which shivered with menace. She stood in front of the punishment table, smiling. The girl was simply trembling all over, her lips were even shaking! The mistress sucked in her breath. These moments were divine, only matched by the antics afterwards.
“Nine lashes,” she said. “Well, what are you waiting for? Is anything wrong?”
The girl paused, gave the mistress a look of dumb imploring and then stepped up to the punishment table, over which she bent at right angles.
On the far side of this were the stocks and the girl duly put her neck and wrists, one either side, in the slots provided; the mistress clicked down the bolt. Furthermore, she had stepped just inside a wooden rail, connecting the two legs of the table and running behind her ankles.
Jacqueline Bellais then affixed in place another parallel rail just at or over her knees, forcing her to brace back her legs well and thrust out her rump. This was now broadly curved over the edge of the table and the mistress stepped back to survey it, knowing the hidden watcher at the side was losing no time in doing so, either.
At the base of each heavy hemisphere the indentation of the sulcal fold showed like a cuticle. She resolved to hit there… hard.
“Arch your back, Irina.”
The mistress gave a long pause, then lengthened it. She was breathing ever more deeply. Living. She knew these moments waiting for chastisement to commence were golden, to all concerned.
“Stop quivering, Irina.”
“I cer-can't help it, Fraulein.”
“I'm not going to start until your bottoms are placid. Thrust back with your thighs, child, go on. That's better.”
She took a quick nervous run and whicked the bendy wand into the buttery fat at the base of the buttocks. A violet line flamed up. The girl gasped.
Jacqueline Bellais was aware as she pranced forward to cut again that her own skirt swung up, revealing her muscular thighs and naked saucy bottoms to the watching, and doubtless ever more ardent, Sergeant-Major of the 15th. Dragoon Guards. Guards.
The cane hissed rankly into the puppy-fat once more and the girl gave a pronounced groan-“Ach… au!”
“Low enough for you, Irina?”
“Ach… je… please, Fraulein…”
“What?”
“Per-please… hit me higher.”
“Why?”
“It hurts so terribly down there… in the f-fold.”
The mistress laughed and clipped two singing cuts even lower, on the thighs. The girl's feet trampled, her face turned to the left. Her writhing fingers fisted. Wh-h-h-h-lkkkk!
Six… seven… eight… a long pause, then nine!
“Uuuuuuh… uach… wen!”
Released and set erect the girl abandoned herself to the frenzy of her pain, arching a-tiptoe and then half crouching as she strove to throw off the burn. The mistress watched her with shining eyes, then sent her on her way-“I think you'll feel the Matron's cuts tonight, Irina.”
In the silent room she realized she was sweating.
She went slowly up to the curtains and with a malicious smile tried to part them. Instead, she missed their opening. And found herself holding a crowbar. At first she thought it was the handle of the martinet the man had used. Then she gasped her appreciation, and approval. She had the Sergeant-Major's prick in her grip. She gave it a squeeze and it bucked to her touch.
“Well, do we hit… hard enough?” she whispered.
He growled some assent.
“Sinks in better than with a drummer-boy, I believe? Gott in Himmel but the Head must have felt something up her with this.”
Jacqueline Bellais was now profoundly excited, the blood beating behind her eyes, her whole flesh aglow.
The next and final girl was a full eighteen-year-old, in her last term, tall and well-but not bigly- built, with mousy hair and a rather petulant expression. When the mistress asked her if she had anything to say, she responded: “If I might, Fraulein. I took ten this noon, to pay off two hours' Detention, and then I got six from Fraulein Katte later. I think even you will agree that my person has been very thoroughly punished. I would ask for remission of this correction until tomorrow.”
“Mmn,” mused the mistress with a smile, stroking the silk of her stick, “let's get your knickers off, Andrea, and have a look at these posterior portions. Bend over with your hands on your knees. Facing this way, please.”
The girl's compact cheeks were furiously wealed. Sixteen strokes had been placed across their center, and the right side was a hot band of purple bruise.
“Dear, oh dear, Andrea, this is going to hurt, isn't it? Stand up, dear, and tuck in your skirt.”
“Please. May I take them tomorrow?”
Jacqueline Bellais shook her head. “Sorry.”
“Please,” the girl persisted. She bit her lip. “I beg you, Fraulein, but hit me other than on the marks, and I will do my best to bear it.”
“Are you appealing, Andrea, is that it?”
“No.”
“Well then, bend over.”
The French mistress cut deliberately, yet as hard as she simply could. The first two bit into the lower edge of the tumified wales, and then she sank two more into the very tenderest part of the wealing.
The girl bore it with astonishing stoicism. Her slender thighs threshed and writhed with pain, but she made no sound, her face scarlet, jaws clenched.
The fifth cut up into the fat, bouncing the cheeks; it was an excruciating slice and after it the mistress was able to announce, slowly, “Well, well, well, so Seniors do bleed after all, Andrea.” She was standing by her victim's head, “negligently” holding her own skirt up behind for the delectation of the Sergeant-Major, and a small whinny came from the girl's bitten mouth-“Mercy.”
The mistress laughed and moved back. This time she waited a whole minute. The knees were allowed little traction by the rail but even so it was amazing how the scoriated cheeks could grind and stir against each other. Suddenly there was a burst of breath and the girl cried out, “Dear Christ, I can't bear any more of it… please, please, I beg you not to give me any more…”
“Come, Andrea, I thought you were made of sterner stuff than this. I see I shall have to make the last four especially exemplary.”
There was a flurry of sobs. “No! No! Not there. Hit me lower, not on the marks. I implore you, Fraulein.”
“What a contradictory lot you children are,” said the mistress, preparing her next lacerating lash. “First you want them higher, then you want them lower.”
“Auuuuueeee!”
When it was all over, and the girl had gone, Jacqueline Bellais was pouring with sweat and lust. In the silence of the room she locked the door and with a loose smile on her lips went to the parting of the curtains and grasped the turgid staff unleashed by the Sergeant-Major and drew him forward by it into the room.
“Come,” was all she said.
She stood facing him in the center of the room, panting, feet astride.
“Fuck me,” she said, ripping off her leather tunic and baring herself absolutely above the boots. “Jam me up, stick, stuff, ram…”
But though he was moodily nodding his head the soldier was replacing his gleaming penis. And he was loosening the thongs of his fearful flail, moving it through the air with a measuring motion that showed its awful weight.
“Yes, I will,” he murmured, stroking out his mustache, “but first I have to flog you.”
There was perfect silence in the room then.
He went on: “Yes, yes. It was agreed. You see, I nearly missed the number of your room. Colonel sent me to do it. He and your Directress, that is. Seems as since you counseled the pizzle for that poor mistress, it is deemed you shared in the general complicity. Of injustice, that is. Thus you are to have a dozen.”
Jacqueline Bellais felt the marrow drain from her bones. She stood bush-bare, facing him, and she did not let the smile fade an iota from her face. But her skin froze to pimples.
“A butcher's dozen,” he added.
“Which is to say, thirteen,” she came back, with the same rigid smile. She had no strength left in her at all.
He nodded.
“With… that?” she whispered.
“Aye. It's a bloody buttock, I'm afraid, Ma'am, and I have to show you to the Colonel after, and if it's not considered enough, it's another dozen then.”
Sickly she turned her back to him and stared into the fire. She held the mantel for support. “There is no… possibility of avoiding?”
“No.”
She had known there was not.
“Well, then,” she said turning with a frown, “we had better get on with it, had we not, Sergeant-Major? How do you mean to take me?”
“Lying over the table. With your feet secured in those stocks, you see.”
“I understand,” she answered after a moment. “With my bottom on the edge and my torso hanging down over the side, yes, yes.” She shuddered violently. “Oh you Germans. So that's what you were thinking of behind the curtain all the time.”
“You have cuffs for your hands, behind your back, Ma'am?”
“In that drawer,” she said miserably. She took a brave pace forward to the shining table, suddenly realized the enormity of the position, turned an anguished face: “But that will be excruciatingly painful. With those thongs you're bound to strike between my legs. Even the Head wasn't hit in the cunt. Oh God, oh no.” She went to him, beseeching, her hands on the frogging of his tunic. “You can't mean that,” she began to babble, “my own is set quite low, it pouches back, you'll see, oh please… dear God…”
But he said nothing, running the ruddied thongs through his gnarled fingers.
“At least gag me,” she said. “There's a pear in that drawer also.”
And a minute later pretty Jacqueline Bellais was perfectly placed for the maximum infliction of pain.
She was face down across the table, her booted ankles held in the stocks that had held her victims' wrists. Her hips came just to the side of the table, over which her upper body dangled, arms locked behind elbow-to-wrist. Nervous flutterings spasmed the tender underbuttock spread out for the flail in this abandoned pose, through which the healthy, thick-lipped quim pouched up.
The Sergeant-Major stood in front of her by a good two paces and laid the ends of his thongs in measuring aim on the cringing skin. Then with all his strength he whistled the keen fangs down, and in.
No more than a strangled croak escaped her throat but her upper body, hanging down, bounded about like that of some stranded trout. The tough strands had painted vertical dark lines along her buttock and two of them, nipping into the furrow, had cut the skin at once.
And one of them had sliced into the seam of the very underbelly.
The Sergeant-Major of the 15th. Dragoon Guards drew breath. He was going to lash her to the blood and, oh, beyond. Jacqueline Bellais was about to learn the true meaning of Prussian discipline.
Here is the story of Schloss Rutenberg, a Prussian ladies' seminary of 1729, devoted not only to the corporal correction of its high-born pupils but also of its mistresses. An erotic memoir of girls' dormitories and corridors that, although from a vanished age, can still cause the skin to tingle.
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