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Chapter I

A Mild Punishment

 


Smack!

The sound of a wooden paddle striking soft
feminine flesh was very loud in the small basement room of Cliffton
Reform School. It was followed immediately by the yelp of pain from
the young woman whose tender rear end was the target of the paddle
strike.

She would have stamped her foot and jerked
her body upright had it not been tied in place, bent over the steel
bar that stretched between two posts. The bar had been placed at
just the right height so that it would be just a little lower than
the waist of an average sized female inmate of that institution.
Having been stood up against the bar, the girl to be punished was
bent over it and her hands brought around behind her legs, there to
be secured in a pair of handcuffs, leaving her bent over and unable
to neither stand up nor leave the spot.

Smack!

Again the young woman cried out, a little
louder this time because the second strike found the flesh already
sensitized by the first. After a dozen such blows, her bottom would
be very sensitive, to the point of making sitting on one of the
hard wooden chairs unpleasant.

Smack!

The man delivering the blows watched in
fascination as her fingers spread wide then clenched into
fists.

Smack!

This time, the fingers tried to reach up to
the sore bottom, but failed to get high enough. Perhaps she wished
to hold the injured flesh, as if that would ease the pain. Or
perhaps she wanted to place her hands over the target to protect
it. The man, Headmaster Gordon Treavor, was never quite sure of the
intent but did know that most of the girls tried to reach their
bottoms.

Smack!

This time the tears began to fall upon the
concrete floor, accompanied by weeping sounds she tried to hold
back.

Smack!

The flesh was turning a wonderfully vivid
red, a testament to the stinging pain the girl was feeling.

Smack!

Tammy Smith yelled out loudly at the seventh
stroke on her bare flesh and tried to jerk upright. She began
begging that the beating of her bottom cease, accompanied by
promises to be good in the future.

Smack!

The Headmaster sighed. That wiggling bottom,
so nicely on display and covered almost completely by a wonderful
shade of red, held his eyes. Her skirt and under things had been
removed to expose the area to be punished, but her blouse and shoes
had been left on. Between the legs pressed together and just below
the rounded mounds of her ass, her cute little pussy peeked out at
him. So smooth and tender, that soft girl-flesh was. So inviting to
the touch of fingers and, just perhaps, another part of the male
anatomy. But he repressed that urge, although it was one perfectly
normal for a healthy man of middle age, and reminded himself that
he was the Headmaster with responsibilities. Still, how nice it
would be to…

Jerking his thoughts away from that line of
reasoning, he tried to remember what the count was. Seven? Eight?
Better assume seven. It would be best to err on the low side. If a
girl was promised twelve strokes but given only eleven, it would
have a detrimental effect upon the purpose of the discipline.

Smack!

That was eight, he told himself.

Smack!

It was so incredibly beautiful the way the
soft mounds compressed with the impact of the wooden paddle then
sprang back and jiggled.

Smack!

Ten! Only two more to go. It would have been
nice to simply continue beyond that limit, continue until she was
reduced to a pleading and sobbing mass of well-punished girlhood.
The urge was strong and certainly his arm was good for many more
strokes before it tired.

Smack!

Tammy was sobbing quite nicely now, the tears
falling like raindrops to the gray concrete.

Smack!

As always, he made the last one extra hard.
The yell that sprang to her lips was both of pain and surprise. She
had been counting and by her count the punishment was already over
when the last, and most painful of them all, landed.

“Oh…. That was… I mean…” she tried to make
her point but was distracted by the burning of her rear.

“It is my sincere wish that you remember this
necessary punishment in the future and that it will deter you from
inappropriate behavior,” he told her sternly.

Inwardly, he was hoping that this young woman
– and all the others – never did learn that lesson and continued to
misbehave. Life around the Cliffton Reform School would be much
less interesting if all the girls behaved like proper little
misses. Much less, indeed!

“I will leave you here now to reflect upon
your misconduct. Miss Barton will release you later.”

With that, he looked up at Miss Barton, the
assistant administrator who held the title of Headmistress. She had
been standing mute in the corner, watching the punishment with keen
eyes.

“Come, Miss Barton, I have some things we
need to discuss in my office.”

Without a word, the Headmistress followed him
out of the drab, barren punishment room. She did, however, cast a
backward glance at the wonderfully shaped legs and rounded
bottom.

Tammy heard the door close and knew from
experience that she would have to stand there in that bent over
uncomfortable position for at least an hour. The hard steel of the
handcuffs had rubbed against her wrists during her struggles and
made them sore. But not nearly as sore as her abused ass.

“Bastard,” she muttered. “I was only supposed
to get twelve.”

She sniffed and tried one more time to lift a
leg out from between her joined hands. She had tried before but
never was able to get the foot high enough. She sighed and settled
down to wait, experiencing a strange combination of burning skin on
her ass and coldness where the basement air, cooled by the outside
late winter weather, touched the rest of her exposed flesh.

 



Chapter II

New Home

 


The gray overcast with a hint of snow was
depressing, as was the building the carriage approached, a dull
reddish-gray brick building, two stories in height and sprawling
across two acres of the barren landscape, with bars on most the
windows and no signs of life showing, not even a light in a window
on that drab morning.

Angelique Brooks, more commonly called Angel
by those who knew her, looked out the carriage window and repressed
a shudder at the sight of Cliffton Reform School, which was to be
her home for the next three years. A more depressing building she
could not imagine. Like something out of a Gothic novel, it
squatted like a blight upon a land of barren bushes and denuded
trees still gripped in the cold hand of winter.

She lifted her hands to brush back a lock of
her long ebony hair from her face. She had to lift both hands, for
the wrists were joined with ugly, dark gray steel cuffs, the old
fashioned kind with a “U” shaped bar joined across the ends by a
cross piece with the lock built into it. The two cuffs were joined
by a short, single link chain that allowed her only a few inches
separation of her hands. They had been placed on her wrists by a
guard back at the county jail, shortly before she was marched out
into the semi-drizzle and into this carriage for a trip of many
miles to a place no girl would want to go.

The last few days were a blur of rapid
hearings before a judge and long hours spent in a cold jail cell.
She was allowed only one brief moment to plead her side of the
case, then the sentence was pronounced. Strong male hands had
hauled her away from the courtroom, all those present ignoring her
shouted protests of innocence, and, in her last vision of that
place, the grinning face of her stepfather and the sad eyes of her
mother.

Later that morning she was sitting in the
carriage, hands joined like a common criminal and her spirits lower
than a snake’s belly. A second young woman was helped into the
carriage and sat beside Angel. She was also handcuffed, and bore a
very scared look upon her young, sweet face. Angel was about to say
something when a harsh voice commanded her to be silent. Right
behind the other girl, a female guard entered the carriage. She was
big, with hands larger than most men’s and a grim look on a face
that looked as if it had never seen a smile. She sat opposite the
two prisoners.

For hours they rode along, silent because the
guard made it clear that no word was to be spoken, and the view
outside the carriage slowly turning from city to suburbs to farm
land, and finally to the bare landscape where no one even tried to
grow crops.

Pulling up before the building, the horses
halted and the guard forced her bulk up and out of the carriage.
Immediately both girls were ordered out, with no assistance given
as they climbed down awkwardly because of the joined wrists. Each
reached back in to fetch the small bag that held a few clothes and
other meager possessions.

The guard knocked on the door, a large,
double sided door of stout wood aged by many years of exposure to
the harsh elements of Ohio weather.

As they waited for a response, Angel looked
around. As far as she could see, there was flat land with low
mountains in the distance. Just as the door was opening slowly, she
felt the first drop of rain fall upon her face and a cold wind
tried to take off her cape. She pulled it tighter about her with
joined hands and fought to hold back tears.

Standing inside the door was another woman,
this one as tall as most men, heavy but not fat like the guard who
had accompanied them on the trip. She stood aside and both girls
were ushered inside and into a small room just off the entrance,
containing only two wooden benches and a single window, high up on
the wall. As soon as they were both within, the guard unlocked
their handcuffs.

“Sit!” she commanded, nodded towards the
benches. “No talking.”

Then she was gone, taking the shackles with
her and closing the door behind her.

Angel sat down next to the other girl, close
enough so they could whisper.

“My name is Angel,” she said in a low
voice.

“I’m Emily,” the other said.

The frightened look on the smaller girl had
never left her face during the whole trip and did not now that they
were at their destination. She did not seem to be inclined to want
to talk, so Angel took the time to study her.

She must have been the same age as Angel,
eighteen, because all the girls sent to Cliffton’s were between
eighteen and twenty-one. Older than that, and they would be sent to
the woman’s prison. She was shorter by several inches, and had
wavy, reddish hair. Along with her pale green eyes and small
turned-up nose, she gave the appearance of having Irish blood in
her ancestry. She held her arms wrapped around her slender figure
for it was cold in the room. Angel pulled her cape closer about her
for the same reason. Angel knew that Emily had to be at least
eighteen, but she looked several years younger.

Angel’s first impulse was to ask why the
Emily was being sentenced to this reform school, but she held her
tongue. Perhaps this girl would not wish to talk about that. Angel,
feeling totally innocent of the charges for which she had been
convicted, would willingly talk to anyone about the unfairness of
the system. She was searching for something else to ask to start a
conversation when the door opened and the woman walked in.

Up close, she impressed with her solid,
muscular body. Her face was drawn out, reminding Angel of a
horse’s, her eyes dark and lips overly red with lipstick. In her
hands, she held two folders.

“You will come with me,” she said with a hint
of American South accent.

They were led to an office behind a door
marked with a faded sign reading: “Headmaster”, and made to stand
before a large oak desk behind which sat a middle aged man. He wore
a suit with a vest that had a gold chain passing from one pocket to
the other. Perhaps there was a watch at one end of the chain. His
face was heavyset and slightly red, as if he had just come in from
the cold. Or that he had been physically exerting himself. The
woman handed him the folders.

For a few long minutes nothing was said as he
looked over the papers within.

Finally, he spoke. “I am Headmaster Gordon
Treavor. You will address me only as ‘Headmaster’.” His gaze
settled on Angel. “Angelique Brooks. You were convicted of assault
upon your father. You wounded him with a knife, it says here.”

“Step-father. And it was self-defense,” she
began, “he was…”

“Silence!” the female behind them said
harshly.

As if this were a normal occurrence, the man
continued, “Your protests of innocence are wasted. You were
convicted and that is the end of it. You will serve you time here
and hopefully be corrected of your criminal tendencies.”

“I…”

Angel was cut off by a poke in the back,
sharp and hard enough to hurt.

“And you,” he continued, “Emily Postile. You
stole money from your employer. A considerable sum,
apparently.”

The smaller girl did not proclaim her
innocence. She lowered her head and looked only at the floor. Angel
had the impression that she wanted to say something but was too
scared to attempt speech.

“Both of you are here to be corrected. It is
the purpose of Cliffton Reform School to alter you so that you will
not continue down the criminal path you have chosen so far.” He
pushed the folders away from him and settled back in his chair.
“You will find the rules here are enforced without exception. Break
any of them, and you will be punished. That begins this very
minute. There is no grace period.”

Angel, being old enough to be aware of men’s
interest in females, could not help but notice the way his eyes
roved over her body. She had a good figure and knew it. Apparently,
so did he. She did not like the way he looked at her; it made her
skin crawl.

He gave Emily a good looking over as he
talked, but spent most of the time looking at the way Angel’s
breasts pushed against her blouse.

“Miss Barton will show you to your quarters
and tell you of the rules. You will address her as
‘Headmistress’.”

Angel felt a strong hand on her arm. As the
two of them were being led out, the Headmaster was staring at her
ass; she could feel his eyes.

The hallways were painted a gray that matched
the sky outside, and poorly lighted. They passed several doors,
some open, some closed, all seeming to be offices and such, then up
stairs to the second floor and down another hall. They passed a
girl heading the other way. The girl said nothing and turned her
face down to avoid Headmistress’ eyes. After they passed, she
turned to look at the two new inmates with interest.

Coming to a door with the number “4” painted
on it, the Headmistress opened it quickly. Inside the small room
were four beds and a couple dressers. A window with bars on it let
in faint light and displayed raindrops falling on the glass panes.
The only occupant was another girl, lying on her back on one of the
beds. Her eyes were closed and her hands were down the front of her
skirt. It was obvious to all that she was playing with herself.
With a start, she realized that she was no longer alone. Her hands
jerked out from her skirt.

“Tammy! You know that is forbidden!”

“Please, Headmistress, I was not doing what
you think. I had an itch.”

“I’m sure you did. And you were scratching
it.”

The Headmistress turned to the two new girls
and pointed to the two beds on the other side from Tammy. “Those
are yours,” she told them. “You can put your stuff in the dressers.
I will be back in a little bit to tell you the rules. Stay in this
room.

“Tammy, this isn’t even your room. You were
hiding here, weren’t you? Hoping that no one would see you playing
with yourself.” With a grip stronger than most men, the
Headmistress hauled Tammy off the bed and dragged her out of the
room. The door slammed behind them.

Angel pushed her bag under the bed and sat
down. It was getting harder to hold back the tears.

 



Chapter III

Rules and the Breaking of Them

 


“Rule number one: do not try to escape.”

The Headmistress was lecturing Emily and
Angel about their new life at Cliffton’s. She paced the floor,
gesturing with a pointing, accusing finger as if the girls were
already guilty of each enumerated crime.

“This school is located forty miles from the
nearest town and surrounded by barren countryside. Roll is taken
four times a day. Any girl missing will quickly be discovered and
tracked down. A horse can run a lot faster than a girl.

“Rule two: you will attend each assigned
class without being tardy.

“Rule three: a strict lights out will occur
at nine o’clock every night. At that time you will all be in your
beds and staying there.

“Rule four: any sexual play between inmates
is strictly forbidden.”

She paused to look each girl in the eye
sternly. “That includes playing with yourself. Tammy is being
punished for breaking that rule even as we speak.”

They were interrupted by another student
coming into the room. She bore a pile of gray cloth in her
arms.

“Right there,” the Headmistress told her,
pointing to the bed beside Emily.

The girl placed the material on the bed and
left without a word.

“Those are you uniforms. All students wear
the same dress at all times. After I leave, and before you go to
lunch, you will take off those clothes and put on these.” She then
continued with the listing of rules.

The list went on, including such things as
making your bed each morning, informing the school’s officials of
any observed breaking of the rules, no talking during classes,
etc.

“You will be punished for breaking any of
these rules,” she concluded finally. “Punishments will vary,
depending upon the seriousness of the infraction.”

“What… What kind of punishments are you
talking about?” Angel asked hesitantly.

Headmistress Baton smiled at Angel. It was
the smile of a cat with a canary between its paws.

“I’m sure you will find out from your
classmates. Or by personal experience soon enough. You look like
the kind of girl who is a troublemaker.”

With that ominous prophecy, she left two
frightened girls alone.

 


* * * * *

 


In another part of the school, down in a
small room below the first floor, the punishment of Tammy for the
crime of “self-abuse” was being carried out. The young woman was
very uncomfortable and facing the prospect of a long afternoon
during which she would increase that discomfort considerably. Not
to mention that fact that she would miss lunch.

Her punishment was simple: she was tied to a
post and would remain that way for the entire afternoon. The post
she was tied to was a wooden post, round and worn smooth by
countless hours of rubbing by student’s bodies and ropes.
Headmistress Barton had dragged her downstairs with a strong hand
on her arm. When Tammy saw which room she was being led to, she was
both glad and sad. She was sad because she knew she would be
spending many long, uncomfortable hours standing in one spot,
unable to move. She was glad, in a strange way, that it was this
punishment. It could have been much worse. Like a spanking with a
leather belt, or even a caning with one of those bamboo rods that
hurt like hell.

The Headmistress pushed her back up against
the pole and, grabbing a length of rope from a convenient peg on
the wall nearby, and bound her wrists crossed with her arms pulled
around the post. The ropes were not tied painfully tight, but
definitely tight enough to assure that the young woman would not be
able to wiggle out of them. Taking another length of rope, the
Headmistress then bound her ankles together, wrapping the rope
around the base of the post so as to assure that she would not be
doing much moving. A final length of rope was used to bind her
waist to the post, tightly enough to cinch down her stomach. That
rope was knotted in front where her crossed hands could not reach.
The whole arrangement was designed to assure that the errant
student was forced to stand there for the full period of
punishment.

Tammy was then left alone in that small, cold
room. The door closed, leaving her in darkness almost complete save
for a little dim light leaking in through a small, dirty window
high on one wall.

Tammy sighed. She began exploring around with
her fingers, but it was only a formality. She knew from past
experience that when Headmistress Barton bound you, you stayed
bound. The knots were place up between her hands where her fingers
just could not reach.

Being a veteran of this type of punishment,
very common around Cliffton’s, she knew that the worst part would
be the boredom. Standing there was a discomfort, to be sure, but
having nothing to do, no one to talk to, not even a boring class
lecture she could pretend to be listening to, was the worst part of
the punishment. All she had was her own thoughts.

Still, she tried to cheer herself up by
remembering all the worse punishments that could have been
inflicted upon her. When Headmistress Barton was in a bad mood, the
inmates of Cliffton’s suffered. That helped a little – this was
really a mild punishment, after all.

 



Chapter IV

The Too-Tight Uniform

 


Emily picked up one of the garments on the
pile and held it up. It was a blouse, gray in color and plain,
almost a prisoner’s uniform, lacking only the number stenciled on
the front. The second garment was a skirt, also of the same
depressing shade of gray.

“We had better get dressed,” Angel told her.
“Failure to dress properly is one of the rules.”

Emily’s face took on a sour look. “Do I have
to?” She held the blouse up to her body. “See, it is too big.”

Angel picked up the second blouse and held it
next to her. “And this one is too small for me,” she said. “But
they are both the same size, so I guess the rule around here is
‘one size fits all’.”

Angel began removing her clothes. Emily
looked around and seemed hesitant to begin. Finally, she turned her
back to Angel and began unbuttoning her blouse. Angel was already
pulling off her white blouse, revealing a very nice pair of breasts
– youthful, firm and not too big nor too small.

“I don’t think you’ll be able to stay so
shy,” she told Emily. “This is a reform school. We’ll be treated
like prison inmates. I’ll bet that there are communal showers.”

Emily turned suddenly with a horrified look
on her face. “You don’t mean… No, I can’t.”

The idea of having to take showers with other
naked young women seemed to frighten her. Quickly she realized that
she was showing off her breasts to Angel and turned back
immediately.

“I’m sure it won’t be so bad,” Angel said.
She had noted, during that brief couple seconds Emily had turned
towards her, that the girl had nothing to be ashamed of in the
breast department. Hers were not as big as Angel’s, but still firm
and nicely shaped.

“You’ll get used to it,” she told Emily. She
was only trying to be helpful. The idea of being naked with other
women was a bit unsettling to her as well. She had been an only
child and not used to being exposed to others. As she was buttoning
the drab blouse, which was cold against her bare skin, she was
wondering about putting together a group of teenage girls. She had
been told that all the students at Cliffton’s were between eighteen
and twenty-one years of age. That was certainly a time when a young
girl is becoming highly motivated to experience sexual awakening,
if it had not already happened. Was there to be any problem with
the other girls? Up to the time when she had been hauled off to
jail for stabbing her stepfather, she had heard a few tales about
women making sexual love with each other. Her mother had condemned
it, but then her mother condemned anything having to do with
sex.

Maybe she shouldn’t worry about it, she told
herself. But then she remembered how Headmistress Barton had
elaborated about the rules concerning sexual contact between
students. If it was not a problem, why were the rules so strict
about it?

And, for that matter, how did she feel about
it? Angel had never really given thought to that subject. It had
simply not come up in her life. Although not as afraid of the idea
as Emily was, she nevertheless had to wonder how she would react if
one or more of the other female students were to come on to her.
And was this very common in the school?

The blouse was, indeed, too small for Angel’s
figure, and when buttoned up proved to be rather tight across her
chest. The skirt, like the blouse, was a couple sizes too small and
rather tight around the waist. It also hung only down to her knees,
leaving her lower legs exposed to the cool air. She wondered if any
of the rooms in the school were heated in a decent manner.

Emily, on the other hand, was almost floating
inside the blouse and skirt, which descended almost to the floor.
The young and innocent looking girl appeared as if she was almost
ready to cry, apparently not used to ill-fitting clothes.

Before either of them could comment upon the
lack of proper fitting uniform, the door opened and the
Headmistress entered. She looked at both girls and, apparently
unhappy that they had dressed properly, shook her head slightly.
Perhaps she had been expecting to find them not yet wearing the
proper uniform, and therefore subject to punishment. It was only
after a moment that she realized Emily’s clothing was considerably
too large for her smaller frame, and again shook her head.

“We’re going to have to get you a little
different uniform. We can’t let you run around looking like a sack
of potatoes.” Turning back towards the door, she called out loudly,
“Susan Crawford, get in here.

“Emily, take off those clothes and give them
to the Susan.”

Susan took one step forward and paused,
obviously waiting for the ill-fitting clothes to be handed to her.
Emily, on the other hand, backed up a step and gave every
appearance of being genuinely frightened.

“Emily, why are you waiting? Take off the
uniform and give it to Susan. She’ll get you a better fitting
one.”

Emily shook her head.

Angel, understanding the problem better than
the headmistress, spoke up. “She’s a little shy. She’s not used to
undressing in front of others.”

The headmistress glared at Angel. “Then she’s
going to have to get used to it, we will not have any prima
donnas in this school!”

Turning her attention back to Emily, the
headmistress gave her a very stern look, and told her, “You will
take those clothes off immediately! Or would you rather receive
your first punishment at this school?”

Emily shook her head negatively at the
mention of the word punishment. With slightly trembling fingers,
she reached up and began unbuttoning the blouse. When half the
buttons were done, she turned her back to finish the job. Taking
the blouse in one hand, she reached backwards to offer it to Susan.
Susan, with an amused grin on her face, stepped forward to take the
garment and then stood there waiting the second piece. Emily might
have been able to avoid exposing her breast to these strangers, but
when it came to taking the skirt off, she had little choice but
show some of her bare body.

Angel could see that Emily was trembling,
whether from the cool air or from the shame of having to expose her
nudity, it was hard to tell. The headmistress looked as if she was
trying to decide if this shyness and modesty was a punishable
offense when Susan left the room with both garments in hand. Angel,
to distract the headmistress from such thoughts, spoke up. “Is it
possible for me to get a better fitting set of clothes also?” she
asked.

The headmistress turned her stern gaze
towards Angel, looked her up and down, and smiled. “You’re uniform
is totally acceptable. No need to change it.”

Angel had the good sense not to protest. At
least her uniform covered the vital parts, although providing
little warmth.

Emily continued to hide in the corner,
shivering and trying to cover herself with her hands. Angel made a
note to talk to her later. She might be a shy girl, but she had a
nice body and should not be ashamed of it.

Susan returned with a new blouse and skirt,
which she handed to Emily. Under the sterner watchful eyes of the
headmistress, Emily dressed while attempting to keep her front side
turned to the wall. This new set of clothing was certainly not too
large. In fact, it was a little too small! Just as with Angel,
Emily buttoned up the blouse and found that it was stretched
tightly across her chest. The skirt also went down only to her knee
level.
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