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CHAPTER ONE

She was on her knees the first time I saw her. I was on my lunch break and enjoying a walk beside the River Thames, close to the London Eye, when I heard a commotion behind me.

“I'm so sorry,” said a middle-aged gentleman, with an American accent, “I wasn't looking where I was going.”

He stepped towards her, but I was already there, helping the pretty girl to her feet.

“Are you all right?” I asked.

“I think so,” she said, brushing the knees of her faded blue jeans.

“I'm sorry,” repeated the American, who was now joined by a concerned lady of about the same age, presumably his wife.

“It's broken,” said the girl, as she stooped down to look inside the smart, stiff, paper, carrier bag she'd dropped when she'd fallen.

As she looked up at me, and then the American, she had tears in her eyes.

“It's a vase, for my mother. She's in hospital. She's very sick. I wanted her to have a beautiful vase for her flowers.”

She removed the top rim of a broken, ceramic, blue vase. Then the tears really flowed.

“I really am sorry,” said the American. “I'll buy you another. How much did it cost.”

“I've just bought it today,” sobbed the girl, taking a piece of paper from her pocket, then handing it to the American, “It cost a hundred and eighty pounds.”

“Jesus,” he said, as he looked at the receipt, “That's a lot!”

“It's by Taylor,” she sobbed, “My mother loved their designs, but she could never afford one. I thought it would make her happier in her final days.”

At that, the girl broke down in tears completely. I put an arm around her to comfort her.

“Pay the poor girl, Earl,” said the American lady, “You should have been looking where you were going, not up at that thing.”

The American looked again at the receipt, then up at the London Eye, then at me, while I still comforted the sobbing girl. He reached into his pocket for his wallet.

Less than two minutes after she had fallen, the pretty girl rushed off with her broken vase to visit her sick mother, leaving Earl with a hundred and eighty pounds less in his wallet.

As I continued my lunchtime stroll, it occurred to me that I might have witnessed a skilfully engineered con. The broken vase certainly didn't look as if it was worth a hundred and eighty.

Back in the office, the pressure of work soon pushed the image of that pretty girl to the back of my mind, but she stayed there.

My name is Matt Waller, and at twenty-eight, my career is going well. I work as a negotiator for a well established London estate agent. People tell me that I radiate self-confidence, and that I have a presence when I walk into a room. The property market has been buoyant, and my earnings have reflected it. I recently became the proud owner of a tasteful flat in Kensington. The future is bright for a presentable, educated, well spoken and ambitious young man in London, and I am all of these. With my beautiful girlfriend of two years, Emily, I felt that I was on a clear path to happiness, and that I was equipped to overcome the inevitable obstacles I would encounter on my journey. I had no idea, as I talked confidently to clients over the phone later that day, that the pretty girl I had comforted under the London Eye was destined to change my life.

I found myself regularly returning to the scene, of what I was now becoming fairly sure was a con, over the following weeks. It wasn't a conscious decision, but the vision of the pretty girl with the broken vase was always in the back of my mind. Over time, I began to realise that I was looking for her. My memory of her was clear. She had fine features and a perfect complexion with a hint of olive, and sharp, dark brown eyes. They'd been brimming with tears, but there had definitely been a glint of something else going on. She'd had dark brown hair, tied back in a hurried bun, with a few strands of hair loose. A woollen sweater, dark blue, with faded light blue jeans, suggesting a really good figure. Her English had been perfect, but something told me she was not English. I began to suspect that I was looking for a fantasy, that I had built her up in my mind to something she was not, but I carried on looking for her, reasoning to myself that if I did see her again, the fantasy would fade. After all, she really was just a con artist, although a very pretty one.

I had almost given up any hope of seeing her again, when she turned up. She had a smart carrier bag with her again, and seemed to be looking for somebody. I melted into the queue for the London Eye, where I could watch her without being noticed. She walked away from me for a short while, then turned to return. She was walking casually, but her sharp eyes were darting in all directions. They flashed past me, but I didn't register with her. Then she seemed to see what she was looking for, and immediately homed in on her prey.

It all played out quickly, right in front of me. It was another middle-aged couple, and both were walking slowly, but looking up at towards the top of the giant Ferris wheel, when she bumped into them, then fell to the ground. Without thinking, and although I now had confirmation that I was witnessing a con, I stepped forward to help her to her feet.

The man she had bumped into muttered something in a foreign tongue, then also came to her aid.

“I'm sorry,” he said, sincerely, with a strong accent, as she dusted herself down.

“Oh no!” she said, as she looked in the bag. “It's broken!”

She once again had tears in her eyes, as she looked up. There was a fleeting moment as she seemed to recognise me, but she quickly immersed herself in her role with theatrical flair.

“It's present a for my mother,” she sobbed, as she looked at the broken vase. “She's in hospital. She's very sick. It's for her to keep flowers in.”

The outcome was the same as the earlier con, and few minutes later she walked away with one hundred and eighty pounds of the tourists cash in her pocket, and the same broken vase in her carrier bag. The difference this time was that I knew for certain she was a fraud, and she knew I knew. Although I strongly disapproved of what she was doing, I couldn't help but marvel at how brazen she was. Even though she must have known I might expose her for what she was, she had continued with her act, then walked away with her prize. She fascinated me, and I wanted to know who she was and why she was doing this. After a few moments, I left the couple, who I guessed to be Scandinavia and seemed oblivious that they had been conned, then set off after the girl with no particular plan if I caught her, but she'd melted into the crowds.

I continued to take my lunch breaks in the vicinity of the London Eye, but didn't see her again, until three weeks later, when she saw me first.

* * *

“I suppose I ought to thank you.”

I turned to see her walking beside me. Her smile was irresistible, and I smiled back.

“I know what you're doing. I don't approve.”

“That's OK. I don't need your approval. Are you going to report me to the police?”

“I probably should, but I won't. Aren't you working today?” I asked, noticing that she wasn't holding her carrier bag.

“Yes, I'm working. I'm carrying out reconnaissance, checking if there are any new CCTV cameras, making sure the cash machines are working, making sure there aren't any familiar faces, and there is. You.”

“Why don't you get a proper job?” I asked.

“This is my job. I see it as wealth distribution.”

“I see it as robbery.”

“That's a bit harsh. I only target wealthy people, and they willingly hand me money to make themselves feel better. I don't actually steal it.”

She was disarmingly charming, for a thief. I couldn't help myself from liking her.

“I'm stopping here for coffee,” I said, as I indicated a café just ahead, “Can I buy you one?”

“OK. So what do you do for a living?”

“I'm an estate agent.”

“So we have something in common,” she laughed, “You rob people too.”

“It's legal.”

“My job's more exciting.”

We sat outside in the sun after I had ordered our drinks.

“You're shameless,” I said, unable to hide a smile.

“I know,” she agreed.

“How do you know the people you steal from are wealthy?” I asked.

“There are signs to look for, I can smell it,” she replied, “and don't call it stealing, please, that makes it sound crude. My profession is an art, and I'm good at it.”

“What are you going to do now?” I asked, “Now that I've spoiled your patch?”

“I shouldn't really be telling you my secrets, but I have a good feeling about you. I'll trust you. I'll move on to another. I have a circuit of locations. I work each about once every three weeks so I'm unlikely to bump into a client I've already done business with.”

“How did you get into this?” I asked.

“It's a long story, but I trained as an actress, then couldn't get any decent roles. With this I can use my acting skills more profitably.”

“What's your name?” I asked. “I'm Matt, by the way.”

“I think you probably already know too much about me,” she said, “Thanks for the coffee, Matt.”

She drained her cup, then rose to her feet.

“Will I see you again?” I asked, on impulse.

“Do you really think that's a good idea?”

“I don't know, probably not, but I'd quite like to. Take my card.”

I reached into my top pocket, then handed her my business card. She smiled in her disarming way again, before turning to leave. She was right. It wasn't a good idea. I already had a beautiful and loyal girlfriend. I watched her walk away, guessing that I might never see her again.

CHAPTER TWO

I tried to put her out of my mind. London's property market kept me busy, and I reminded myself how lucky I was to have Emily. Emily and I had become increasingly close since we had met at a training seminar about two years earlier. I'd been bowled over by her classic good looks, blonde hair, and fabulous figure when we'd first met, and had been more nervous than usual about asking her for a date for fear of rejection. But she'd agreed, and Emily became my first long term girlfriend. We had recently talked about her moving in with me, but the idea seemed to lose some of its appeal after I'd met the girl with the vase. Now I was trying to put her out of my mind, and Emily and I were once again toying with the idea of her letting out her flat so she could move in with me.

It was about a month later when I bumped into the girl with the vase again. I'd arranged to meet a Miss Jenkins at a property in Soho to give a valuation. The property was currently empty, and we  had agreed to meet outside. As I waited, a smartly dressed couple walked towards me. The sophisticated lady was smiling at me.

“Matt. How lovely to see you,” she said, as she stopped in front of me, with the gentleman at her side.

I was confused. She was beautiful, and there was something familiar about her, but I didn't think I knew her. Then I realised it was the girl with the vase. She was totally transformed, wearing an immaculate business suit, with refined, subtle make-up, and her perfectly groomed, shiny hair, now on her shoulders, framing her fine features.

“I often use Matt for my property transactions,” she explained to the gentleman, before turning back to me.

“How's business, Matt?” she asked.

“Good,” I replied, still feeling confused.

“I'm very pleased to hear it,” she replied. “I'd love to chat, but I have a business meeting. I'll call you. We must catch up.”

“That would be nice,” I replied.

“By the way, I thought the Mayfair sale went very smoothly. You handled it well. I meant to thank you.”

“Pleased to hear it,” I said, as she and her partner left me waiting outside the property.

Miss Jenkins didn't show up, and when I tried to phone her the number she'd given me was unobtainable.

* * *

“Perhaps I owe you a coffee?” said the female voice, when I answered a call on my mobile the following morning from a withheld number. She had been on my mind and I recognised her silky voice immediately.

“Perhaps you do,” I replied, “After all, I expect I unwittingly helped you con somebody yesterday.”

“Not yet, but it's looking promising,” she replied, cheerfully. “Shall we make it the same café as last time, say at one tomorrow?”

“OK.”

* * *

The glamorous clothes had gone when she appeared  the following day. She was back in her 'vase girl' attire. She still looked stunning.

“Isn't it about time I knew your name?” I said, as she took a seat beside me outside.

“What name would you like me to be?” she asked.

“Why not your real name?”

“Not yet. I don't know if I can trust you.”

“Well, I certainly can't trust you. I assume Miss Jenkins never was going to keep her appointment?”

“I'm afraid not,” she laughed, disarmingly.

We sat watching people walking along the side of the river for a few seconds, as I wondered why I wasn't as angry as I should have been.

“You were going to suggest a name for me,” she said.

“Allison,” I said, when the waitress had taken our order.

“Yes, that will do. Why Allison?”

“Allison was my first girlfriend.”

“Was she nice? Was she pretty?”

“She was nice until she dumped me, but she was very pretty.”

“It wouldn't do to be dumped by two girls called Allison,” she said, smiling.

“I'd have to be going out with you first.”

“Well, you are, today.”

“I still don't approve of what you are doing, Allison.”

“And I still don't need your approval, but I don't think you'll report me. Am I right?”

“Maybe, but you shouldn't have used me like that. You made me a party to whatever dubious activity you were up to.”

“I've listened to enough criticism from an estate agent,” she said. “You accepted my invitation to meet for coffee, knowing what I do. You don't have to stay.”

She wasn't smiling any more. I stayed.

For the second time I picked up the hint of an accent in her voice.

“You're not English, are you?” I asked, after a few minutes of silence.

She told me she was Polish, and had been in England for about three years. We talked for about half an hour, during which she explained how she had arrived with her boyfriend, Mateusz, and that she had worked in bars and restaurants, while she pursued her acting career, and Mateusz had worked washing cars. She had split up with him a few months after arriving, but were still in contact, and she said that he now owned his own car wash centre, and by all accounts was now doing well. Her attempts to make a living as an actress, however, had not been successful, and she soon tired of waitressing. She had been inspired by a film about a con-man to try her acting skills to carry out her first con, and had experienced a huge adrenalin rush when she'd pulled it off. That was a turning point, and she then dedicated her spare time to study the art of the perfect con. She had worked most her cons alone, which restricted what she could do, as some of the more sophisticated cons needed a team, but she occasionally persuaded others to help her. She said her latest source of potential 'marks', as she called her victims, was at investment seminars. She was currently learning about 'forex', which she explained was the practice of trying to profit from trading foreign currencies. Most of the attendees were comfortably off, middle-aged men - her favourite candidates.

“What about boyfriends?” I asked her, when she had paid for the coffees, and we had decided to walk across Westminster Bridge.

“They never seem to last,” she said, with not a trace of regret. “I've had boyfriends, of course, but I've scared a lot of them off, especially the ones I liked.”

“What do they find scary about you?”

“I tend to take control,” she said, turning to glance at me in a curious way, as we walked. “Tell me about you. Do you have a wife, or girlfriend?”

“I'm not married, but I do have a girlfriend.”

“And how would she feel if she knew you were strolling across the river with a beautiful con artist?”

“She would probably want to know why?”

“So perhaps you should have an answer ready for her. Why are you?”

“I think it's better that she doesn't know.”

“That's deceit by omission,” she said. “One step towards the making of a con artist.”

We walked slowly in silence for a few moments.

“I need to get back to work,” she said, looking at her watch.

“Will I see you again?” I asked.

“Do you want to?”

“Yes.”

“And what about your girlfriend?”

“I won't tell her.”

“Perhaps your deceit should have consequences.”

Without another word, she smiled, turned away, then disappeared into the crowded entrance of Westminster Underground Station.  

CHAPTER THREE

Something was going on in my head, and I couldn't understand it. I was restless. It was as if something had been switched on inside me, something I hadn't known was there. An emotion, or need, that had lain dormant inside me, had been woken, and I had no doubt who was responsible. I couldn't get her out of my mind, and I didn't have any way of contacting her. I didn't even know her real name.

What began as a feeling of confused excitement, gradually matured into a craving to see her again. I found myself making excuses to take my lunch breaks at the place I had first met her, and to make a detour between appointments to see if she was there.

The spark that Allison, or whatever her name was, had ignited inside me sadly spelt the end of my relationship with lovely Emily. I forgot about a game of squash we had arranged, and she was quite understandably annoyed. The following morning she phoned, suggesting we meet for coffee at lunchtime, during which she dumped me. She had explained that I was becoming 'hard work' to be with. 'Inattentive' was the word she used. I didn't argue. We parted as friends, when I agreed to cancel a holiday in France we had booked, then reimburse her share of the deposit. We agreed to stay in touch, and Emily even suggested that we perhaps just needed some time apart to work out how we really felt about each other, but I took this as just a kinder way of saying goodbye.

I made the transfer to Emily's account that evening. I was very sad, but also free. I was desperate to tell Allison, but had no way of doing so.

Allison seemed to have disappeared. Over the next few weeks I stopped for coffee at the café near The London Eye as often as practical, hoping to see her, but without success. The only other snippet of information she'd told me that might be of use was that she was attending forex seminars. I had dabbled in buying and selling shares, but not forex. For want of any other way of to find her, I decided to research the subject.

London must be one of the best cities in the world to learn how to trade foreign currencies. I soon discovered that there were numerous forex brokers who offered free training if you opened a trading account. The broker that seemed to be offering the most attractive package was called ForPro. The current deal they were offering was a free comprehensive forex training course, over four Thursday evenings, and access to a free demo trading platform. In exchange they wanted each pupil to deposit one thousand pounds in a ForPro trading account, with the promise that the account could be closed without penalty when the training course was over. After checking reviews and satisfying myself that the company was properly regulated, I transferred the required sum to them and enrolled on the course. I was now quite interested in having a go at forex trading.

When I was shown into the reception the following week on Thursday evening, I could see why Allison had decided forex seminars might be a rich hunting ground. I was one of about twenty males who were attending. All were older than me, and I guessed that they were all quite comfortably off, but obviously wanted more. We were offered tea and coffee, then a young man in an impeccable suit showed us to a training room. It resembled a company boardroom, with comfortable chairs sited either side of a long, white oak table. A video screen was set up on the wall at the end of the table, and Tower Bridge was in full view from the panoramic window to my left as I took a seat. It was all very impressive.

Felix, our young, bright, tutor, introduced himself as Spanish, and said he worked mainly at their New York office. He gave a brief introduction to foreign exchange trading, during which he explained factors that moved the currency markets, then outlined ways that the future direction of the market could be anticipated using charts. He stressed that it was not an exact science, but money could be made if predictions were right more often than they were wrong, provided that a risk management procedure was in place. He explained that one of the future modules would cover the subject of risk management in detail, and suggested that we all refrain from trading with real money until we had attended that particular module. By the end of first evening's two hour course I was keen to immerse myself into the world of forex trading, and I was looking forward to the second module that we were told would cover chart analysis, and introduce us to Japanese Candlestick Charting.

I was so taken by the subject, and the professionalism of the first module, that I ordered a book on the subject that had been recommended by Felix, and spent many hours over the next week studying the subject via the internet. It also helped fill the void left by Emily. The following week's module, where another tutor, Gareth, went into detail about charts, buying and selling signals, further whetted my appetite. When I arrived for the third module, a week after that, I was quite excited. After this module, which would explain how risk management should be applied to trades, I might be in a position to start trading.

I thought nothing of it, when I sat down at the oak table in the training room with my fellow students, and saw from the module notes that the tutor this evening would be Allison Smith. My jaw dropped when Allison the vase girl stepped into the room. She had short, blonde hair now, and was wearing gold rimmed glasses, but it was definitely Allison.

“Good evening gentleman,” she said, as her eyes scanned her pupils. “I'm Allison Smith, and this evening we will cover the crucial subject of risk management.”

She was dressed impeccably, and simply oozed self-confidence. When her eyes fell on me, she allowed herself just the hint of a smile, but there was no obvious sign of recognition.

“We have a lot to cover this evening, and this is arguably the most important module. Let me start making a hypothetical prediction. If I were to give each one of you a thousand pounds, then send you away with instructions to turn that thousand pounds into ten thousand pounds, and you didn't have a risk management strategy in place, there is a pretty good chance that every one of you would be wiped out. Elsewhere, people unknown to you would be a bit richer, and your trading account would be empty. Tonight, I will tell  you how to make sure that doesn't happen.”

As Allison went on to explain how to manage trades, I found it difficult to concentrate on what she was saying. I was too engrossed, marvelling at her confident delivery. It was hard to believe this was the same girl I had seen carrying out the broken vase scam a few weeks earlier. I vaguely took in some of what she said, and I'd already read that a sensible strategy was to use stop losses, where a trade was automatically closed if it started to go in the wrong direction, and she also said something about only risking three percent of your trading account balance on each trade, but I wasn't able to concentrate on the subject enough to take in much more.

When the two hour module drew to a close, and Allison summarised the content, it was quite clear that her pupils had been inspired by her. They had all hung on to her every word, and she obviously knew her subject well. She concluded by projecting her name and a personal email address up to the screen.

“Thank you for attending, gentlemen. We've run over time a little, and I expect you need to be on your way home. If you have any questions, please don't hesitate to contact me by email. I'll be only too happy to offer my advice. Sometimes it can be difficult to make your first ever trade. Personally, I found it quite frightening. I repeat, please don't hesitate to contact me if you have any questions.”

She turned away from her audience to look at her contact details on the screen for a few seconds. I noticed that, without exception, every pupil, including myself, was writing them down on their copy of the course notes. She gave them plenty of time for this, making sure they had all stopped writing before she spoke again.

“Have a safe journey, gentlemen.”

She actually received a round of applause for her outstanding presentation, before the room began to empty. I stayed where I was, and eventually there were just the two of us left. I was speechless, with so many questions going through my head.

“It would be nice to catch up, Matt,” she said. “I have to speak with a colleague about the next training evening, but if you don't have to rush off, there is a bar called 'The Connaught' in Peter's Street, just around the corner. Can you meet me there in about ten minutes?”

* * *

I waited for her in the plush bar she had suggested. I was amazed and confused by her performance. How could this girl, who I had first seen pulling off a crude street scam, be the same girl I had just witnessed conducting a polished and professional lecture on forex trading? She had come across as a complete expert on the subject, and her lecture had been by far the most impressive of the three I had so far attended. She had her audience almost eating out of her hand.

“What did you think?” she asked, as she took a seat opposite me, fifteen minutes later.

“I'm finding it hard to believe what I've just seen,” I confessed. “I didn't know you were an expert on forex.”

“I'm not,” she replied, cheerfully, “Or, let's say I wasn't until a few weeks ago.”

“How did you manage that? Do you work for ForPro?”

“A lot of hard work, and a lot of self-confidence, is the answer to your first question, and no, I don't work for them, I'm a guest speaker.”

I sat looking at her in amazement as a waiter took her order for a glass of Chardonnay.

“I don't understand how you pulled that off,” I said, when the waiter had gone.

“I'm always up for a challenge,” she replied. “I signed up for the course, just as you did, but I didn't get around to actually making the deposit of a thousand pounds into their trading account. I didn't want to be traceable. That created a bit of confusion when I turned up for the course, as I wasn't on their list, but I said I just hadn't got around to it, and they seemed to like me, and after that nobody mentioned it.”

“But how did you get to conduct training modules?”

“I attended all the modules, and I studied the subject between lectures. I took advantage of the various free demo trading platforms that are available, and by the time the courses were over, I believed myself to be reasonably proficient. Alex, the young man who conducted the first lecture, is a senior partner in the company, and he seemed to particularly like me. When the training was complete, I asked to speak with him. I told him that I had thought the course was very good, and that I had learned a lot, but that I had  had difficulty understanding Vladimir. He was the man who had presented the risk management module, the one I've just done. I told him that a lot of others had difficulty in understanding what he was saying because of his heavy accent. I told him that I could have done better.”

“But surely, Alex wouldn't have taken you seriously?”

“He didn't. He laughed, but he did confess that they were aware that Vladimir was not quite up to the mark, but they had all been too busy to take on his role.”

“So then what happened?”

“I went home, then spent hours in front of a video recorder, practicing the presentation Vladimir had made. I had the course notes, and read up more on the topic. A week later I sent a recording of my completed video to Alex. I phoned him a few days later, suggesting that he let me stand in for Vladimir one evening. I offered to do it for nothing on the first occasion, and if they liked me, we could negotiate a fee for the future. Alex said that the video presentation had blown them all away, it had been brilliant, and he invited me to meet him at their offices.”

“But surely he would have soon realised that you had no experience in forex at all? You wouldn't have been able to supply any references.”

“I didn't attempt to fool him otherwise. When I met him, I told him straight away that I was an out of work actress, but I was very well equipped to conduct the presentation, and I would soon be auditioning for a part in a film about Wall Street. He seemed to be amused by my initiative, and promised to talk to his team about me. I received a phone call from him a few days later, offering me the chance to conduct one module. His team had now all seen my video, and Vladimir had confessed that he hated doing training evenings, so they gave me a chance. It was quite scary doing the first one, especially as Alex and a few of his colleagues sat at the back of the training room to watch me, but it went brilliantly. My audience applauded, and they now pay me a hundred pounds each time I lecture out of petty cash.”

“But you're not doing this for just a hundred pounds. How are you going to benefit from it?”

“It's simple. Now that I'm not being scrutinised by the partners, I'm discreetly making a list of the contact details of attendees, all potential marks. Each week I add another fifteen to twenty to my list.”

“Don't the partners wonder why you're doing it for so little?”

“No, they're happy to believe I'm just honing my acting skills for a part in the film. Their clients love me, and they're making good business out of me, so everybody's happy.”

“They won't be if you pull off some sort of con.”

“I'm sure they won't, but I'll be long gone, and I doubt they will never want to publicise that they allowed me to just walk in off the street and take over one of their training modules without having me vetted. It's the perfect recipe for a con. Every one involved thinks I'm going to make them richer. It's what they want all want to believe.”

“I don't know what you are planning to do, but you could probably go to prison,” I suggested, in a hushed voice.

“It's a risk, but then again, most of my marks will probably be too ashamed and embarrassed to admit they fell for one of my cons. Besides, they will have trouble finding me. I'll disappear for a while.”

I sat looking at her in disbelief as she smiled back at me. She was loving every minute of whatever con she was setting up.

“How's Emily? she asked.”

“She dumped me.”

“Seems to happen to you a lot,” she said, still smiling. “But look on the bright side, it saves you having to explain your meetings with me if she ever found out.”

I needed another drink, so we agreed to share a bottle of wine.

“Is your sudden interest in forex just a coincidence?” she asked, when the waiter had served  the Chardonnay.

“Not really.”

“I thought not. I saw your name on the training list a few weeks ago. So why are you here?”

“To be honest,” I replied, feeling my face flush, “I thought I might not see you again, but I remembered you mentioning forex, so I researched it and became quite interested in it and signed up for that reason. I didn't seriously expect to bump into you.”

“Such initiative, Matt,” she said, leaning back in her seat, still smiling. “Perhaps I should feel flattered.”

I felt myself blush.

“There's a few things I should tell you, Matt,” she said, as her eyes studied me. “I'm quite a calculating person. Cold, some might say. I don't usually do, or say things on impulse. When I mentioned my interest in forex, it was for a reason. I was curious to see if you would put any effort into finding me. Do you remember anything else I told you about myself?”

“You said you could be quite controlling,” I replied, nervously.

“Actually, I'm very controlling,” she corrected me, watching my reaction carefully. “Perhaps you like that. I wonder if that’s that why you went to such efforts to find me?”

“I don't know,” I replied, blushing further.

“It might be fun to find out,” she said, raising her glass slowly to her lips, as her eyes continued to study me.

I didn't know what to say. My face still felt flushed red. I was confused, excited and intoxicated by her.

“Can you cook?” she asked.

“Yes. I like to think I'm quite good at it.”

“Give one of your business cards,” she instructed, “and a pen.”

She scribbled a mobile phone number on the back of the card, then handed it back to me, then rose to her feet.

“Invite me to dinner. Let's see if I agree with you. Phone me tomorrow at midday.”

With a smile, she was gone, leaving me with a half finished bottle of wine, and the bill.

CHAPTER FOUR

She was playing with me. She was setting me tests, and on this last occasion she had rewarded me with a phone number and the possibility of a date, on her terms. I still didn't know where she lived, but at least I now had a phone number and the promise of a date with the lady I was becoming infatuated with.

She still confused me. She wasn't like anyone I knew. I didn't understand her, and most of all, I couldn't fathom why she was interested in me. Perhaps it was simply that she liked me and found me attractive, but I also wondered if she was just toying with me so she could use me as some sort of prop for one of her cons. Perhaps she would discard me when she'd had all the use she could out of me, and when I was tainted by her crimes. She could just discard me, change her phone, her name, and her appearance, then move on.

But there was something else. It was becoming clear that she didn't waste words. She was very careful about what information she disclosed, and she only told me what she wanted me to know. The disclosure about her interest in forex, for example, had not been idle chatter. She had set it as bait to check how interested I was in her, and she had now, perhaps, decided that I had passed that hurdle. What now really intrigued me, frightened me somewhat, but also excited me, was the control thing. She had mentioned it more than once. She made it clear that she was very controlling in a relationship, and I could tell that this was a big thing for her. Each time she had mentioned it I could feel her scrutinising me, watching for a reaction. I suspected she was planning more tests for me. But, in spite of all my doubts and fears, I was excited that I would now have a proper date with this remarkable lady. I phoned her the following day, as instructed, and we agreed a dinner date at my flat the following evening, Saturday at seven.

Dinner with Allison was an unforgettable and unique experience. She arrived with a bottle of chilled Chardonnay and a small bunch of flowers. She scolded me, nicely, when she discovered that I didn't possess a suitable vase, then laughed when I commented that she'd probably break it. She instructed me to put her wine bottle in the fridge. In the meantime, she found a glass jug in a kitchen cabinet for the flowers.

“So you like honey?” she asked, as she glanced at the other contents of the cabinet.

“Yes. I love it.”

I thought it was an odd thing to comment on, and she looked at me, with a wicked smile, for a few moments.

“You should always have a vase of fresh flowers in your flat,” she said, as she arranged her gift in the jug, “especially when you live in a city.”

She cast her eyes around my lounge, then saw a photograph of me on a sailing holiday.

“And you like sailing?”

“Well, I've been on a sailing holiday in the Mediterranean, but only the once. It was great fun.”

“One of my most profitable cons was carried out there. I became the girlfriend of a wealthy Russian. I worked hard for that one. I enrolled on sailing courses, both theory and practical, then went hunting for a mark. I found Boris, with his expensive yacht, amongst other ill-gotten gains, in Bonifacio, Corsica. He thought it was quite a find when he discovered that his beautiful new girlfriend could also sail his boat. I spent an outrageously extravagant summer at his expense. He was a complete bastard, as well as a crook, but he treated me like a goddess.”

“How did you con him?”

“He had to return to Moscow for a while. He had some sort of corrupt deal to sort out. He said he'd be gone a few weeks, and left me in charge of his boat. So I changed the name of it, changed some of the colours, forged new ships papers, then sailed it to Palermo in Sicily, and sold it.”

“He must have been pretty upset. Weren't you frightened of what he would do if he caught you?”

“It was a concern, of course,” she replied, cheerfully, “But my con was well planned. Boris can't travel to Sicily or the UK, as he's wanted for criminal activity in both. I had the help of a young man from Sicily called Riccardo, who'd previously crewed for Boris. Boris had sacked him because Riccardo was more of an attraction to women, than he was. Riccardo helped me sail the boat and arrange the sale, and we split the proceeds.”

“Even so, Boris must be after you. He must have contacts?”

“It's possible, but I think he has probably not made too much fuss about it. Like a lot of my marks, he has an inflated ego, and I can just imagine that he wouldn't be able to admit to having been conned by his girlfriend. The yacht, although it was worth a small fortune, was just petty cash to him. Anyway, what’s on the menu this evening and what sort of host are you? Why haven't you offered me a glass of wine?”

I poured us both a glass of chilled white wine, then joined her on the settee.

“We have Lebanese cuisine tonight,” I said.

“That sounds nice. When will it be ready?”

“Any time. I've done all the preparation. It can be ready in just a few minutes.”

“Then why don't we relax for a while, and have a chat.”

She kicked off her shoes, then lifted her feet off the floor, turned to face me and planted her feet on my lap as she lay back against a deep cushion. It was a quite sensual act.

“Why don't you tell me why you were interested in finding me?” she asked, after she had taken a sip of wine. “Why am I here, Matt?”

“I'm not sure,” I replied, “but it was actually you who invited yourself here, so perhaps it's you who should tell me why you're here.”

“Yes, I did, didn't I,” she laughed, “Perhaps I should.”

She took another sip of wine while she studied me.

“I think I am quite a good judge of character, perhaps more than that. I sometimes feel sure I can see inside people and see what makes them tick. As you can imagine, it's a useful trait to have in my line of work. I think I can see in you, Matt, something that perhaps you can't even see yourself yet. There is, perhaps some promise there for me.”

“I'm not interested in becoming a confidence trickster,” I said, more forcefully than intended.

“That's a shame,” she laughed, rubbing her foot playfully against my leg, “You might be good at it with some training, but that's not what I meant.”

“So what did you mean?”

“Let's just say that I see some promise in you.”

“What sort of promise?”

“I think I'll keep you guessing for the moment. You might have fun finding out. Perhaps I will too,” she said.

I wasn't sure what she was talking about, but I sensed she might be right. She regarded me with her cool eyes for a few moments, and something inside me stirred. Something I didn't understand happened when I was with her. I was unable to hold her eyes, I looked down at her feet. She was still gently rubbing my thigh. It was very erotic.

I was expecting her to say something, but she didn't. I could feel her eyes studying me, but I couldn't look back into them. The silence was almost deafening as my mind raced, trying to grasp what was happening to me.

“My glass needs topping up,” she said, quietly.

“Of course.”

She lifted her feet slightly, to allow me to rise. My hands were just a little unsteady as I poured the wine.

“Perhaps you should finish preparing our dinner,” she said.

CHAPTER FIVE  

“So what does Matt Weller do with his time, when he's not selling overpriced property, now that Emily's dumped him?” she asked when we were seated at the dining table.

“Work takes a lot of time, but I do enjoy sport and cooking. I'd like to try sailing again.”

“Well, there's an area where we definitely have something in common, Matt. I don't like cooking, so somebody who likes to cook for me would be useful if we ever went sailing together. This is quite good, by the way,” she said, as she chose from the Mezze I had prepared, “Even though you brought some of it ready prepared.”

“You don't miss a thing, do you?”

“I'm good at spotting a cheat.”

“Next time you cook for me,” she continued, “if there is a next time, I'd like it to be all your own work.”

She was serious. I took a sip of wine. We ate in silence for a few moments. I was nervous in her company.

“How do you plan to pull off your forex con?” I asked.

“I really shouldn't tell you more than I already have.”

“Just because I don't approve, doesn't mean I'll betray you. I give you my word, as long as you don't implicate me, I'll keep quiet.”

“OK. I'm going to trust you. I'm quite excited about it, and it will be nice to share my plan with you. But there is a condition.”

“What's that?” I asked.

“You must tell me if you see any flaws in my plan.”

“That would effectively make me an accomplice.”

“Yes, it would, but I will make you a promise. If it all goes pear shaped, I won't tell anybody that you knew about it. That's a promise I will keep.”

She squeezed my hand. She meant it.

“OK. I agree.”

“The planning is incomplete, but this is where I'm up to. I have the contact details, so far, of eighty-seven tutorial attendees. Each one of them has been told that they should only trade with money they can afford to loose. As you know, this is drummed into them right at the start of the series of tutorials, so there is no need to shed too many tears for them. Perhaps you should open another bottle of wine,” she suggested.

I opened the bottle she had brought with her, then topped up our glasses, before she continued.

“Each of our tutorials is recorded on CCTV cameras for training purposes, which I have access to. The recordings are of both the tutor and the pupils, so student reaction can be monitored. I study these carefully. It's very time consuming. Felix always presents the first tutorial, and he always asks each attendee to introduce themselves. I freeze and crop an image of every attendee, then open a file on each of them. I study the videos to see which attendees interact a lot with others. These I strike off my list of possible marks.”

“Why's that?” I asked.

“Because I don't want them comparing notes about the communications with me that might follow. What I'm looking for are the candidates who keep themselves to themselves. Of the eighty-seven attendees, I have so far selected twenty-six I regard as promising. I have their home addresses, their email addresses, and their phone numbers. As you witnessed, all attendees were encouraged to make a note of my email address and to ask questions. I want to get dialogue going with them. I've inspected the houses of each on google earth, and checked the value of them on property websites. I've made a note of the value of cars in their driveways and I've searched the internet for any more information I can glean on them. The more I know about each of them, the better. If I discover what they do for a living, or a particular interest, such as golf, I make a note of it. It can help to keep dialogue going and build up the trust I need from them. That's as far as I've taken my plan so far. I'll be tutoring my last group of pupils next week, and by then I should have the number of marks I need. Then it will be time to embark on part two of the operation. This is the most intense part.”

“It seems like a lot of hard work to me,” I said.

“Yes, it is, but my target is two hundred and fifty thousand pounds, so it will be worth it, and I'll get a huge buzz from it.”

I could see from her animated manner that she was passionate about it.

“When I have my complete list I will contact them, telling them that I am writing a book called 'The Diary of a Forex Scalper' and that I will be setting up a blog, where I will regularly detail trades I have placed, and the outcome. I will detail the chart signals I used to make the trades, and tell them that I would very much appreciate their participation. I will ask for their comments and questions on my trades, telling them that I will pick the best to include in the publication. There will be monetary prizes of five hundred, two hundred and fifty and one hundred pounds each for the best when the book is published next year. I will tell them that they are one of a select few, chosen from my training courses, because they have exhibited a sound understanding of the risks and potential rewards of forex trading. I'll also tell them that ForPro do not have an interest in my book or blog, so all correspondence on the subject should always be direct with me to avoid confusion or conflicting interests.”

“So, what's a forex scalper?” I asked. I was both intrigued, and shocked by her outrageous, but thorough planning.

“Forex scalping is the practice of holding a trade for a very short time, perhaps just a few minutes. You read the chart signals on a very short time frame chart, then place the trade when the signals suggest that a movement up of down is imminent, making sure a stop-loss is in place. You close the trade as soon as you have made your planned profit, or been stopped out. It's very intense, and you have to practice risk management at all times. If you get it right most of the time, it can be very profitable, quickly.”

“So you'll actually be trading, then sharing your trades with your group of victims?”

“Marks,” she corrected. “No, I won't actually be trading, of course. I'd probably lose money if I did,” she laughed at the idea.

“No,” she continued, “what I'll do is copy a section of one of  the day's charts, after it has reacted as the text book signals suggest it might, then send them a copy of that. I'll say I entered the trade at such and such a time, based on some candlestick pattern, then got out a few minutes later with a couple of thousand pounds profit. Sometimes, to make things realistic, I'll report that I've made a loss, then ask if they can spot where I went wrong. Then I'll praise them for comments I get back, flattering their egos. They'll soon see that I'm making an impressive weekly profit, and they'll see evidence of risk management in action. I'll keep this going for about a month, then move to stage three.“

She was enjoying sharing her plan with me so much that she'd forgotten to eat.

“This is really quite good,” she said, as her knife and fork went to work on her neglected dish. I topped up our glasses.

“If at any stage,” she continued, “I learn that ForPro have found out what I am doing, or I discover any evidence that my plan might be compromised, then I will drop it, but if all goes well, I will put the final stage into action. By now I will have checked and rechecked my marks, and filtered out any that I have doubts about. Stage three will be to invite the remaining marks into probationary membership of my 'inner circle' of traders. I will explain that I have been so impressed with their feedback and judgement, that I think they might prove be an asset to this very small, select group. I will tell them that, in my opinion, they have demonstrated a maturity of judgement that might allow them to trade more profitably by relaxing, where appropriate, the strict risk management rules I have been drumming into them. They may offer opinions and ask questions on the inner circle forum, but each contribution will be need to be approved or moderated by me before it is posted. Each member will be given a user name, but otherwise, the identity of all members remain completely confidential. They are already aware, of course, of the financial announcements that move the forex markets: inflation figures, interest rate changes, that sort of thing. This was covered in their classes at ForPro. They will have seen how a currency can soar or plummet after a  significant announcement, and I will suggest that the real money is made by people on the inside, who know what the announcement will be in advance. These people, who are the custodians of this sensitive information, can’t of course trade themselves, but some do via an intermediary. To do this they have to leak this privileged information to select, trusted traders, who they can rely on to discreetly say 'thank you' at a later date. Perhaps by paying a percentage of the profits they make into an offshore bank account. I will be quite happy to let them deduce that I am occasionally gifted advance information on such a basis. I'll never admit it outright, but I won't deny it, if asked. How does this sound so far?”

“Outrageous!”

“It is, isn't it,” she laughed, “and it's all my own work. Can you see any flaws?”

“Well, I can see that some of your marks might suspect a con, especially when you ask them to part with a big chunk of money, which of course is what you eventually must do.”

“Yes, you're right, but I'm not going to ask them. They are going to ask me. I will dangle the bait under their noses. I'll let them work out for themselves that they can turn ten thousand pounds into one hundred thousand on just one trade, if they are in on it. The suggestion has to come from them. If they take the bait, I will phone them. I will stress the importance of confidentiality, and tell them that trades of this nature are placed by me from a trading account based in the Cayman Islands. If they want to participate they will need to make a deposit. I will warn them that it is unwise to be greedy, as huge trades will arouse suspicion if they are made just before an announcement, so the maximum deposit we can entertain from each of the current inner circle members for the next trade will be fifty thousand. I'll suggest that we are expecting some prior 'guidance' on the likely content of some interest rate announcement that is scheduled in the coming weeks.”

“I can see a flaw,” I said. “Your marks will wonder why you're being so generous with such valuable inside information. What's in it for you?”

“You're quite right. This is the most risky part of any con. The moment that the mark is persuaded to pass with money. I will need to work hard on each mark. They will need to believe that I have singled them out as a person with a very special talent for trading. I will remind them of questions and comments they have made, both in the class and to me by email. I will have all this information to hand when I talk to them. I will convince them that they have been singled out as somebody we believe has a special talent and would like on the team, as their judgement on future trades could prove invaluable. But their position remains probationary. They are free to walk away. There is absolutely no pressure on them to become full members of the inner circle, but if they do decide not to proceed to full membership, I know I can rely on their discretion by not talking to others about this once in a lifetime opportunity. There is no pressure at all on them to make a deposit, I will stress, it would simply be a useful indication of commitment and substance to other members when deciding whether full membership should be granted. I will also stress that, as a probationary member, the maximum they will be allowed to deposit will be fifty thousand pounds, and I will apologise for this sum being so small.”

“But to some, fifty thousand will be a huge amount,” I suggested. 

“I realise that, of course, and I will entertain a smaller deposit if they are hesitant, but I will make the point that we don't usually entertain members who are not in a position to make realistic trades, or are not bold enough to have confidence in their own judgement. The circle only make a few trades each year, so they have to be worthwhile. It's a small group, and there isn't room for passengers. As a full member they will be expected to scrutinise and contribute to trading strategies. I need to overcome their doubts and make them feel special, and I'm good at that, but I have one other driver on my side: their own greed. Even if they have nagging doubts in the back of their minds, their greed might suppress it. They want to believe what they are hearing. I will mention a few historical trades the group have placed, and the vast profits that have been made. I'll refer them to the real forex charts at the time, to show how it was done. If I've done my job well, I will have inflated their ego so much that they can see themselves being a valued member of a select group of brilliant and wealthy investors. They will trust me, and they will trust my judgement of them. They will think they are about to walk through a door that promises riches beyond their dreams.”

“I'm speechless!” I said, “I can't get my head around how much effort and planning you are putting into such a risky project. With all your drive and talent I'm sure you could make your fortune legally.”

“It's not just the money. This is exciting,” she replied, with a sparkle in her eyes. “This gets me out of bed in the morning. With projects like this, I make all the rules. I don't comply with rules that others want to impose on me, and when I pull it off, well, it's a sort of financial orgasm. There's a short period of euphoria, then I start thinking about the next one. The money is very nice, of course, but that's not the main driver. It's the buzz I get from hatching an audacious project, planning it in detail, then executing it to perfection. Sometimes they don't work, and I have to abandon them, but that makes the successful cons even sweeter. My mind is always active. I always have new idea formulating.”

“I still don't even know your name,” I said, looking at her with amazement.

“Allison will do for the time being,” she said, smiling.

“I'm not one of your projects, am I?”

She laughed with delight.

“I don't know, maybe, but I'm not going to con you out of money. I wouldn't be telling you all this if I was.”

We retired back to the settee when we'd finished our meal. Once again, she dropped her bare feet onto my lap as she sank back into a cushion with her glass of wine.

“Have you ever tried reflexology, Matt?”

“That's foot massage, isn't it? No I haven't”

“It's almost as good as sex.”

She smiled at me over the top of her wine glass.

“Perhaps you should learn how to do it.”

She pressed her feet into my lap in the most erotic way. I was unable to respond. I somehow felt unworthy to touch the naked flesh of her divine feet.

A few minutes later, she’d gone. She gave me a glancing kiss on the cheek, thanked me for dinner, then left.

Sleep evaded me for over an hour, even after all the wine. I had never met anyone like her. I had never felt so confused by my own emotions.

CHAPTER SIX 

'Thanks for dinner. Look up reflexology on YouTube, or get a book on it. I'll expect you to be proficient if we meet again, so don't disappoint me. I'll be busy for a while, so you have plenty of time to become an expert. I'll be in touch. Allison x'

The email was waiting for me when I climbed out of bed at seven the following morning. Allison was obviously an early riser. Part of me was uncomfortable by her demanding message, but she had warned me she was controlling. Another part of me was excited by it. I replied, saying that I would look into it and that I was looking forward to seeing her again, which I was, a lot.

In spite of the relatively brief time I had spent in the company of Allison, she had become a major part of my life. She was physically very attractive to me, but it was much more than that. Her energy, and sharp mind made her fascinating to be with. Her unapologetic honesty when she related her outrageous projects to me was refreshing. She lived for herself, and didn't care what people thought of her. She held enormous sexual attraction for me, and I was almost sure that she was attracted to me, but there were still some doubts. I still did sometimes wonder if she was just setting me up to be used in her illegal activities, to be discarded when I became damaged goods, but I found her too irresistible to allow that thought to prevail. Then there was her need to control. I wasn't sure where this was leading, but it both frightened and excited me. I could think of little else.

I knew Allison needed to put a huge amount of time and effort into her forex con, so I didn't expect to hear from her for a while. Evenings out with old friends no longer seemed to appeal to me, so I spent some of my spare time studying the art of reflexology. The prospect of massaging somebody’s feet was certainly not something that would normally appeal to me, but Allison's delightful feet were something else. The thought of hearing her purr with pleasure was irresistible, so I immersed myself in the subject. I would become an expert. She would want to be with me as often as she could when she had experienced a foot massage from me.

I was surprised to receive a phone call from Allison just four days later.

“I need to rent a flat,” she said, “as soon as possible.”

“Well, OK, we do have quite a few on our books, but you do realise that I will need references.”

“Don't worry about that. I can take care of it. I need a two bedroom flat, with fast broadband, near a tube station, with a video entry system, and preferably with a gym. I can pay the rent and deposit in advance, but I need it urgently.”

“We do have one that I know has just become vacant. It's less than a minute's walking distance to Victoria tube station. Obviously, it's expensive. I think it's going to be advertised at about two thousand eight hundred pounds per month.”

“That sounds perfect. When can I meet you there?”

I arranged to meet Allison two hours later at the flat in Stafford Place, St James's Park. It was a top floor, two bedroom, furnished flat in a mansion block. The basement had been converted to a gym with a swimming pool for the exclusive use of residents. 

I didn't recognise her at first. Her hair was dark brown, and long, obviously a wig. She was dressed in jeans and a hoodie. She was carrying a small holdall.

“Are you in some sort of trouble?” I asked, as I opened the door to the flat.

“No more than usual,” she said, as I closed the door behind us, “But I need to move out of my current flat as a precaution. I monitor and record visitors with a covert CCTV camera, and somebody who I didn't like the look of called earlier today. He didn't leave a card, or note, but he rang the door bell a few times, then stooped down to look through the letter plate. Then he spotted the CCTV camera and left. It might be nothing to worry about, but I'm really busy with my current project and I can't afford distractions. Anyway, how are you?”

“I'm good. I'm becoming a reflexology expert.”

“Good. When I've got some spare time, I'll check just how good you are.”

She smiled for the first time, then took off her hoodie, and began to explore the flat.

“I'll take it,” she said, about a minute later, after she had looked briefly at each room.

“I do need references. I have to comply with company procedures.”

“I can get you all the references you need. I print them myself, so I can write whatever you want.”

“This puts me in an awkward position.”

“Don't worry. The references will be convincing.”

She flashed her disarming smile at me.

“Please don't let me down on this. My job depends on it.”

“Good. That's settled then. I'll move in today.”

“I can't let you move in until the deposit and first month's rent have been paid, and I have the references on file.”

“OK. Let's get it sorted out then. Do you have the Wi-Fi code for this place?”

I took the property details from my case, as she took a laptop from her bag. She also produced a packet of green tea bags. I underlined the code, then handed her the sheet.

“Make us both a pot of tea while I get connected,” she said, as she handed me the tea bags, then took a seat on the settee, “and work out how much you need.”

I hesitated, worried by the speed of events.

“Are you still here?” she asked, after a few seconds, raising her eyes from the screen.

I hesitantly made my way to the kitchen, found the kettle, filled it, then switched it on.

“I'm in,” she called from the lounge. “How much do you want?”

I gave the figure of five thousand and six hundred pounds, after a quick calculation.

“Are these your bank details at the bottom of the last sheet?” she called, as I poured boiling water over into the tea pot.

“It's done,” she said, as I walked back into the lounge with two cups of green tea. “I've given the transfer reference of A Smith.”

“What about the references?” I asked, nervously.

“You can vouch for me, personally, I'm sure, for the time being. You'll have your references just as soon as you've told me what to write, and I've had time to forge them. OK?”

“This is all quite unorthodox.”

“I'm an unorthodox girl,” she said, smiling. “Now why don't you sit down, relax, while we enjoy our tea, then you can show me the pool and the gym.”

I left the flat just forty-five minutes after I had arrived. After she had checked out the gym facilities, she told me that she intended to lay low for a few weeks. She would stay at the flat, arrange to have her possessions collected from her old flat, and have groceries delivered. She would work from the flat and work out in the gym and pool. There would be no need for her to leave the building. When I got back to my office I was able to confirm that the deposit of five thousand and six hundred pounds had been paid into the company's account from an offshore bank, reference 'A Smith'.

I still didn't know her real name, but at least I now knew where she lived.

CHAPTER SEVEN

She would turn out to be the perfect tenant, initially, every letting agent's dream. In spite of my reservations about the references, the very convincing forged documents arrived by post, addressed to me, and were filed, probably never to be looked at by any other staff member. As long as a tenant proved to be trouble free, and the rent was paid, this was usually the case. She called me just over a week after moving in.

“I need a night off, somebody to cook me dinner, massage my feet, and pour me a few glasses of wine. Do you know anyone who might oblige?”

“How about if I come round at seven?”

“Perfect.”

“I'll pick up some ingredients on the way. See you later.”

I arrived at her flat with a bag containing pasta, aubergine, parmigiana, fresh basil, tomatoes, two bottles of chilled wine, a head full of reflexology techniques, and a small towel. After she had buzzed me in through the video entry system, I noted that a discrete CCTV camera had been installed above her flat door.

“What's for dinner?” she asked, as I stepped into her flat. She was pleased to see me, and she had dressed nicely for me, in a very feminine, quite short, light, pink skirt, with a white top. I was once again reminded of what a beautiful figure she had. She was using just a hint of make-up, but I could see from her eyes that she was tired. Her hair looked as it had when I first met her.

She seemed to approve of my pasta dish.

“I haven't stepped out of this building since I arrived,” she said, as I took my shopping bag to the kitchen. “And apart from workouts in the gym and pool, I haven't left the flat.”

As we left the kitchen, I saw through an open door that she had set up an elaborate work station in the second bedroom, with three computer monitors.

“How's your dastardly plan going?”

“It's good, but tiring,” she said, as she led me into the room with the work station.

One monitor displayed a live forex Japanese candlestick chart, another displayed about twenty icons of middle aged men's faces, each with two names below, and the third monitor showed six faces of more glamorous men, each with a name below, and a seventh blank face.

“I have twenty-three marks on the go,” she said, pointing at the screen with the multitude of faces,  “each one thinking that they are the only one who has been given the opportunity join my inner circle. I have to keep a note of every correspondence with each of them, then make sure there is continuity each subsequent time we correspond. There's just over a week to go before they will be given the opportunity to invest, so I'm keeping a lot of balls in the air.”

“Who are these?” I asked, pointing at the screen showing six faces and a blank face.

“These are the fictitious existing members of my inner circle. It helps me to be convincing when I refer to them if I have a face to look at. They are just random faces of people who look interesting that I found on the web. I've given them all quirky member names, and I've made up a fascinating profile for each one. I even believe in them myself now.”

She laughed at herself.

“Who's this?” I asked, pointing at the blank face, noticing that the member name below was 'M'.

“That's you,” she laughed. “You should feel honoured to be a member of this group of elite traders.”

“What does my profile say? It doesn't identify me does it?”

“Don't worry. Nobody other than myself would be able to link it to you.”

“Can I see it?”

“No, you can't.”

She smiled at me mischievously, then switched off the screens.

“This is my well earned night off. I need a break from all this.”

I followed her back into the lounge.

“It sounds to me like you could do with a glass of wine and a demonstration of my newly acquired reflexology skills.”

“I absolutely could. A glass of wine first, please. I have some already chilled in the fridge.”

She took a seat on the settee, while I went back to the kitchen to pour two glasses of wine. I returned, then sat down beside her. She kicked off her slippers then lifted her bare feet to rest on my lap.

“What are you going to do when your project is over?” I asked.

“I'll take a holiday. Somewhere warmer than London in September. I'll need to disappear for while. Any suggestions?”

“Emily and I had a holiday booked in the south of France, but I've had to cancel it.”

“France doesn't appeal to me. I've worked in France. I think I'd prefer somewhere I haven't been.”

“We also considered Croatia. I've heard good reports. It will be warm there.”

“Good for sailing, too, I've heard. Perhaps I should charter a yacht. I might even invite you to join me if you turn out to be any good at reflexology. You've already qualified as the ship's cook.”

She gave my thigh a gentle rub with her feet. I felt she was inviting me to caress her feet, but again, a feeling that I was unworthy came from somewhere inside me. Her short skirt had ridden up, and revealed the flawless skin of her shapely legs. It only served to confuse me further. Here was a lady with a seriously wicked streak, and yet she was had such an angelic appearance that I felt unable to touch her.

“You're English is very good,” I said, awkwardly. “Did you learn to speak it so well at school.”

She could see my discomfort. I knew it. She knew what was going on inside me, even if I didn't.

“Yes, mainly,” she replied, studying me with a hint of amusement. “In spite of being expelled from one school, then having to move to another.”

“Expelled! That sounds serious. What did you do?”

“I thought it was a bit harsh,” she said, smiling at the memory, “I had a group of friends, there were six of us altogether, three boys and three girls, and we all had to walk through the same wood on our way to and from school. I was at an age when I was starting to get interested in boys, and there was one boy in our group, called Adam, who I really liked.”

The sensual rubbing of her feet in my lap continued as she reminisced. I was finding it hugely erotic.

“We invented a game called treasure hunt,” she continued. “The boys had to steal something from school, which would be the treasure. The girls would give them a fifteen minute start on the way home, and during that time they had to hide the treasure in the woods for us to find. They then also had to spread out and hide. We girls would then set off to find them, and each boy was allowed to give us one clue as to where the treasure was hidden when we found them.”

She quietly laughed to herself as she recalled the events. Her feet were still rubbing me.

“I'd had plans for Adam, and I was equipped with some rope. He was the first boy we found, and the clue he offered was not at all helpful. I suggested that we tie him to a tree, then interrogate him. Adam thought it was funny, at first, when we tied his wrists together so he was hugging a tree.”

She raised her eyes from her feet to look me in the face. She could see through me. She knew she was exciting me.

“As I said,” she continued, “he thought it was funny when we tied him to the tree, at first. But his smile began to fade when I broke a hazel switch from a nearby shrub. He told us where the treasure was hidden very quickly after that, but he made so much fuss that it attracted attention and my method of interrogation resulted in a stern interview with the head teacher. I probably could have avoided expulsion, but I've always been a bit headstrong. When, after his stern lecture, he asked me if I had learned my lesson, and I replied that I had, and that in future I would use a gag, he didn't share my sense of humour. He recommended me for expulsion.”

She was watching me intently. I knew she could see that her account was exciting me.

“Perhaps you should prepare dinner,” she said.

In the kitchen, I found it difficult to concentrate on cooking. My mind was still on that scene in the woods, and the look on her face as she told me about it. I had so many questions running through my confused head.

Somehow, I managed to place a quite respectable pasta dish on the table about twenty minutes later.

“Where you the only one expelled?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied. “The other two girls were lectured, but it was obvious who the ring leader was.”

“What about Adam?”

“I didn't see him, he was kept at home until after I'd been expelled, but I did bump into him a few years later, but that's another story for another day. This pasta is very nice, Matt.”

I was almost craving to know the details of exactly what she had done to Adam, but felt it inappropriate to ask. She had decided to close the subject, but I was delighted by her approval of my cooking.

“You seem to lead quite a solitary life,” I said, as we enjoyed our food and wine. “Don't you get lonely?”

“Sometimes perhaps, a little. But the solitude is my choice. It's not as if nobody wants to be with me. It's less complicated to work if I only have to rely on myself. But I do have some good friends, it's just that they don't always know where to find me. None of them know I'm here, for example, apart from you. I still keep in contact with Mateusz, and I do have one particularly close friend, Jasmine. Like you, she doesn't approve of what I do, at least, that's what she says, but she laughs along with me when I tell her about some of my projects. She'll probably be appalled when I tell her about this latest one. But she won't betray me.”

“How did you meet Jasmine? It doesn’t sound like a Polish name.”

“No, she's English. It's amusing how we met. Jasmine was married to a greedy pig of a businessman called Trevor. I won't go into the details of the con, but I was in the process of taking Trevor for a nice sum when he introduced me to his wife, Jasmine. Although Trevor was too blinded by his greed to see through the con, Jasmine soon worked out what I was up to. She phoned me to confront me, then suggested we meet for a coffee. I assumed that I would have to abandon the project, but decided to meet her anyway. It turned out that she was about to divorce Trevor. She had discovered that he had a string of mistresses and wanted rid of him. We got on really well, and she actually helped me with the con.”

“Isn't that a bit risky? I mean staying friendly with the ex-wife of one of your victims?”

“Yes,” she agreed, “you're quite right, Matt. It does actually break my own rules, but I trust Jasmine. We have some interests in common, and we get on so well that I want to keep her as a friend. She understands the risks of her association with me, too. Her divorce settlement would be jeopardised if her ex husband found out we were friends. We keep our friendship very discreet, and Trevor spends most of his time in Spain. There are no kids involved to keep them in contact, so the risks are minimal.”

“What does Jasmine do?”

“She's an antiques dealer, and she does quite well for herself, but she says she gets bored with it. I think that's why she likes to meet up with me. It adds a bit of excitement, and we do have some enormous fun together.”

“What interests do you share?”

“What a lot of questions, Matt. Let's talk about something else. Tell me about Croatia.”

My head was still full of what Allison had done to Adam, and I found it hard to concentrate on my description of Croatia, but she listened intently as I did my best to tell her about Dubrovnik, and the nearby islands, and she asked questions about the local food and sailing.

We retired again to the settee after dinner, and she brought over a footstool to rest her feet on.

“Now, Matt,” she said, as she settled back into a deep cushion on the settee, “It's time to demonstrate your reflexology skills.”

I was both nervous and excited, as I knelt down in front of her naked feet. Her short skirt had ridden up again, revealing most of her flawless, shapely legs. I wondered if she was aware that I'd never actually touched her naked skin with my hands. I certainly was, and I hesitated, with my hands just a few inches from her beautiful feet. Once again, I felt unworthy to touch her. I looked briefly into her eyes, then back at her feet. I was still unable to touch her. I felt panic rising inside me. I didn't understand what was going on, but she did. I'd seen it in her eyes.

“Have you brought a bottle of something that smells nice to wash my feet?” she asked, after a few long seconds.

“No. Sorry,” I replied, looking up into her eyes again, “I thought about buying some lavender water, but I didn't.”

She was looking into my mind. I looked down at her feet. My hands were still poised a few inches from then, frozen.

“Well that's no good, is it, Matt?” she said, quietly. “I like my feet to be properly cleaned before reflexology. That's a large part of what I enjoy. I find it sensual.”

“Can I get a bowl of warm water, or something?” I asked.

“The flat didn't come equipped with a bowl,” she said, dismissively. “I've got a better idea. Clean my feet with your tongue.”

I thought I'd misheard. I looked up into her eyes, then looked down at her feet.

“You're not serious,” I said.

“I'm absolutely serious. I want you to clean my feet with your tongue,” she said, quietly, but firmly, “and I want you to be thorough.”

For the first time in my life, I felt what it was like to submit a beautiful lady. It went against my instincts, but something inside me, something that this woman had awoken, now pushed that aside. Hesitantly, while her eyes watched me, I took hold gently of her right foot. My first ever touch of her bare flesh, then lowered my face and began to lick the sole of her feet.

“Thoroughly,” she repeated, as she sank further back into the cushion.

Although I had never had any previous desire to lick feet, this was the most erotic experience, and I couldn't understand it. My initial, tentative, licking became bolder, as she responded with obvious pleasure. I greedily explored each of her delightful feet, including between her toes, as she looked down at me. I was still confused, but something felt right. That something she had awoken inside me was growing. She was nurturing it, feeding it. She was toying with me, and gradually drawing me in. She knew exactly what she was doing, and I was unable to resist, even though I didn't know what lay ahead. Somehow, I knew I craved to be there.

She wouldn't let me demonstrate my reflexology skills until she had felt the caress of my tongue over every inch of her feet. She allowed me to moisten my tongue with wine when it became too dry, but otherwise she demanded continual attention.

She obviously enjoyed my reflexology, when I eventually began to massage her feet, and she sank back deeper into the cushion and almost purred as I demonstrated my recently acquired skill of thumb walking on the soles of her feet. My thumbs and my tongue were aching when, after almost an hour of therapy, she deemed my duties complete.

“That was wonderful, Matt,” she said, as she sat up. “But now I must get some sleep. I have much to do, it's time to say goodnight.”

She was dismissing me. When I'd set out that evening, I had secretly hoped that there might be a sexual encounter of a more orthodox nature to be had. I would never have imagined that licking her feet would prove to be the erotic climax of the evening.

I still had unanswered questions spinning in my head as I picked up my bag to leave.

“Can I ask you a question?” I said, as she reached for the door latch to her flat.

“You may,” she replied, as her hand hesitated, and she turned to face me.

“Did you actually whip Adam?”

“Oh yes,” she said, smiling, as she opened the door to allow me to leave.

“I'll be in touch,” she said, closing the door.

My head was in a whirl as I headed home.

CHAPTER EIGHT

Allison was like a drug, and I could feel my addiction to her burning inside me. Everything that had shaped my life up until now told me that my relationship with her was wrong for me. The obvious pleasure she took from whipping Adam was shocking, and logic told me I should walk away, but the seed she had planted in me contradicted this, and she was cultivating that seed  with each communication. And why did she mention honey? It seemed a strange comment. I could feel my life, and what I wanted from it, changing. I no longer knew where I was going, but I had the feeling that she did.

I didn't expect to hear from her until her project was complete, and so it proved to be. Ten days after my dinner date at her flat, a courier arrived at our office with a small package addressed to me, labelled 'PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL'. It contained the keys to the flat and a note:

'Thanks for the flat. I've moved out. Email me a final account. I'll settle it immediately. I'll be in touch soon. Allison x'

I called to inspect the flat that afternoon, and there wasn't a trace that she'd ever been there. I felt a loss of what little control I'd had by knowing where she lived. Now I didn't have a clue. I sat down on the settee where just over a week before my bizarre and erotic evening with her had unfolded. Without her, the flat was cold.

Back in the office I sent her an email with a settlement figure for her tenancy agreement, apologising to her for the penalty I was required to levy for early termination. I sent her another email, from my private email address, saying that I hoped she was well and that I was looking forward to seeing her again. She settled her account by a transfer from an offshore account later that day. She sent an email to my private email address shortly afterwards:

'Can you join me tonight for dinner at 7.00? I will be at The George Hotel, Forest Row, East Sussex.'

It was an invitation I couldn't refuse. I replied in the affirmative and she emailed me back shortly after, telling me to make myself known at the reception desk, and that they would be expecting me.

* * *

The George Hotel was a white painted Tudor building, with exposed, original black timbers, I suspected dinner would be costly. Parking my modest hatchback in the rear car park further confirmed this, as I cast my eyes over the expensive vehicles parked there. I introduced myself at reception, then a smart young man showed me to a table in the tasteful dining room.

Allison joined me about five minutes later. She was the 'vase girl' again, her hair natural, but dressed in casual beige trouser suit. She was smiling, happy to see me, but as she sat down beside me, I could see in her eyes that she was tired.

“I need a holiday,” she said, as she picked up the wine list.

She ordered a glass of Chardonnay and I ordered mineral water, explaining that I was driving.

“Am I dining with a wanted woman, on the run?” I asked, quietly, when the waiter had gone.

“Probably, but a wealthier lady than the one whose feet you were licking a few days ago.”

She laughed, as I looked around in embarrassment, fearing that she might have been overheard by other diners. I was relieved to see that they appeared not to have.

“So what are your plans now?” I asked.

“Like I said. I need a holiday. I'm booked on a flight to Dubrovnik first thing in the morning, and I'll hold you responsible if I don't enjoy myself. Want to join me for a few days?”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes. I'd quite like a bit of time to myself and I need to come up with a new project, but I also need some relaxation and fun. I might hire a yacht. We could go sailing.”

“That certainly sounds very appealing. I'll have to talk to the boss, but I am due a holiday.”

“Good. That's settled then. Just let me know when you're coming. I'll be out there for at least three, perhaps four weeks.”

The waiter arrived with the drinks. I had questions I wanted to ask. I waited until he'd gone.

“I thought it would be nice if you met Jasmine,” she said, before I could speak. “So she's joining us. She should be here soon.”

“I wanted to talk to you about something,” I said, now anxious to say my piece before Jasmine arrived. “I'm a bit confused about what sort of relationship we have. I'm not sure exactly what you want out of it. I get the feeling our relationship is heading somewhere, but I don't know where.”

“Perhaps we should start with what you want, Matt. What do you want?”

“Well. I thought I knew, until I met you. Now I'm confused.”

“What are you confused about?” she asked, appearing amused.

“Er, the story you told me about Adam. That made me wonder what you are looking for?”

“You mean the whipping of Adam?” she said, a little too loudly for my comfort.

“Yes, that. It's just that you sounded as if you really enjoyed it,” I said, quietly.

“I did,” she said, smiling, “and I enjoyed it even more the next time I gave him a whipping. That was a few years later. Would you like me to tell you about that?”

All sorts of conflicting thoughts were going through my head, and she appeared to be enjoying my discomfort.

“Ah, here’s Jasmine,” she said, before I could answer.

I looked up to see a sophisticated lady, who I guessed to be in her late thirties. She was tall, quite slim, but shapely, and dressed in a tight, dark suit, with a white blouse. She had fine features, with brown, piercing eyes, and wore dark red lipstick. Her attractive pale face was cupped with shiny, long, almost black hair. She was obviously very pleased to see Allison, who she greeted with a hug.

“How lovely to see you,” she said, as she held her friend close. “Don't tell what you've been doing. It's better that I don't know.”

“This is Matt,” said Allison, as Jasmine took a seat opposite us. “Allison was actually Matt's idea.”

“So, you're implicated in the sordid activities of this wicked woman?” said Jasmine, as the waiter approached.

Over dinner, Jasmine asked me a lot of questions about what I did, and what my ambitions were. It was flattering to have such a beautiful woman showing such an interest in me, but I began to feel almost as if I was being interviewed, or even interrogated. However, it was conducted in such a charming manner that I willingly supplied the answers. Allison said little, as Jasmine continued her questioning, but I was aware that she was studying me closely. As it now always seemed when I met Allison, there was an underlying agenda going on, and I wasn't yet party to it.

The conversation did eventually drift away from me, as Jasmine updated Allison on how her antiques business was going, but the conversation I wanted to hear was what would be said about me when I wasn't around. The table we were seated at, backed onto the end of the short passage leading to the hotel reception area, and also to the ladies and men's rooms. While Jasmine and Allison talked about the antique trade, I excused myself to visit the men's room. As soon as I was out of sight in the passage, I stooped down to tie an imaginary shoe lace, where I could eavesdrop on their conversation.

“He seems very nice,” said Jasmine, when they obviously thought I was out of earshot. “Have you got something going, or is he just for decoration?”

“No. I like him, but I haven't known him long.”

“Does he know about you?”

“He knows how I earn my money, and he seems to tolerate it, but he doesn't approve.”

“Nor do I, Klaudia, sorry, Allison, so that's one thing in his favour. What about the other thing?”

“I haven't done much, yet. I've hinted at it, and I think he has potential. I hope so. I'll take it slowly. I don't want to frighten him off.”

“You're quite keen on him. I can tell.”

“I'd quite like to get him down to the barn, that’s for sure.”

They both laughed.

“Let me know when you want to use it. I've been quite busy there lately. You'll find a few additions since you were last there.”

“Oh, really. You must tell me, but perhaps not now.”

The waiter was approaching the table. I finished tying my imaginary shoelace, then quietly made  my way to the toilets. When I returned, with my mind in even more turmoil, they were talking about Croatia.

“Matt might even be joining me there for a few days,” Allison was saying, as I took my seat. “I've decided to hire a yacht.”

I was only half listening as the conversation continued over desert. Now I knew that Allison's real name was probably Klaudia. But what was the significance of Jasmine's barn? What went on there? What would happen if Allison got me to the barn? These questions preoccupied me as I tried to appear attentive, and occasionally join in the conversation.

I left the hotel for the drive home at about eleven, leaving Allison and Jasmine still chatting. I wondered if, now I had left, they would be talking about me again, and the plans that Allison had for me. I was confused, excited and scared, but I felt drawn to her and tempted to step into her web. She was irresistible. I would talk to my boss in the morning about taking a holiday at short notice.

CHAPTER NINE

My flight landed at Dubrovnik airport on a warm, sunny morning, ten days later. As the plane dropped down into a valley to the south of the old town, I wondered again if I was doing the right thing. I'd had plenty of time to think whether it was wise to get more involved with Allison. Logic told me to end the relationship before it went any further. There were danger signals staring me in the face, but something inside drove me on. I found her fascinating and hugely erotic. We had arranged to meet at Dubrovnik Marina, where Allison had hired a yacht called Sea Spray, moored on jetty C14. I had a wonderful view of Dubrovnik Old Town from the elevated road, as I rode in a taxi to the marina.

I had no idea what sort of boat she had hired, and I wondered what the sleeping arrangements would be. I had been fantasising about the prospect of sharing a cabin with Allison ever since she had broached the idea, but I suspected she wasn't going to gift me such a treat, yet. This proved to be the case. I found Allison in the cockpit of  a magnificent, fifteen metre sailing boat, studying charts of the Adriatic. I felt overdressed in clothes more suited to a chilly autumn morning in England. Allison looked more comfortable in her pale blue shorts and white T shirt. She invited me aboard with a smile and a kiss on the cheek, then showed me around what would be our home for the next week.

Unlike most charter boats, where the cabins were configured to pack as many people on board as possible, this boat had been fitted out to accommodate a maximum of just two couples in luxury. The front, “V” shaped cabin was mine, complete with double bed, with en-suite shower and loo, whereas Allison would sleep in the more spacious rear cabin, with the same facilities. Separating us at night would be the main saloon, complete with galley. The fixtures included a washing machine, microwave, water-maker and a diesel generator, explained Allison, as she showed me around.

When the tour was complete, she suggested that I change into more suitable clothes, then familiarise myself with the galley by making us both tea, while she finished plotting our sailing plans for the week. So within a few minutes of stepping aboard she had confirmed that we had separate cabins, and that I was the ship's cook.

I was determined to make the tea without asking for help, and my previous sailing experience helped me to find my way around the galley, and switch on the gas supply. Tea was served at the cockpit table ten minutes later, where Allison was studying charts showing the many islands of the Adriatic. I had many unanswered questions in my head, but I had a whole week ahead with Allison, so I imagined that many of them would be answered in the course of the holiday.

As we sipped tea, Allison showed me where she planned to sail us, taking in a few sheltered bays of secluded islands where we might anchor for the night, as well as a few picturesque coastal towns on the mainland. We would set sail the following morning, and she suggested that we should now have a look around the Old Town, then buy provisions for our first leg.

In other circumstances, I would have liked to have spent a couple of days exploring the beautiful old town of Dubrovnik, but I knew that sight-seeing wasn't really what my visit to Croatia was all about. I was now quite sure there was another agenda. Even so, during our brief visit, over a late lunch in one of the many street restaurants, Allison told me a little of what she had learned about the town. I found it difficult to concentrate, as I was wondering what would happen during our week together. We stopped at the port of Gruz on the way back to the marina to buy our provisions, including fresh fish from the local fish market.

“Let's see what you can do with these,” she had said, as she had selected two fresh Sea Bass. “I'll expect nothing less than perfection.”

She was smiling. It was a comment made in jest, but her cool eyes held mine for a few seconds. It frightened and excited me.

Fortunately, I knew I'd be able to do them justice.

Back on the boat, we stored our purchases, then she suggested I might like to join her in a glass of chilled white wine before I prepared out evening meal. We sat in the cockpit, soaking up the warm evening sun. I became aware that she was studying me, with the hint of a smile on her face. What plans did she have for me?

My cooking was judged favourable by her. The grilled fish was accompanied by a salad. She instructed me to wash up when we had finished. She inspected the galley after I had finished cleaning up.

“I want the galley kept spotless,” she said, as she pointed out a smear on the cooker.

I immediately cleaned away the blemish, wondering why I was being so subservient. In normal circumstances I knew I would probably responded to such petty instructions by suggesting that perhaps she should clean the galley herself, but with Allison, it was different. Something was going on. She was playing a game with me, grooming me in some way, and I felt increasingly powerless to resist.

Back in the cockpit, we enjoyed more wine as the light faded

“As you must be aware, as you say you have sailed before” she said, as she relaxed on the cockpit seat, with her eyes regarding me, coolly, “there has to be a person in command of a boat, the skipper. Obviously, I am assuming that responsibility. Your role will be to comply with my instructions at all times while we are aboard. You do understand that, don't you, Matt?”

“Well, yes, but this is supposed to be a holiday,” I protested weakly.

“There are no buts, Matt. Those are the rules on this boat, and you will comply with them. Discipline will be maintained at all times. Understood?”

“Yes, OK.”

“Excellent,” she said, smiling. “I have the feeling we will enjoy our holiday, Matt.”

We finished our drinks in silence, as she continued to regard me with those cool eyes. My mind was in a whirl. She suggested an early night as she wanted to set sail first thing in the morning, and it had been a long day for me.

I was tired, but sleep evaded me for some time, as I lay on the bed in my cabin, looking at the stars through the open hatch above my head. My mind was a confusion of conflicting emotions, but of one thing I was now quite sure. Allison's assertive manner was triggering something inside me. It was exciting, but also frightening. I found myself becoming aroused by the thought of her being strict with me. I was finding the prospect increasingly irresistible, and I was pretty sure that she knew the effect she was having on me.

CHAPTER TEN

Allison was a proficient sailor. We left our marina mooring early the following morning, after a light breakfast, and were soon sailing smoothly north west in a gentle Adriatic breeze. As soon as she had the sails trimmed and the course set up, he instructed me to take the helm, and keep the course to a compass reading.

There are over a thousand islands off the coast of Croatia, Allison told me, as I tried to keep to the course she had set. Most are small and uninhabited, and it was one of these that was our destination. She was intent on finding a sheltered bay to anchor in which we would have total privacy. We stopped for lunch at one of the larger, inhabited islands, called Lopud, where we were able to anchor, then take our tender ashore. It was an idyllic spot, where a few restaurants were dotted around a sheltered bay. The best choice on the menu of the restaurant we chose was squid.

Later that afternoon, after sailing for another few hours, and looking at several possible islands, we found what Allison was looking for. The small island of Otok Olipa appeared deserted, and we were able to find a sheltered bay with a small, sandy beach, on the south coast, which we had to ourselves. As we dropped anchor, I was very aware that Allison now had me completely on my own, with no neighbours, and she had gone to some trouble to make sure of it. I sensed she had plans for me. There was a definite atmosphere of expectancy as Allison tidied up the chart table.

“So, Matt,” she said, “why don't you make us both a cup of tea, then we can sit down and decide what we are going to do on our first night alone together. I think we can assume that nobody will bother us, nor will we bother anyone else.”

“You haven't mentioned your project,” I said, as I passed her a cup of tea, a few minutes later. “I assume it was successful?”

“Yes. I was a bit touch and go, but most of them coughed up in the end. I made my target. I'll no doubt soon get restless and be on to my next. I'm not sure what I'll do, yet, but I'll think of something.”

After putting so much work into the project, I was amazed that she didn't have any more to say. It seemed that now it was over, she no longer had any interest. I sat down opposite her, then took a sip of my tea. I wasn't sure where to start, so I carried on with the small talk about her work.

“When I first met you, you were doing that rather trivial con with the broken vase. Why do you bother with things like that when you can obviously make so much more money on projects like the one you've just pulled off? Aren't you taking unnecessary risks?”

“You are quite, right, Matt, but it's not just about the money. I do the small jobs to keep my skills honed and to get the adrenaline rush that I need. I like to see the whites of the eyes of my marks as they willingly hand over their cash. It's a control thing, I suppose. If I was in this just for the money I'd probably need to get seriously into internet fraud, where the victims and perpetrators never meet, but that's not for me.”

There were a few moments of loaded silence, as we took in our densely wooded, rocky, sheltered surroundings.

“Is there anything else you want to talk to me about?” she asked, as her eyes came back to rest on mine.

“Er, well, you were going to tell me about Adam,” I said, nervously. “About what happened when you met him a second time.”

“Ah yes, Adam,” she replied, smiling. “The whipping of Adam.”

She laughed as I felt my face flushing.

“I must have been about twenty-two the next time I saw Adam. I bumped into him at a nightclub, and I fancied him even more. It's an odd thing, but as soon as our eyes met, the first thought I had was that I would love to tie him to a tree then whip him again.”

She smiled as she seemed to relive the moment.

“Anyway, Adam was quite nervous of me. He said that he'd felt guilty about me being expelled ever since, so I told him that he shouldn't have made such a fuss. After all, it was only a bit of fun. It was very noisy in the club, so he suggested we go outside. I'm afraid I flirted with him terribly. I could tell he found me attractive. I told him that my education hadn't really suffered and I'd actually qualified well, but if he still felt guilty, perhaps I should whip him again. I was joking, of course, but the effect on Adam was remarkable. He became very quiet, and I could tell he wasn't paying any attention while I talked about my life since our last encounter. I'd arrived at the club with friends, and they wanted to leave and I had to leave with them, but I wrote down my phone number and gave it to Adam, suggesting we might meet to catch up on old times. He looked preoccupied as I left.”

“Did he call?”

“Yes, he did. It took him about two weeks, and I was beginning to think I'd frightened him off, but he eventually called. He said he thought it might be nice to meet up for a drink, and I suggested a bar very close to the woods where the whipping incident had occurred, and Adam agreed. I had plans and I went to meet him equipped with hand-cuffs, a gag and secateurs. He was very nervous when we met. He obviously had something on his mind, but didn't know how to put it into words. You remind me of him, as it happens,” she said, as her eyes searched mine.

“Anyway, I decided to speak plainly. I told him that I had become very excited when I'd whipped him all those years before. I'd found it very arousing, and I'd love to do it again. I suggested that it would purge him of his guilt, and would be an erotic experience that might lead to all sorts of other things, then asked him how he felt about it. Poor Adam didn't know what to do with himself. His face flushed red, as he conceded that the idea excited him, but he had been shocked by how much it had hurt. He asked me if it was necessary for me to be quite so severe. His face was a picture when I promised him that it would have to be more severe if he wanted to please me.”

She was evidently enjoying relating her story to me. Her eyes barely left me.

“I plied Adam with a few drinks before suggesting that it would be fun to see if we could find the tree I had tied him to all those years earlier. After a little persuasion, I led him off to the woods. For the first time, I had Adam on his own.”

Her eyes were sparkling as she watched my reaction to her account.

“We walked for about twenty minutes, as I led him to the deepest part of the woods, where I didn't expect us to be disturbed. I remember him becoming increasingly nervous, and trying to back out, but I had him under my control. I kept reminding him that I might treat him to something afterwards. How wicked of me,” she laughed.

She paused for a while, observing me, then took a sip of tea.

“Tell me, Matt. Do you find me attractive? Sexually attractive?” she asked, after a long silence.

“You know I do,” I replied.

She smiled, before continuing.

“As I said, I had come equipped. I'm not sure if we found the same tree, but I knew what was needed. Fortunately, there was almost a full moon that night. The tree needed to be of a girth where he could just clutch his hands together when he hugged the trunk, and preferably with the lowest branch at about four feet from the ground. I soon found just the one. It took a little coaxing, and the repeated promise of 'treats', to get him to hug the tree, with his hands clutching each other just above the lowest branch. But I only needed his cooperation for long enough to whip some hand-cuffs out of my bag, then cuff him. It was a truly magic moment when I at last had him totally helpless and at my mercy. I could see from his eyes that he was terrified, and that excited me even more. I could now do anything I wanted, and there was nothing he could do to stop me. Are you enjoying my story so far, Matt?”

“Well, it's very interesting,” I replied, flushing again, and not sure which of my emotions was most aroused. Lust, fear and excitement had all made their presence felt.

“Do you want all the details, or just an abbreviated summary,” she laughed.

I wasn't sure how to answer. My lips hesitated.

“Can I assume you'd like to hear all the wicked details?” she asked, as she seemed to soak up my discomfort.

I nodded.

“Then I suggest we take a swim, then you can prepare dinner. I'll continue afterwards. How does that sound?”

She was playing with me. Keeping me in suspense. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

She looked stunning in a skimpy white bikini, as she dived off the bow of the yacht into the clear water. I joined her a few seconds later. The bracing cool water took my breath away. I set off behind her as she swam in a powerful crawl stroke towards the sandy shore of our private cove. I felt as if I had arrived on another planet, sitting next to this beautiful woman, who I was now besotted with, as we looked back at our yacht. I wondered what events would unfold in our holiday together. It was quite clear that Allison was setting the agenda, and that she had sadistic intent. Once again, logic told me I shouldn't have put myself in this position, but I'd never felt so excited in my life.

Why did she ask me if I liked honey? That question still puzzled me. It was such a strange question to have asked at the time, and without explanation. And what activities took place at the barn that Allison and Jasmine had talked about? I couldn't ask her about that because I’d been eavesdropping on them, but I felt I could now make a pretty good guess. It must be some sort of dungeon, or punishment chamber. What was I doing here?

“I wonder what you're thinking about,” she said, as if reading my mind. “I'll race you back to the boat.”

“OK. What do I get if I win?”

“You won't. What penalty should I impose if you lose?” she laughed, as she rose to her feet, then ran into the water.

“Why don't you start dinner, while I decide on your penalty,” she said, as I pulled myself up the boarding ladder after losing to her by a huge margin.

She instructed me to serve drinks after we had both showered. She was wearing a thin, skimpy yellow dress when she returned, and it was apparent that she was not wearing a bra. I prepared a simple pasta dish, which she seemed to enjoy.

“I'll give you eight out of ten for that,” she said, as she put down her cutlery afterwards. “The pasta was slightly over cooked and the sauce a little too salty, and you've cooked me pasta before. Are you trying to make me fat? I will be expecting you to achieve ten out of ten for your cooking, so be warned that I am keeping notes on your performance.”

She was smiling as she spoke, but it was obvious that there was a hint of where we were heading in almost everything she was now saying to me. I washed up the dishes, then joined her in the cockpit. The sun was close to setting, but it was still beautifully warm. We settled down with chilled white wine, to watch the sun drop below the horizon.

“I'll carry on with the story of Adam, if you wish,” she said.

“Yes, please.”

“Now that I had Adam helpless,” she began, smiling as she remembered, “I was in no hurry to deal with him. His fear was intoxicating, and I wanted to savour it. I remember him saying he had changed his mind, and begging to be released, but I told him I hadn't changed my mind. As well as the handcuffs, I'd also brought with me a gag, made from a rubber ball with a cord passing through a hole in the middle, and I'd brought a pair of secateurs to cut switches. Before Adam could say another word, I forced the ball into his mouth, then tightened the cord behind his head. Am I frightening you, Matt?”

“You are, a bit,” I answered honestly, finding it difficult to meet her eyes, then gulping a mouthful of wine.

“I was certainly frightening Adam,” she continued, with a smile. “Let me help paint a picture for you. It was a still, moonlit night. Adam was trembling with fear, as he hugged the tree. I hugged him from behind, then lowered my hands to find the belt and zip of his trousers. He whimpered as I unfastened them and pulled them down to his knees, followed by his underwear. I stepped back to admire the pale flesh of his flawless, quivering, bare bottom. Adam was now absolutely terrified,  and I was in heaven. I could do anything I wanted to Adam, and there was absolutely nothing he could do to stop me. You need to understand, Matt. This is what excites and arouses me. But, I think you already know this, don't you?”

“Well, yes,” I replied, nervously.

“And, of course, that is why you are here.”

My brain was in turmoil. I couldn't find the words to confirm that she was right. I nodded, then took another mouthful of wine.

“You've finished your glass of wine already,” she observed. “Pour yourself another.”

My hand was shaking as I filled my glass, then topped up hers.

“It was a very sensual moment,” she continued. “Adam had not yet suffered any physical pain from me, but his mental anguish was obvious. I tried to comfort him by gently stroking the bare bottom I was about to decorate with stripes, but it didn't seem to help. I left him for a while to cut a few hazel switches, then returned. I laid then at his feet, so he could see them, then selected a nice swishy one, about three feet long. He was making sobbing noises, and shaking like a jelly, as I measured the switch across his bottom cheeks.”

“You should slow down with your drinking, Matt,” she said, noticing that I'd drained my glass again. “You won't be much use to me if you're drunk.”

“Sorry,” I said, putting down my empty glass.

“Then the whipping began,” she continued, with a gleeful expression on her face. “Adam writhed deliciously, and gasped and gurgled. Frothy squeals were forced past the ball in his mouth. His feet danced around, and his bottom gyrated from side to side, clenching and unclenching in the most bizarre manner. His eyes bulged in shock and pain as I systematically decorated his bare bottom with lovely weals. I couldn't see the colour, because of the moonlight. The weals appeared black, but I could see they were raised. I must have whipped the switch across his squirming bottom about a dozen times. Quite hard, too. The swishing of the hazel rod, followed by the sharp crack, as it bit into his naked flesh was like an aphrodisiac for me. I couldn’t get enough of it, and I became so turned on.”

I could see Allison becoming increasingly excited as she described the scene. If there had ever been any doubt in my mind that she was a complete sadist, this had now been purged from me. But her excitement was infectious. I felt myself also becoming very excited, and even strangely jealous of Adam. Allison took a sip of wine, then seemed to compose herself.

“Adam thought it was over,” she continued, smiling to herself. “I saw the muscles in his body slacken. I ran my fingers gently over his angrily wealed bottom, then gave him a cuddle from behind. I whispered into his ear 'We're only half way through, Adam', I felt him slowly tense as he digested my words. He began to struggle with his restraints, and seemed to completely panic, as I put down the switch, then picked up another, slightly heavier and longer one. His muffled pleading was blissful to behold, and I decided the second batch would be harder, so I really laid into him. You wouldn't believe how much fuss he made, and I was so pleased I'd bought the gag with me. They'd have heard him for miles around if I hadn't. His bare bottom went into a frenzy of bizarre wriggling as the switch bit in, but I never missed a stroke. It was so exciting, Matt, that I almost felt like I might orgasm as I watched him wriggle, but I kept my word, and reluctantly put down the switch after he's soaked up another dozen.”

She looked dreamily down at her glass, then took another sip.

“I think I'll leave to your imagination what happened when I released him, suffice to say that there was no resistance from Adam, and we came out of the woods about an hour later, covered in debris from the ground under that tree.” 

I was speechless for a while. I topped my glass up again, against her advice.

“That's another penalty point,” she said, smiling.

I laughed, nervously, assuming she was joking. Perhaps she wasn't.

“I have a confession to make,” she said. “While I was recounting the story of Adam, I was imagining it was you.”

I didn't know what to do with myself. I took another sip of wine, then looked down at the deck of the cockpit.

“So, Matt,” she said, as she resumed her habit of studying me, “tell me why you came here, and don't tell me you didn't realise that I invited you because I want to discipline you.”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out.

“We've danced around this for long enough. It's time for you to make a decision. I've already made mine. I know what I want. Now you have to decide what you want.”

“What about Adam? What happened to him? Did you see him again?”

“I was young and impulsive. Perhaps I should have taken him along a more gradual path. I frightened him off. I'm taking my time with you. I'd like an answer.”

“I'm confused,” I replied. “Part of me craves for it, and another part is terrified.”

“I'll be kind to you, to start with,” she said, smiling. “Why not dip your toe in the water, and see what happens.”

CHAPTER TWELVE

I agreed with a barely audible whisper. I had no choice. I was in the middle of nowhere with a beautiful lady, who I was lusting over, and was increasingly feeling subservient to. Part of me loved it. Another part of me had alarm bells ringing. Her smile broadened.

“Time for a taste of things to come,” she said, quietly.

We had been sitting opposite each other at the cockpit table. She rose to her feet, then sat back down toward the front of the cockpit, clear of the table.

“Come here,” she instructed, pointing to the area in front of her.

I rose nervously to my feet. My emotions were spinning around in confused excitement. As soon as I was standing close to her she reached for the top button of my shorts. My legs felt as though they might fail me, as she calmly unfastened my shorts, then pulled them down.

“What are you doing?” I asked, weakly, as she then slipped down my underpants.

Ignoring my question, and with my face now flushing red, she reached down to slide both garments to my feet, then took hold of each foot in turn to prompt me to step out of them. She tossed them to the rear cockpit seat. I felt my face redden further as her eyes fell on my manhood. I felt an erection stirring. She placed a hand on each of my hips, then turned me away from her. I sensed her eyes inspecting me.

“Might as well have this off too,” she said, as I felt her hand take hold of the bottom of my T shirt. She rose to her feet, then lifted it over my head. I was standing before her, red faced and completely naked.

“I've thought of a really fun game we can play,” she said, quietly. “You said you liked honey. There's a jar in the galley cupboard. Fetch it.”

My legs were like jelly as I climbed down the steps to bring the honey. I'd seen the jar there previously, of course, and wondered if it had any significance. As I climbed back into the cockpit, I was alarmed to see her removing two lengths of rope from the cockpit locker.

“You're not allowed hands with this game,” she said, as she took the honey and put it down.

Without further explanation, she coiled one of the ropes around my left wrist, then knotted it, leaving about a metre hanging free. I felt unable to resist as she roped my right wrist with the second rope.

“This makes sure you can't use them,” she added, as she reached behind my waist with one length of rope in each hand, then pulled then looped them both tight across my chest, in the process pulling my hands to cross, up behind my back. To finish, she passed the two rope ends around the back of my neck, then tied them together. She knew her knots, and before I knew it, I was effectively helpless.

“It also means,” she added, with a menacing smile, “that I can now do to you anything I want, and there is almost nothing you can do to stop me. That's how I like things.”

“Oh, and one other thing,” she said, as she sat down in front of me. “When we are alone and you are serving me like this, and especially if you are naked, or being disciplined by me, you will always address me as 'Mistress'. Is that understood?”

I'd stepped into another world. It was alien, frightening, but also incredibly exciting. Once again, I opened my mouth to speak, but no sound came out.

SLAP!

A sharp, stinging slap from her hand across my right bottom cheek really shocked me. It underlined my helplessness. I was completely at her mercy, and fearful.

“My question required a reply,” she said, as the hint of a sadistic smile formed on her lips.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“The game we are going to play is called clean up all the honey,” she said, as she rose to her feet to face me, with her cool eyes just inches from my own shocked eyes. The sting from her palm was still burning.

She lifted her dress over her head, to reveal perfect full breasts. She tossed the dress aside. She was wearing only a pair of skimpy, white knickers. She sat down, took the lid from the honey, then pushed the fingers of her right hand into the sticky contents. To my astonishment, and excitement, she proceeded to smear the honey methodically, all over her breasts. When she had finished, she replaced the lid with her left hand, then looked up into my eyes. I could see she was excited.

“On you knees,” she ordered. “I want every speck cleaned from me using only your tongue, starting with my hand. I'm going to spank you anyway, when you've finished, but if you miss even the tiniest drop, I will spank you harder. Let's call it an induction spanking. Do you understand what you have to do, Matt?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then get down on your knees and get to work with your tongue.” 

As I sank to my knees, she offered her hand to me, and I began to lick.

“Every last drop,” she repeated, smiling down at me. “Now you know why I told you to learn reflexology. It was the first step towards this.”

It was an incredibly erotic experience, and my arousal was obvious. She turned her hand slowly, as I licked, to make sure I had access to all the honey. I licked greedily, impatient to have her hand clean enough to move on to her breasts. I sat back when I thought her hand was clean. She lifted it to her face to examine it, then slipped her index finger into her mouth.

“You missed a bit under my nail,” she said. “I'll have to take that into consideration when I spank you. Now lick away the rest, and make sure you are thorough.”

She parted her legs to allow me closer to her. My tongue found her beautiful, firm, left breast. She looked down at me, smiling, as I explored with my tongue. Her nipple soon became erect and she gasped with pleasure. My tongue was beginning to ache, as I turned my attention to her right breast.

“Just think of all the imaginative and secret places I could smear honey for you to find and lick off,” she said, as if reading my mind. My arousal increased. My lust for her became almost painful. I licked for several, long, delightful minutes, before sitting back to await my fate. My tongue was dry.

She looked down at me for a few moments, before gently stroking her right breast.

“It still feels a bit sticky,” she said. “I don't think you were thorough enough.”

“I'm sure I removed it all,” I replied weakly.

Her smile broadened in delight.

“It's very unwise to argue with me, Matt, when I have you at my mercy. You also failed to address me as Mistress. It appears you have much to learn. But fear not, because I will be delighted to teach you.”

My mind was a whirl. I was excited, aroused, frightened, confused and at her mercy.

“Have you ever been spanked, Matt?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then it's time I rectified that,” she said, quietly, and smiling sadistically, “On your feet.”

My legs felt as if they might fail me as I struggled to my feet. I felt my face flush as I stood before her and her eyes fell on the evidence of my arousal. She reached across to rest a hand on my hip, then prompted me to turn my back to her. I heard her giggle.

“You have a hand shaped red mark on your bottom,” she said, as I felt her fingers gently brush against my right bottom cheek. “It looks very lonely. Perhaps I should treat it to some company.”

She grasped me firmly by the elbow, turned me to face her left thigh, then guided me over it. She supported my weight as I stumbled forward without the use of my arms. Her right leg closed on mine to clamp me in position. My upper torso and head were resting on the cockpit seat beside her. As well as being frightened, I was enormously humiliated to have my bare bottom pushed up, right under her gaze. I was completely helpless and at her mercy.

“So,” she said, as her right hand gently stroked my naked bottom cheeks, “A bare bottom, that has never been spanked before, perfectly presented for me to deal with, and not a soul to hear your cries except me.”

I felt her left hand push down on the small of my back, as her thighs tightened their grip on mine. Her other hand lifted from my bottom, then I felt the muscles in her body jolt in the moment just before her palm smacked down hard across my bottom. I gasped in shock at the intense sting, but she had barely started. The spanking was hard and brisk. The fierce sting was an awful shock, and the intensity escalated rapidly as the enthusiastic slaps of her hand overlaid already stinging flesh. Within seconds I felt as if my bottom was on fire. I began to struggle, desperate to escape her stinging palm, but she simply laughed with glee, locked her thighs over mine even tighter, then turned up the venom of her spanking. I was wriggling and sobbing by the time she stopped. The spanking had seemed to last an eternity, but had probably lasted no more than about a minute. I slipped off her lap as soon as she released her grip, dropping onto my knees, with my bottom on fire.

“I had to stop,” she said, cheerfully, and a little breathless. “My hand was starting to sting. I won't make that mistake again. Mind you, it was delicious fun, wasn't it?”

“It was so painful,” I gasped. “I had no idea it could hurt so much.”

She reached down, then landed another hard slap across my bottom.

“Mistress,” she scolded, playfully. “You must remember to address me as Mistress.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” I gasped through clenched teeth.

“I could do with a glass of wine,” she said, as she stepped down into the saloon. “I expect you could do with one, too.”

“Yes, please, Mistress.”

She arrived with two glasses of chilled wine then set them on the cockpit table. I struggled to my feet, then lowered my burning bottom onto the seat at the table.

“Are you going to untie me, Mistress? I need my hands to drink.”

“Not yet,” she replied, breezily, “I think I'll keep you helpless for a bit longer, just in case I need to spank you again. I'll fetch you a straw.”

She went back to the saloon, then returned and placed a drinking straw in my wine glass. I leaned forward to take a very welcome sip of cool wine to relieve my dry mouth.

“You should have thanked me,” she said, as she sat opposite me, after taking a sip herself. “You should have thanked me for spanking you, and you should have thanked me for the drink and for the straw.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” I replied, at once.

“I'll make sure you are.”

Another sadistic smile passed her lips. My bottom was still stinging, and I was still at the mercy of this lady. My mind was still confused, but I was very aroused, and she could see I was.

“Did you enjoy the honey game?” she asked, after studying me for a few moments, with an amused expression on her face.

“It was very erotic, Mistress, but the spanking afterwards was so painful.”

This made her smile. She took another sip of wine. She looked as if she was scheming something, and it was making me increasingly nervous.

“How would you like to play a more erotic version of the honey game?” she asked, as she looked down at the state of my arousal.

Her words, to my embarrassment, had a profound effect on me. The prospect was irresistible, but the prospect of another spanking filled me with dread.

“I'd love to, Mistress, but I really couldn't take another spanking. I'm too sore.”

“Nonsense,” she replied, dismissively, “Of course you could take another spanking, but I might be kind to you. I might postpone any discipline required until tomorrow. It will give you a chance to recover, and I will have the fun of watching your bottom turn from white to red again.” 

I didn't reply at once, but she took this as an answer in the affirmative.

“Good. That's settled then.”

We sat opposite each other, sipping our wine. I was more excited that I'd ever been, but very frightened. I guessed that, as soon as she had drained her wine glass, she would pick up the honey jar, and that's exactly what happened. I drained my glass, using the straw, then awaited her instructions.

She rose to her feet, still dressed in only a pair of skimpy white knickers.

“I want you on your knees in front of me,” she instructed, quietly.

I complied at once, kneeling down very close to her, with my face just inches away from her white knickers. I looked up to see her face framed between her two perfect breasts.

“As you've no doubt guessed, I need to be completely naked for this game, so you will need to remove my knickers, with your teeth. I want them pulled down slowly, just an inch at a time, as I turn. Remember to comply with my instructions to the letter. Any failings will be taken into account when I next have you over my knee. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then you may begin.”

It was the most erotic moment, as I shuffled forward until my nose made contact with the creamy, smooth flesh of her toned stomach. I turned my head to a slight angle to enable me to get a purchase on the thin elastic band of her knickers. I carefully pulled them down by about an inch, just enough to reveal the first evidence of neatly trimmed, light brown, pubic hair. I released the knicker elastic from my teeth, and she turned slowly to her right, offering me her left hip. Again, I eased her knickers down an inch, upon which she turned her back to me, then pushed her exquisitely shapely bottom into my face. My arousal was now almost painful. I eased her knickers down to reveal the first half inch of her flawless bottom cleft, before she offered me her right hip.

The striptease was unhurried, and she made four complete turns before her knickers finally fluttered down to the deck. She kicked them aside with a toe, to stand before me in her naked glory. She was impossibly beautiful and painfully desirable. She stepped back from me slightly, then took the lid from the honey jar. She slipped the fingers of her right hand into the jar, parted her thighs slightly, then began to smear the honey over the soft flesh of her inner thighs. She took her time, making sure not to miss any parts. Her fingers returned to the jar for a second time to collect more honey, which she then rubbed into her pubic hair. I was almost exploding with lust as her fingers sank into the jar for a third time. She was studying my face as she pushed the final scoop of honey exactly where I had expected.

“You will clean every last drop from me,” she said, quietly, as she put down the jar, then sat down with her thighs parted.

I didn't need any encouragement. I knew the order in which I should work with my tongue. It was the same order in which she had applied the honey. Under her excited gaze, I began to lick her inner thighs, with the ultimate prize just inches from my eyes. It was heaven. It took ages to clean all the honey from her trimmed pubic hair, and this amused her. Finally, I was ready for the finale.

“Every last drop,” she reminded me, as my tongue began to probe and explore.

CHAPTER  THIRTEEN 

She kept me in a prison of bliss for over half an hour, with my hands still secured up behind my back, while I knelt between her parted thighs with my aching tongue pushing ever deeper. I was in a continual state of arousal, and close to orgasm, but she never allowed that final release. She was very vocal, and I learned that her sadism took first place in her sex life, and without that, there would be nothing else. She frequently grasped my head by my hair to pull me harder into her crotch, demanding that I push deeper with my tongue. She promised me more discipline, and assured me that I had yet to learn the meaning of the word pain. She told me that her favourite implement was the cane, and she assured me that I would enjoy the best fuck of my life from her after she had caned me, but not until. It was while she was explaining how much she enjoyed watching bare bottoms writhe in agony as her cane bit in, that she orgasmed. Her entire body went into convulsions and I feared she would tear my hair out as she pulled me deeper into her. Any remnants of honey had long since been flushed away by her love juices.

Even after her orgasm, she didn't release me. She enjoyed another glass of chilled wine, and poured one for me to drink with a straw. My tongue was sore and aching. My frustration at having been denied an orgasm was painful. She finally reminded me that I was due a spanking, and that it would be administered in the morning, and I had to promise to allow her to restrain me for it before she would agree to release me.

She sent me to sleep in my own cabin, promising that one day she would treat me to the best fuck of my life, but repeating that I would need to feel her cane first.

I lay in my cabin all night, in a state of arousal, unable to sleep for most of it. I was confused, excited, frightened and frustrated. I imagined that she was sleeping peacefully and content.

* * *

“We're sailing to Korcula today,” she announced, as I was preparing breakfast. “There's a marina there, so you won't be trapped on your own with me. But you are still trapped with me now, and I trust you haven't forgotten that you are due a spanking.”

She was dressed in a light, short, pale blue dress, and she looked radiant and content. She was getting what she wanted, and she'd no doubt had a good night's sleep.

“I'm still sore, Mistress,” I replied, as dread gripped me, “Would it be possible to postpone it for a few days?”

“No, you will be spanked after breakfast. That's what we agreed,” she replied, crisply. “I'm sore too. I have a sore hand.”

“So surely you can understand why I'm begging for more time to recover, Mistress?” I pleaded.

“I can understand it,” she said, cheerfully, “but your request is denied, and that's the end of it, unless, of course, you want to argue about it. I'd be delighted to argue. It will give me an excuse to spank you harder.”

I continued to prepare breakfast as she climbed the steps to the cockpit. The discussion seemed to be over. My circumstances were surreal. The fantasy I had been drawn to was becoming painful reality, and it was more painful and frightening than I had imagined.

“You seem more concerned about your own sore bottom than you do about my sore hand,” she said, as I served breakfast. “I expect better of you. I expect you to put my comfort ahead of your own.”

“I am concerned about your hand, Mistress. That's why I think we should postpone it for a few days.”

“There's a better solution,” she replied, smiling. “I'll use my hairbrush. I think you'll find it a little more stingy than my hand.”

I shuddered at the thought. I couldn't imagine anything more stingy than the spanking I had endured the previous evening. I picked at my breakfast, blind to the glorious view from our anchored yacht. I'd given my word that I would allow her to restrain me with rope, and I like to think that I am a man of my word, but I was dreading another spanking from her. There was an element of excitement, but the memory of the pain was still fresh. We sat in silence at the breakfast table, and I could tell that she was feasting from my fear of what she was about to do. Her eyes barely left me.

With breakfast over, my fate was drawing ever closer. I cleared away our plates, then washed up slowly in the galley. My mind was racing as I tried to think of reasons why the spanking should be postponed, but I wasn't prepared to lie, and she had already made clear that my spanking might be more severe if I argued. By the time I had finished clearing up, I was resigned to my fate. I climbed the steps, nervously, to the cockpit. She was sitting down with the hint of a smile on her face. The ropes she had used to secure me the previous evening were coiled up on the seat beside her.

“Take your clothes off. All of them,” she instructed, crisply.

It was a command issued in a manner that demanded compliance. I had no options left. I had to do as she said. Her dominance over me was overwhelming. With trembling hands, I began to remove the few clothes I was wearing, first my shorts, then my T shirt, and finally my underpants. I felt my face flush as I stood before her, naked, as her eyes roamed my body.

“Come here,” she commanded, pointing to the deck immediately in front of her.

My legs felt like jelly as I hesitantly took the few steps that separated us. The thought that I was still in a position to resist flashed through my mind, as she picked up a coil of rope, but it was suppressed by her air of authority. She soon had both wrists bound, then pinioned up behind my back. The point of no return had passed. I was helpless and totally at her mercy. I could see from the look on her face that she loved it. I tried to comfort myself by reasoning that it was only a spanking, and that it wouldn't be as bad as all that, but it didn't work. I was terrified, and there was now no escape.

“It's time to introduce you to my hairbrush,” she said, rising to her feet.

She left the cockpit for the saloon. The object in her right hand, when she returned, caused me to gasp in fear. It was large for a hairbrush, oval in shape, and black.

“It's made of ebony,” she explained, as she sat down in front of me, “which means it's hard and heavy.”

“I have a confession to make,” she continued, smiling with some glee, as she tapped the flat side of the brush lightly against the palm of her left hand. “I said it was a bit more stingy than my hand. That wasn’t quite true. It's actually a lot more stingy.”

She was watching my reaction with absolute delight. I was physically shaking with dread, as my eyes switched between hers and the hairbrush.

“I don't think I can go through with this,” I almost sobbed.

“You don't have any choice in the matter,” she replied, cheerfully.

Despite my fear, I was acutely aware that I was aroused, and her eyes fell on the evidence, making me feel even more humiliation. She took my erection gently in her hand, then looked up into my eyes.

“We might find some use for this one day, but not until you've savoured my cane.”

Again, my emotions stirred into turmoil. The first intimate touch of her hand had been something I'd been long yearning for, but the dread of my impending fate robbed me of that bliss.

Her firm grip on my elbow was in sharp contrast. She guided me over her left thigh. I felt her thighs clamp me. I drew in breath as I felt her left hand press down on my back. My torso was pinned down on the cockpit seat. This was it!

The sharp crack of the heavy hairbrush, as it made fierce contact with the centre of my left bottom cheek, took my breath away. The sting welled up to an unbelievable intensity. The second crack of the back of the brush was perhaps even harder, and in exactly the same spot, and built on the unbearable sting of the first. I was gasping and struggling already. The pain was unbelievable. The third stroke hit the same spot again. I cried out, and tears welled up in my eyes, as the agony hit new highs. The grip of her thighs intensified. My struggling became frantic as I fought to escape the attention of her hairbrush. My tears flowed and my cries of agony were pitiful. Far from winning any compassion, my writhing and squealing seemed to encourage her to spank me harder. She brought that hideous hairbrush down hard on the centre of my left bottom cheek six times, before turning her attention to my right cheek. Within seconds, that too was ablaze. I had never known such agony existed. The intensity of the sting defied belief.

I thought it was over. After twelve devastatingly agonising spanks, and with both bottom cheeks feeling as if they had been in a furnace, the spanking paused. My relief, however, was short lived. She adjusted her grip on my thighs by lowering her right thigh to expose the very tops of my thighs. To my total dismay, she set about turning the flesh where bottom meets thigh tops into an inferno. My shrieking became hysterical, as she applied six strokes to one side, then six to the other.

I thought it now must surely be over. I had never known such agony. I was still writhing and sobbing. To my utter dismay, I was to discover that she had merely completed round one. Now, with what appeared to be added vigour, she began the same process all over again. I was horrified. I began pleading with her to stop, but it seemed to encourage her to spank me even harder. My shrieking must have been audible from miles away. I was struggling to free myself from the grip of her thighs with bizarre contortions of my torso and legs, but her thighs gripped me as if in a vice, and the spanking continued. The agony reached levels I hadn't believed possible.

It was over! The spanking had probably lasted no more than a minute, but those forty-eight strokes had been applied with ferocity, and my bottom felt as if it had been roasted. The iron grip of her thighs was relaxed, and I dropped onto my knees between her parted thighs. I looked briefly up into her face, and through my tear filled eyes I could see that her own eyes were wild with excitement. I longed to rub my burning bottom with my hands, but they were still pinioned up behind my back. I lowered my eyes, then realised for the first time that she was not wearing knickers. Even with my restricted vision, I could see that she was wet and aroused.

“I want your tongue inside me, and I want it deep,” she demanded, breathlessly, “Now.”

She had my undivided attention, but even so she grasped my hair, roughly, then pulled me to her wetness. She lifted her parted legs, then encircled my back. She breathlessly reminded me how she planned to cane me, and how deliciously severe it would be. My tongue was aching, and my bottom was still on fire, when a few minutes later, my energetic probing coaxed her to a wild, shuddering, and very wet, orgasm.  

CHAPTER  FOURTEEN

My bottom was still throbbing and burning, as we lifted the anchor later that morning, then set sail for the island of Korcula. I was astonished and shocked by how painful her spanking had been. Allison looked the picture of contentment as the yacht settled on our compass bearing in a gentle breeze. She said we would probably spend a couple of days in the marina at our next destination, to give us a chance to explore the inhabited island, joking that in which case my bottom would be spared the attention of her hairbrush. But, she added, she would probably want to spend another night at our secluded anchorage on our return to Dubrovnik.

Although I was confusingly even more besotted with my beautiful skipper, I was now seriously scared of her sadistic leanings. A playful spanking I could now see as titillating, erotic fun, but Allison's idea of a spanking was to inflict unbearable agony. It seemed that the more intense the pain she was able to inflict, the more she liked it and the more aroused she became. The fantasy was incredibly exciting, but the reality, I now knew, was unbearable. She had also promised to use the cane on me, and the prospect of that horrified me. In fact, as the day's sailing progressed, and my poor, bruised, bottom continued to throb, with occasional sharp, stabbing, burning, pain, I knew that I couldn't face another spanking from Allison.

As I fought to emotionally distance myself from Allison I was able to step away from myself and think a little more rationally. Just what was I doing here? I was on holiday with a professional con artist who gained her pleasure by either robbing people, or by punishing those she found attractive. Where was the future for me in this? At the very best, I was destined to be a slave, to be used and punished for her amusement. At worst, I could be implicated in one of her crimes, and perhaps end up with a criminal record, or even prison. I hung on to this moment of clarity by keeping my eyes fixed on the beautiful Adriatic as we sailed, fearing that I would fall under her spell as soon as our eyes met. Allison seemed content on the helm, and with my silence, as we made our way to Korcula. I would speak to her as soon as we had reached the marina. I would be honest with her, and tell her that there was, regrettably, no future for us. Then I would make my way back to Dubrovnik by ferry.

I couldn't do it. As soon as we arrived at the marina, Allison suggested we explore the old town and find a restaurant. I fell under her spell again, and couldn't bring myself to say the words. The excitement of being in a new place accompanied by a beautiful woman, pushed my plan to the back of my mind. Allison was wonderful company, and seemed happier than I'd ever seen her. But once back on the boat, and in the privacy of my cabin, my rational thinking returned, and I decided we must part company the following day. She said she’d had a change of mind about our plans, suggesting that we might go shopping, then set sail for another secluded anchorage in the afternoon. I assumed that meant another appointment over her knee, and I simply couldn't face it. The prospect scared the life out of me. I wrote a goodbye note, before trying to get some sleep:

Dear Allison,

I'm so sorry to have to end our relationship in this cowardly manner.

I can tell you that I am besotted with you, and for that reason, find myself unable to do this face to face.

I'm afraid I'm unable to take the discipline. It's simply too much for me.

I can get a ferry back to Dubrovnik from here. I'll spend a few days there until my flight back to London.

You can rely on my total discretion.

Love,

Matt

I was still determined to break up our relationship the following morning, after a restless night. My plan was to complain of a headache, hoping that she would decide to shop for provisions on her own. In the event, I didn't need to. Before breakfast, she said the boat needed a wash down with fresh water to rinse off dried salt water, so she suggested I do that, while she went into town to buy provisions.

What I guessed would probably be Allison's last ever words to me, as she stepped off the boat, were:

“I've added a jar of honey to the shopping list. See you in a couple of hours. I expect the boat to be spotless.”

She was smiling as she left. Her parting words almost seduced me into abandoning my plan, but I forced myself to put erotic thoughts out of my mind. I watched her make her way out of the marina, then began to pack. It took less than five minutes. I put the note on the saloon table, then left.

I was frightened that I might bump into Allison as I made my way to the ferry terminal, as I had to pass through the old town, but fortunately our paths didn't cross. The first ferry I could get a seat on went to nearby Orebic, on the mainland, so I took that. An hour after leaving the marina, I felt a wave of relief as the ferry slipped her moorings. I'd escaped the clutches of Allison. There would be no more unbearable punishment, and no more involvement with a criminal.

From Orebic, I took a bus back to a small town called Slano. I didn't expect Allison to come looking for me, but just in case she did, I decided to stay away from Dubrovnik until my flight was due to depart. I soon found a small hotel to accommodate me for a few days.

As I sat, alone that evening, shaded from the warm sunshine in an idyllic Croatian street restaurant, I was expecting to enjoy the relief. But I didn't. I'd toyed with the idea of switching off my mobile phone, but I decided to leave it switched on. The note I'd left for Allison explained everything, but I felt she deserved a full explanation should she decide to phone me. The phone was on the table in front of me, silent. A part of me hoped she would care enough to phone, but she didn't. My initial relief gradually faded and the void without the excitement of Allison left me feeling depressed. The previous few days had been the most exiting and erotic of my life, and now I'd walked away from it. I'd known that Allison was a sadist before I'd accepted her invitation. She'd made no secret of it, so she would be quite justified in feeling aggrieved. I spent the remainder of the evening at the restaurant, blind to the beauty of my surroundings. I'd hardly noticed the excellent food and wine, and the phone in front of me still remained silent.

I returned to my hotel feeling even more depressed. Of course Allison wouldn't phone. She'd given up on me. I even considered phoning her, but the fear of rejection, added to the fear of even more severe punishment, prevented me. As I climbed into bed, I tried to resign myself to life without her. I was facing a huge void, but I reasoned that I had been happy enough before I'd met her, so I could be again. I only wished that I didn't have to spend the next few days in Croatia, waiting for my flight. It would have been better to get back to work.

My pulse was raised a few days later as I stepped from my taxi at Dubrovnik airport. My flight was due to depart in two hours. Allison knew my flight details, and she might have sailed the boat back to Dubrovnik marina by now. If she had wanted to talk to me, to give me a second chance, or to confront me face to face, to tell me what she thought of me, now was her chance. I'd spent a quite miserable time over the past few days, concluding that she'd wasted her time and effort on me. I was ashamed of myself. I was a coward. The way I'd ended our relationship by writing a note, then skulking away. The way I'd led her to believe that I was a possible foil for her sadistic tastes, only to run away when I discovered that being spanked hurt. What did I expect?

There was no sign of her at the airport. I didn't attempt to hide in a corner. If she'd wanted to find me, I made sure she could. There had been no phone calls or messages. She was finished with me. When the plane took to the air, I tried to think positively. The amazing time with Allison was a thing of the past. We weren't compatible. It was a shame, but it was a fact. Now I had to look ahead. My career was promising and there would be other girlfriends, hopefully the right one for me, to look forward to. What a shame I'd lost Emily.

I convinced myself that my parting from Allison was a blessing. The career she had chosen was sure to end in tears, and it wouldn’t do me any good to be implicated in her crimes. I stepped off the plane to a dull and wet London. The complete contrast to the warm weather of Dubrovnik was welcome. It made it easier to cut myself off from what I was trying to forget. My brief time spent with Allison now just a dream to be forgotten.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN   

I did, indeed, feel as if I'd returned to reality after an amazing and bizarre dream, when I picked up on life as it had been before Allison. I didn't recognise the person I had been destined to become if I'd stayed with her. I didn't hear from her and I imagined I would never see her again. I made a point of not taking walks in locations I might expect to bump into her.

I threw myself back into my work, and soon had a new, more conventional, girlfriend. Katherine was pretty and charismatic. She had a proper job, working for the Ministry of Defence, and she didn't require me to take a thrashing before she would agree to sleep with me. I convinced myself that life was perfect. But it wasn't. According to my rational life plan, I had everything I wanted, but that didn't account for the magic that Allison had brought to a relationship. I tried to convince myself that the reason I still yearned for Allison was because she remained unconquered as she'd never allowed me to sleep with her. But deep inside me I knew it was more than that. Perhaps I did have a masochistic streak buried inside me, and Allison had been just starting to coax it out, when I had run away from her. I also had to keep reminding myself that she was basically a crook, and would probably end up with a criminal record. The last thing I needed was to be implicated in any illegal activity. These confusing and conflicting thoughts continued to gnaw at me, although I mostly managed to push them out of my mind. Time was a great healer, I convinced myself. Given time, the memory of Allison, and the emotions she stirred in me, would fade away.

It was four months after I had walked out on Allison that I was dramatically reminded that she still figured in my life. I had an unannounced visit from two police officers at work and was asked to accompany them to a police station as they had reasons to believe that I might be able to help them with their enquiries. Declining was not an option, and eyebrows were raised in my office as I was accompanied off the premises. The drive to the police station shed no light on why they wanted to talk to me, but I obviously suspected that Allison would have something to do with it. The officers were pleasant enough, but vague on the reasons for their interest in me. At the police station I was shown to an interview room, where I was soon joined by middle aged, balding, gentleman who introduced himself as Inspector Dunn. He set up a recording device, stating our names and the time and date, before beginning the interview.

“Thanks for agreeing to come here to talk to me, Mr Weller. Have you been offered tea or coffee, by the way?”

“I'm fine, thanks,” I answered, trying to appear confident, but mystified. “Can you tell me why I'm here? I haven't done anything wrong, have I?”

“We were wondering what you might be able to tell us about a woman called Klaudia Dominski, although you might know her as Allison Smith.”

“I'm not sure,” I replied, with my face no doubt showing that I was lying. “Smith's a common name.”

“It is indeed, Mr Weller, but you should remember this particular woman because on the twenty-seventh of August last year were seen having a drink with her in a bar called The Connaught in Peter's Street, London. You should remember that you had just attended a training seminar at a company called ForPro, where Miss Smith had presented the lecture.”

“Oh yes, I remember now,” I replied, with my mind racing. “I think I asked her a question when the lecture had finished, and, well, we got chatting, and we decided to go for a drink.”

“Have you seen, or spoken to her since?”

“I don't think so,” I lied. I knew my face was flushing.

“We do have access to the phone records of the phone Miss Dominski was using at the time, so we know she phoned you on both your mobile and your office on numerous occasions after your meeting in the bar.”

“Oh, yes. I remember now,” I replied, feeling my face flush even more. I was hopeless at lying. “I think she was interested in renting a flat. I might have given her my business card in the bar.”

“And did you find a flat for her?”

“Er, no, I don't think we did. I don't think we had anything suitable.”

“So if I sent officers to your office, requesting to see if there was any evidence that you had let a flat to Miss Smith, or Miss Dominski, they wouldn't be able to find anything to the contrary?”

“That's right,” I lied, squirming inside.

“OK,” he said, rising to his feet, “I'll arrange for one of my officers to do that right away. Excuse me for a minute.”

“No, wait,” I said, in panic, as he made for the door. “Yes, I did find a flat for her.”

He turned, slowly, then returned to sit back down opposite me.

“Perhaps you should start being honest with me, Mr Weller. The way this is going, you could end up being charged with being and accessory to fraud. It might pay you to cooperate.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” I replied, now terrified. “I just didn't want to get her into any trouble.”

“You don’t need to worry about that, she's already in trouble, Mr Weller. Do you know where she is?”

“No. Honestly. I haven't seen her for about four months. It did, at one stage, look as if we were going to have a relationship, but I thought better of it, and ended it. I haven't seen her since.”

“Were you aware of her criminal activities?”

“Yes, I was, but I didn't approve, and I told her so, but she wasn't going to change. That's one of the reasons I ended our relationship.”

I got the impression that he believed me, now, and I was relieved that I really didn't know where she was.

“Why don't we go back to the beginning,” he suggested, “and tell me how you first met Allison.”

I told him almost everything, except I missed out any references to her sadistic tastes, and I didn't tell him about meeting Jasmine. I felt unable to betray her. At the end of my account, he sat back, seemingly satisfied.

“We will still need the files relating to the letting of the flat to Allison. Perhaps you can arrange that for me?”

“Yes, of course.”

“I'll need to talk to you again, and I'll need you to sign a statement, so stay available.”

“OK. I'll do that.”

“Good. That will be all for the time being, Mr Weller. I'll get someone to drive you back to your office to pick up the files on Miss Smith.”

My day didn't get any better. When I arrived back at my office with a police officer, I had to confront my boss, Simon. He is a devil for detail, and when I told him the police wanted to take some files away, he was understandably obstructive, and wanted to know why. I explained that one of our past tenants was implicated in a fraud case and the police were trying to track her down. Simon insisted that I made copies of all the files we were lending to the police, before he allowed them to leave the office. The atmosphere in the office was frosty, and when I left for home I noticed that Simon was studying the copied files on Allison.

The following day, Simon sacked me. It hadn't taken him long to discover that the references on Allison Smith were forgeries. He said I hadn’t followed them up, which was standard company procedure. If I had, I would have discovered they were fictitious. He couldn't afford to have sloppy team members. Our clients relied on us to thoroughly vet tenants, and any adverse publicity triggered by police involvement would be damaging. I had to go. There was no notice, just a month's money. I was back in my flat by mid-morning, in despair. The 'vase girl' had cost me my job, and possibly my career. 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

The phrase 'it never rains but it pours' proved to be spot on.

I arranged to see Katherine that evening. I needed a sympathetic ear, but she wasn't sympathetic at all. I left out a lot of detail, but she asked a lot of questions, and by the end of our evening together she knew that I'd had a relationship with a woman who I'd known to be a fraud, and that I'd let a flat out to her, knowing that she would use is as a base for her crimes, and that I'd knowingly accepted forged references from her, and that I'd then gone on a sailing holiday with her, presumably paid for with the proceeds of her crime. She also knew that there was a warrant out for Allison's arrest and that I could even be charged as an accessory to fraud. She was quite cold as we parted, telling me I was a fool, and she phoned me the following morning to tell me that our relationship was over. She said her job could be in jeopardy if she continued to associate with someone like me. I felt like a leper.

My priority now was to get another job, but I needed a few calm days to take stock and get my head straight, but that didn't happen. Inspector Dunn called me later that afternoon. He told me that Klaudia Dominski had been arrested at Newhaven while attempting to leave the country by ferry. He would be interviewing her later that day and he might want to talk to me again, so I shouldn't make any plans to travel. Then he warned me that the press had somehow got hold of the story and advised me not to talk to them. I soon found a news article on the internet:

CON WOMAN ARRESTED TRYING TO FLEE THE COUNTRY

Polish national, Klaudia Dominski, also known to call herself Allison Smith, was arrested at Newhaven this morning as she tried to flee the country to avoid fraud charges. She is thought to have cheated investors out of more than £250,000 as she posed as a professional forex trader, while working freelance for the city company ForPro. A company spokesman confirmed that all investors would be reimbursed and that procedures had now been put in place to prevent a similar crime happening again.  

I needed a break, so I went to the cinema. It proved to be a waste of time as I was unable to think about anything other than my plight. I’d had my phone switched to silent, and found I had a text message from an unknown number when I left the cinema:

'Thought you should know that Allison has been arrested. Jasmine'

I assumed that Allison had given her my number. I certainly hadn’t. I found a pub not far from the cinema, bought a beer, then replied:

'I know. I've been interviewed by the police. They might be bugging my phone'

She replied a few minutes later.

'Oh gosh! Perhaps we could meet for a chat. I have an antiques shop in Mayfair. You could pop in?'

* * *

Jasmine's antique shop was quite up market. I didn't know anything about antiques, but from my limited knowledge I could see it was bursting with expensive items, including what I thought might be Regency furniture, as well as several fine clocks, mirrors and paintings. The shop was quite modest in size, and had a small office at the rear, which is where Jasmine, dressed immaculately, led me. She closed the office door, sat down at her desk, then offered me a seat opposite her.

“I can keep an eye on the shop with this,” she said, pointing to a CCTV monitor on her desk. “I don't need many sales each week to make a living, so we probably won't be disturbed. I spend most of my time on the phone, or reading.”

“You seem a bit limited for space, here,” I said, just to make polite conversation.

“I am, very,” she agreed, “but the rent per square foot here is eye-watering. I have a lot more stock in a warehouse at my country retreat. It's a converted barn. I have all the items photographed and catalogued, so I can show images, then I can have an item brought up here if I have a potential buyer.”

The mention of the barn brought back the memory of my eavesdropping on Jasmine and Allison. This was the place Allison had wanted to take me for serious punishment. The dread and excitement I had felt came flooding back. I think I managed to conceal my feelings.

“Have you seen Allison, recently?” I asked. “I haven't seen her for months.”

“Yes. We've been seeing a lot of each other since you left her to fend for herself on a boat. She was very upset about that, by the way.”

“I didn't want to upset her, but, well, I won't go into detail, but I don't think we were entirely compatible. I couldn't face having to explain it, so I took the cowards way out.”

“Yes, you did, didn't you. As I said, she was very upset. She still is.”

“When did you last speak to her? Is she OK?”

“I spoke to her yesterday, on the phone. She's fine, but she's not being allowed bail. It was her idea that I contact you.”

“I thought she'd never want to see or hear from me again,” I replied.

“She wanted you to know that she is going to plead guilty. She doesn't want a drawn out trial that might involve you or I being in any way implicated in her crimes. She's made a statement to the effect that she acted entirely alone, and that she is guilty. She's been told to expect a custodial sentence. Perhaps a year.”

I was touched by Allison's concern for Jasmine and myself.

“I feel even more guilty about leaving her, now,” I said.

“Somewhere, underneath all that sadism and criminal activity, there is some decency,” she said. “I know all about her sadistic tastes, by the way. I share them. That's part of the bond we have.”

I had already assumed this about Jasmine, but now it was confirmed. I looked up into her eyes, briefly, then down at the desk top.

“Can I get you tea?” She asked.

I accepted. She disappeared into a small kitchen behind the office, returning a few minutes later with a decorative tea pot, and bone china cups and saucers on a silver tray.

“She really had high hopes for you,” she said, as she took her seat again.

“So did I,” I admitted, “but, without going into too much detail, there were aspects I couldn't cope with.”

“She was convinced that you could. You're talking about the spankings, of course. She told me all about them, by the way. She was convinced they were right for you. She’s usually a good judge of people. She's usually right.”

I felt my face flush. I couldn't get my head around how easily she was able to talk about spanking. She spoke so casually about it, as if she might about the weather.

“Well, there was the criminal aspect, as well. I really didn't approve of that. Look where that's landed her,” I said.

“I agree with you about that. She’s a very talented lady. I'm sure she could do well at whatever she chose. I'm going to have a serious talk to her about that when I visit her. Perhaps you should too. Between us we might persuade her to try something that will keep her out of trouble.”

“Do you think she'd like me to visit?” I asked.

“I'll ask her. She might like to see you, but she's angry with you, so she might be stubborn. I'll do my best to persuade her. You might be good for her. She never seems able to settle with men.”

As I was talking to Jasmine, I began to realise that Allison was still more important to me than I'd wanted to admit. I began to feel I should give her another try. But the spankings still terrified me.

“Could you tell her that I'm sorry I walked out on her and I'd love to visit her?”

“I will. Anyway, how is life treating you?”

“Lately, a disaster.”

I went on to explain what had happened when the police took me in for questioning, leading to me getting sacked, then being dumped by Katherine.

“Oh dear. I'm so sorry. Allison will feel terrible about it.”

“It's probably best if you don't tell her. There's no point giving her more to worry about. She's got enough on her plate already, and it's not going to help me getting a job.”

“You do care about her. I won't tell her, but I'll see if I can get her to agree to a visit from you. She's in remand in a prison in Banstead, Surrey. I'm seeing her in the morning. She will have to agree to add you to her approved visitor list before you'll be allowed to see her.”

I left Jasmine's shop after spending about an hour with her, and she promised to phone me after she had visited Allison. I travelled home with mixed feelings: Excited, but nervous, that I might pick up again with Allison one day, but depressed about my career prospects.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The estate agency I had been sacked from was one of London's more prestigious, and it's a small world at the top of the property business. They all know each other, so I had no doubt that news of my dismissal, and the reason for it, would soon be common knowledge amongst the elite of companies. It was depressing to phone one after another, to be told they currently had no vacancies, when I knew that a week earlier any one of them would have snapped me up.

By the afternoon, I concluded I was toxic. I discovered that the national press were running the story about the con woman who had been caught trying to flee the country, and I'd been rejected by estate agents I'd normally considered below me. I had a problem looming. I had a modest bank balance, so was able to service my mortgage payments for a short time only. If I didn’t get a job soon, I might be forced to sell the flat.

Jasmine phoned during the afternoon.

“Hello, Matt. I've been to see her.”

“How is she?”

“She's OK. She just wants to get the trial over with so she knows what her sentence will be.”

“Can I visit her?”

“No. She doesn't want to see you. Sorry.”

This upset me more than I had expected. I was speechless.

“How's the job hunting going?”

“Nothing, yet.”

“Sorry to hear that. I'll let you know if Allison changes her mind.”

“OK. Thanks.”

I felt myself descending into serious depression that evening. I couldn't see anything positive. I'd been sacked, my girlfriend had dumped me, nobody wanted to employ me, and Allison didn't want to see me. In the space of just a few days, my life had been turned upside down. To make matters worse, I'd gathered from photographs placed on social media, that my ex-lover, Emily, now had a steady boyfriend. The following day, I couldn't even bring myself to lift the phone. I couldn't face any more rejection.

* * *

It was Jasmine who came to the rescue, when she phoned about a week later.

“Any luck with finding work?”

“Still nothing. I'm thinking I might give up on estate agency work. They all seem to know about my association with a con-woman. I might have to try something else. How's Allison?”

“She's OK. Look, I've been wondering if you might be able to help me out for the odd day, just while you're looking for work. I've got a man, Edward, who works for me on a casual basis, but he's hurt his back. He's near retirement age, and he just does the odd job for me. I was wondering if you might be able to help out? I can’t afford to pay you much, but it might help.”

“Anything will be better than sitting around making futile phone calls. What do you want done?”

“Nothing very exciting, I'm afraid. I need a few items of furniture moved from my warehouse to my shop. The warehouse is in a place called Heron's Ghyll, East Sussex. It's just the other side of East Grinstead.”

“I could do that, but I don't have a van.”

“I have a van. Can I suggest that I meet you there so I can show you around, then give you the keys to the warehouse and the van?”

We arranged to meet on the following Sunday morning. She made a note of my email address, then sent me a map of how to find the place. I didn't bother phoning any more estate agents.

* * *

There was something exciting about visiting the barn where Allison had planned to subject me to a caning, and that was on my mind as I drove down to Heron's Ghyll that following Sunday morning. The sketched map Jasmine had sent me was invaluable. I would never have found the place otherwise. It was called 'JAY'S BARN' and was found by taking a left turn off the main road about a mile the other side of the village, down a long, narrow, unmade track that was only wide enough for one vehicle. To the left of the track was a cow field, and to the right, dense woodland. The track curved to the right after about two hundred yards, into a clearing in the woods, where stood the 'L' shaped building, in complete seclusion.

The 'L' shape of the building, flanked by woodland, formed a gravel courtyard. The part of the barn facing me, as I pulled in, had been converted to a home, with windows over two floors, and several large pot plants arranged outside. The part of the building to my left was obviously the warehouse. This part had no windows, just a large double door at the front. There was a new 4x4 vehicle and a white van already parked in the courtyard. Even now, as I scanned the building, I found myself wondering where the punishments were carried out. The door to the house opened as I stepped from the car, to reveal Jasmine, smiling. She was wearing faded blue jeans and a white T shirt, and looked beautiful.

“You heard me coming,” I said, as she stepped aside to welcome me to her home.

“I saw you coming,” she replied. “I have a CCTV system here. Tea?”

She led me to a large, modern kitchen, fitted with white oak kitchen units. The external walls were the original, natural stone of the barn, and the internal walls were rustic red brick. The floor was laid with red quarry tiles. She sat me down at a light oak kitchen table, then put the kettle on.

“How's Allison?” I asked.

“She's fine. She wants to get the trial over. She's getting on well with inmates and staff, so life is bearable for her.”

“Is she still reluctant to see me?”

“I’m afraid it seems that way. She's grateful for your concern for her, though.”

I tried to conceal my disappointment.

“How do you like my country retreat?” she asked, changing the subject.

“From what I've seen, it looks amazing, and so secluded. Do have any nearby neighbours?”

“Apart from cows, the nearest neighbour is the farmer, about half a mile away. My husband and I bought the barn about five years ago. It was derelict and we didn't get round to having it converted before our divorce. I kept it as part of the settlement, so I've been able to carry out the conversion to my own plans. I'm very proud of it. I'll be happy show you around, if you like, when we've finished our tea.”

I was still recovering from the blow that Allison still didn't want to see me, but I was keen to have a look around. I was more than curious to know where the corporal punishment was carried out. While we drank our tea, she explained that she had decided not to mention to Allison that I might be helping out with her antique business because that might have led her to guess that I had lost my job at the estate agency. With the tea finished, Jasmine began the tour of her fabulous property. She was clearly very proud of it, and I told her that I would have loved to have a house like it on my books in my previous occupation.

As well as the kitchen, the ground floor consisted of a utility room, a large lounge, a dining room and a bathroom. There was also a small lobby at the rear, which we didn't go into. The first floor was noticeably larger, and included three sumptuous bedrooms, each with an en-suite bathroom with shower. I assumed the first floor extended over the rear of the warehouse to account for its far larger size. The windows at the rear overlooked a small clearing in front of the dense woodland. A few bird feeders were attracting numerous wild birds.

When Jasmine took me to the warehouse, it was immediately obvious to me that the external and internal lengths of the building were considerably different. Some might have not noticed this, but I was searching for the punishment chamber. Now I thought I knew where it was. It excited me to be in the proximity of the place where Allison had planned to punish me. The first floor of Jasmine’s home accounted for the reduced length of the warehouse at an upper level, but on the ground floor there was a significant area Jasmine had not shown me. This had to be the secret punishment chamber, and probably accessed via the rear lobby she had also not shown me into. The warehouse held a treasure trove of antiques. She showed me how each item was labelled, then catalogued. There were a few items that needed to be shifted to the shop, and she told me that Sunday was the easiest day to do this. Together, we loaded the van. She took some time to make sure that all items were secured with straps and cushioned from each other to make sure they weren't damaged in transit. We agreed the money side of our arrangement, which was far less than I'd been used to earning, but grateful for. I was casually employed.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

I'd found the job hunting so depressing that I didn't bother for the next few weeks. The odd jobs that Jasmine offered me paid a few bills, got me out and about, and also kept me updated on Allison. I couldn’t forget Allison. I hadn't suggested again to Jasmine that she ask Allison if I could visit, because I didn't want to suffer another rejection.

Jasmine frequently attended auctions, and usually arranged for Edward to mind the shop for her when she needed to be out during opening hours. If he wasn’t available, she sometimes had to close the shop, or miss the auction. It was on one such an occasion, after I'd carried out a few deliveries for her, that she asked me if I could mind the shop for an afternoon. Again, the money was quite poor, but I was pleased at do it. At her suggestion, I arrived at her shop an hour before she needed to leave, so she could show me how everything worked, how to operate the till and process payments, and also how to lock up and set the alarm. She had suggested that I should bring a book to read, as I might get bored. Instead, after confirming she had Wi-Fi available, I came with my laptop.

I had only two visitors to the shop during the afternoon, and they were just browsing. Jasmine had explained that a lot of visitors were by appointment. I was not bored, however, as I had arrived with a plan. I selected one item for sale in the shop, at random, then read Jasmine's catalogued description, after which I researched the item and the era on the internet, making notes where relevant. My purpose was to be in a position to talk to a prospective buyer with some authority about that particular item. The first item I chose was a Regency table. When I was happy with that, I moved on to another item. By closing time, I had researched and taken notes on six items. I hadn't scratched the surface of the total stock, but I'd learned a lot. I'd also taken photographs and catalogue numbers of another six items, which allowed me to continue my research at home. I hoped Jasmine would be reassured that she could trust me when she opened the shop the following morning to find everything in order.

I made my first sale about two weeks later. It was refectory table and I sold it for the full price of three and a half thousand pounds. Jasmine was surprised and delighted. She'd been trying to sell it for six months, and pleased to have the extra space the large table had freed up for new stock. When I made my second sale a week later, she hinted that she might need to start paying me a bit more. I was starting to take my role seriously, now, so I began wearing smarter clothes when working in the shop. My knowledge of the stock was becoming increasingly comprehensive, and the sales began to increase under my stewardship. As I pointed out to Jasmine, I was an estate agent, so I knew how to sell. I just needed to increase my product knowledge. Edward was happy to play an increasingly minor role as my hours working for Jasmine steadily increased.

Two months after Allison's arrest, she was sentenced to one year in prison. As she had already served two months, and could expect to serve only six months of the sentence for good behaviour, so she expected to serve just another four months. Jasmine visited her regularly, and told me she was a lot happier now she knew where she stood. She was a model prisoner, and made herself useful by holding English classes for other inmates. Her English, I knew, was better than most. But Jasmine reported that Allison still didn't want me to visit. She wished me well, but that was all. I was bitterly disappointed, and even considered asking Jasmine to tell Allison that I would be prepared to submit to whatever she wanted, if she would consider seeing me again, but it seemed a ridiculous offer to make. I hid my disappointment as best I could.

I suppose I'm naturally inquisitive, and in the case of Jasmine, I was more so, not least because of her shared interests with Allison. Although I was now working for her almost full time, I rarely saw her to talk to for any length of time. Usually when I met her it was just to hand over the shop, so when I arrived, she would leave. We'd chat only for as long as needed to update on trade. One particular afternoon, when Jasmine was attending an auction, I was researching an eighteenth century mahogany bureau we had for sale, and I'd made a significant discovery about the likely maker. I was quite excited about it and looking forward to telling Jasmine, as I thought she might have underestimated its value. While researching this, I came across an image of another desk that looked familiar. It took less than a second to realise why. I was sitting at one. Jasmine's office desk was antique, finished in walnut, and was remarkably similar to the desk I had stumbled across. It was described as Italian, and it was noted that many of them had been designed with secret drawers, often hidden behind normal drawers.

With my curiosity aroused, I began to remove drawers from the desk, and soon discovered that the second drawer down, on the right, was shorter than the others, and sure enough, peering into the recess, revealed another drawer concealed behind. I had to push my finger through a hole in the face of the hidden drawer, before finding a spring release lever. Feeling quite guilty, I pulled out the second drawer. It held just one item, a long key with an intricate pattern cut into the bit. It looked like it could be the key to a safe, and my eyes fell on the large old safe that stood at the rear of the office. I should have returned the key to its hiding place, but I didn't. Jasmine wasn't expected back that afternoon, so I thought it would do no harm to see if the key fitted the safe. It did, and I couldn't resist having a look inside. I pulled open the heavy door to reveal metal shelving, mostly used for storing documents, plus a few antique watches and a tray of antique jewellery. On the bottom shelf there was an old biscuit tin, which I opened to find a selection computer memory sticks, each with a small adhesive label attached with a man's name written on it . Picking up one labelled 'George', I couldn't resist slipping it into my laptop USB port.

The stick held a series of videos. I clicked on one at random, and began to play, and was astonished to see my screen fill with the image of a naked man strapped over some sort of wooden horse, with his bare bottom thrust up in a quite revealing manner. I should have stopped then. I should have quit the video, returned it to the safe, then put the key back on its hiding place. But I couldn't resist watching a little of the video. In the background I could see a stone wall, and a row of what looked like canes, straps and whips, presumably hanging from wall hooks. I guessed I was seeing the inside of the punishment chamber at Jay's Barn. It was a good quality recording, and also had good quality sound, as I discovered when I heard the unmistakable voice of Jasmine:

“So, George, once again you have failed to meet your weight loss target.”

She stepped into view of the camera, to stand next to the naked man. She was wearing a skin-tight, black, leather, trouser suit, and looked stunning. I was agog at what I was seeing.

“I had quite expected,” she continued, “that after your last caning, you would have been persuaded to take your weight loss program more seriously, but it seems, once again, I was too lenient with you. Not only have you failed to meet your target loss, but you have actually put on two pounds.”

“Sorry, Miss,” whimpered the man.

“You will be, George,” she purred, “make no mistake, I will make sure you are very sorry before you leave here today. I've bought a new implement, and I can't wait to try it on you, after I've caned you.”

“I really am sorry, Miss,” he pleaded. “I don't think I can take a caning any more severe than last time.”

“It's too late for sorry, George,” she said, quietly, as her black, gloved had, traced a line across his helpless bare bottom,”And I must correct you. Of course you can take a more severe caning. You have no choice in the matter. Do you remember how many strokes you received last time?”

“Twenty-four, Miss,” he whimpered.

“Correct,” she replied, “So today you will receive thirty-six. Then I will allow you a few minutes to compose yourself, before I try my new implement. It's a heavy, leather tawse, by the way.”

“Please, no, Miss,” he pleaded, “That's too much.”

“I think I'll have you silent, now,” she said, as she left his side, then stepped over to the array of implements hanging from the wall. “If I hear even one more word from you, I will increase your caning to forty-eight strokes. Is that understood? You may answer.”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, miserably.

Jasmine took her time to select a cane, flexing several between her hands, before she made her decision. She had a smile on her face as she approached George with her final choice, a cane that must have been about three feet long. I saw him twitch, as she swished it through the air. I thought I heard him sob as she took her position to his left, then carefully measure the cane across the centre of his trembling bare bottom. I found myself holding my breath as she gently tapped the target with the cane, as she adjusted her footing.

The sound of the shop door opening shocked me back to reality. I looked up at the CCTV monitor. To my dismay, I saw Jasmine closing the front door behind her. In complete panic, I closed down the computer, then pushed put the desk drawer back in place, but I didn't have time to fit the secret drawer, so I slid it under the desk. I just had time for a clumsy effort to close the safe door with my foot, before Jasmine stepped into the office. I must have looked as if a ghost had walked in.

“The item I wanted was withdrawn, so there was no point in staying,” she said, cheerfully, as she took off her jacket, then hung it on a hanger.

As she turned around, her eyes fell on the safe door, which had remained slightly ajar. The key was still in it! Her eyes narrowed as she looked back at me.

“Why is my safe open?” she demanded.

She didn't wait for an answer, and I didn't have one. She pulled open the safe door, then stooped down to see the tin with the lid removed. She rose slowly to her feet.

“Is there anything missing from the safe?” she asked, coldly.

I took the memory stick from my computer, then handed it to her. She looked at the label, then stooped down to put it in the tin. There were several long seconds of silence as she then stood glaring at me. I sat with my eyes looking down at the desk top in shame.

“Is that everything?”

I nodded, not looking up, then reached under the desk to retrieve the secret drawer. The uncomfortable silence resumed for a few more seconds, before she spoke again.

”Some people like to collect stamps. Personally, I'd find that boring. I like to collect recordings of thrashings I've enjoyed administering, but it's a private collection. That's why it's locked in my safe.”

She stooped down again to lock the safe, then removed the key, to emphasise the point.

“I'll tell you what's going to happen now,” she said, icily. “You are going to pack your things, give me back all the keys of mine that you have, then you will leave. I want you out of here in the next minute, never to soil my premises again.”

She turned her back on me, as if unable to bear even looking at me. I packed my laptop, then took her keys from my keyring.

“Here's the keys,” I said, almost sobbing.

“Leave them on the desk,” she hissed, keeping her back turned on me.

I was close to tears as I left the shop.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

I arrived back at my flat feeling more depressed than ever. Just when my life was beginning to show promise again, my stupidity had ruined it. I toyed with the idea of phoning Jasmine, or sending her an email, promising never to let her down again and asking for a second chance, but I guessed it would be futile. She would still be seething.

The following morning I felt a bit more positive. Perhaps it was because I had reached what seemed like rock bottom. The only way was up. I knew what I had to do. After a little more research on the bureau I’d wanted to tell Jasmine about, I composed an email to her:

Dear Jasmine,

Please don’t let it end like this.

I have a curious nature, and that could be an asset for you. For example, yesterday morning I was researching the 18th century mahogany bureau you have up for sale at £600. On the underside of the desk top, is a very small inlay of veneer that reads 'TU'. It is close to the hinge and easily missed. I believe it might be the signature of Thomas Underwood, in which case you might find that the price you are asking for it falls considerably short of its real value.

My curious nature can also be my undoing. I wasn't looking for your safe key yesterday. I stumbled across information on secret drawers in antique Italian furniture, and I realised that your office desk was typical of the design. I discovered that one of the desk drawers was shorter than the others, and that led to my discovery of the safe key in the secret drawer. I would never steal from you, and I shouldn't have tried the key, but I did.

Just like the desk drawer that is too short, hiding a secret drawer behind, I have also noticed that the ground floor of your home, Jay's Barn, is shorter than the first floor. My guess is that this hides a secret punishment chamber. Perhaps this is where my unauthorised use of the safe key might be better dealt with. I've thought hard about this, and I realise the implications of this suggestion.

I hope to continue to be an asset to your antique business. I enjoy working for you and I would love to help your business prosper.

I really do hope to hear from you.

Yours sincerely,

Matt.   

I knew that if I hesitated, I would probably never send it. After checking it through, I clicked on 'send'. It was done. For some reason, I was quite optimistic that I might receive a positive reply. The prospect was both terrifying and exciting, but the relief would be huge.

My hand was shaking, when, the following day, I checked my emails to discover I had a reply from Jasmine. I prayed the reply wouldn't be a rejection as I opened it.

Dear Matt,

Your deduction regarding Jay's Barn is correct and I agree to your suggestion for dealing with your unacceptable behaviour. Meet me there tonight at 7.00. Please confirm you will comply with this instruction and will follow all subsequent instructions without question when you arrive at the barn.

Sincerely,

Jasmine.

I thought I had mentally prepared for what I had half hoped as a reply, but seeing it in black and white, from her own hand, was a shock. I shuddered as I re-read it. There was no question of me not attending. It was not an option. I replied at once:

Dear Jasmine,

I can confirm I will be attending as instructed and will comply with all further instructions without question.

Thank you. I'm very grateful.

Kind Regards,

Matt

CHAPTER TWENTY

I can't put into words how I felt when I set off on my journey. Terrified relief would probably be the most accurate description. I was certainly aware that my foot was shaking as I tried to use the car’s foot pedals smoothly. I tried to console myself with the knowledge that in two hours it would probably be over. I would have received the punishment I deserved, and of that, I had no doubt.

All too soon I arrived at Jay's Barn. Jasmine's car and the van were in the drive. It was five minutes to seven. As I stepped from my car, my legs were unsteady. My dread was now intense. My punishment was imminent. I tried to put the thought of pain out of my mind, tried to forget how agonising my spanking from Allison had been. I was quite sure this punishment would be worse, probably the cane, but I couldn't imagine worse. As I reached the front door of Jasmine's house, I suddenly felt panic rising up inside me. It was still possible for me to avoid this madness. All I had to do was turn around and get back in my car. Jasmine would never lower herself to chase after me. I hesitated, then the door opened. Her cool eyes met mine, and my fate was sealed.

She said nothing, as she stood aside to beckon me in. She had that same sadistic look of excitement in her eyes as Allison had when she had spanked me. She had the hint of a smile on her lips, suggesting she was looking forward to punishing me. She closed the door quietly behind her. I was hers.

“Come with me,” she said, as she led the way along the passage to the rear lobby. She was wearing a smart, dark, close-fitting, short skirt, with a short-sleeved white blouse. She was trim and looked frighteningly fit. I followed meekly behind.

We stepped through a door leading off the rear lobby, into another passage, passing a bathroom. She stopped outside another door, leading to a bedroom

“You will undress in here,” she said, crisply. “I require you to be completely naked for your punishment, so remove everything, including your watch. Join me in the punishment chamber when you are ready.”

She walked off towards a door at the far end of the passage, without waiting for a reply. I stepped into the bedroom, then caught a look at my terrified face in a mirror. My circumstances seemed surreal, but I had engineered it myself. Something from within had drawn me to this. My heart was pounding as I began to undress. Unbearable agony was almost certainly imminent, and it was quite clear that my elegant tormentor was going to enjoy it. I removed the last item of clothing, my boxer shorts, then made my way down the passage to the punishment chamber, I had never felt so exposed in my life. I pushed open the door, then clasped my hands in front of me. The scene that greeted me almost caused me to lose control of my bladder.

The chamber was dimly lit, apart from the sinister object that stood in the centre of the room, which was picked out by spotlights. There could be no mistaking its purpose. It resembled an over-engineered saw horse, made of sturdy, dark, polished wood. The two heavy legs at the front were shorter that the two nearer to where I stood, resulting in the wide wooden platform that topped the structure, sloping down. Two large holes, with polished, rounded edges, had been cut into the platform, about two feet apart, near the front. It was obvious that these were to accommodate the arms of the person to be whipped. Various thick, dark, leather straps hung ominously from numerous parts of the structure, ready to embrace and hold secure its luckless customer. It was, of course, the same structure I had briefly seen George strapped down over in the video clip, but seeing it in the flesh was different. The structure was bolted down to the floor with heavy steel brackets attached to each leg, and there was no doubt whatsoever that anyone who allowed themselves to be strapped down over this structure would remain in position, no matter how desperately they struggled, until they were released.

I briefly looked to the far wall, where an array of terrifying whips, canes and straps, were hanging from hooks, ready for use, then I turned to see Jasmine, sitting at a table, watching my reaction to her punishment chamber with interest. I noted that there were several other chairs placed along the wall, so, even in my terrified state, I assumed that punishments were sometimes administered before an audience. There were a few other items of furniture, cupboards, and chests of drawers, that I didn't really register in my terrified state.

“It's my bespoke whipping horse,” she said, as her eyes drifted from mine, to the sinister structure I was about to become closely acquainted with. “She's made of oak, and has witnessed many tears. You will find her totally unyielding, but comfortable if you manage to resign yourself to your fate, and try to resist the urge to struggle. Struggling is futile, but amusing to watch, so feel free.”

There were a few moments of silence, which to me seemed like an eternity, as we both looked at the whipping horse, then Jasmine rose slowly to her feet. As I felt her firm right hand take hold of my shoulder, I once again felt my bladder threaten to embarrass me. As she started to lead me towards my fate, I felt so frightened that I almost began to sob. How could this be happening to me? Why was I letting it happen? I was unable to resist.

“What punishment are you going to give me?” I whimpered, as she coaxed me to mount the whipping horse.

“Arms through the holes,” she said, ignoring my question, as she guided me to bend over the raised end. “That's right, now lay all your weight right down.”

I had never felt so humiliatingly exposed in my life. As I rested my body on the oak platform, with my arms now right through the holes up to my chest, my bare bottom was raised to now be the highest part of my body. Within a couple of seconds, she had buckled as heavy belt over my upper back, pinning me down. There was now no escape. More straps encircled my thighs and calves, ensuring that I was in a well bent over position, with my legs spread well apart. I couldn't bear to think how humiliatingly exposed I now was. My poor, gaping, bare bottom was totally helpless. I was close to tears from fear.

The final restraints were wrist cuffs, that secured my arms to the front legs of the horse.

“These are to stop you damaging your hands by wildly waving them around while you are being punished,” she explained. “The futile and bizarre waving of limbs some people exhibit while being punished never ceases to amaze me.” 

“I am going to cane you. This will be your first caning, I believe?” she asked, as she stood back to regard me.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“This will be a first for me, in one respect,” she said. “I don't think I've ever administered a real punishment caning. Usually it's really part of a contrived game, but this is the real thing. I'm quite excited. I've always wanted to administer a proper punishment caning.”

I tried to take control of my brain. I told myself that all I had to do was put up with a bit of pain, then it would probably be over in a few minutes. I needed to exercise self-control, and prove that I could take it.

She slowly walked around me, as if checking that I was secure, then she stepped over to her array of implements. She seemed in no hurry. I was desperate for her to get it over with, but I could tell she was enjoying my mental anguish. It was clearly part of the punishment. After flexing a few terrifying looking canes, she selected the one she seemed happy with. It was about three feet long, and a bit thicker than a pencil. She bent it in an arc as she approached me with it, demonstrating how flexible it was. An involuntary sob escaped my mouth as she swished the cane through the air. 

“Yes. I think this should do nicely,” she said, as she took her position to my left.

I strained with all my willpower to keep control as I felt her measure the cane across my helpless bare bottom. She began to lightly tap my bottom, as she adjusted her stance. To my absolute dismay, even these gentle taps stung!

“Twelve strokes,” she announced. “It should be more, but as it's your first caning I will exercise some moderation. They will, however, be administered soundly. You deserve nothing less. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Jasmine,” I whimpered.

There followed several agonisingly long seconds of suspense as she prepared to administer the first stroke. The cane continued to snap painfully across the centre of my taut bottom cheeks. I could see her feet shuffling slightly as she honed in on the perfect position from which to cane me. I could almost feel her eyes locked on my upturned bottom. I braced myself, as she drew in breath and I felt the cane lift away from me. I saw her body twist from the corner of my eye. Then I heard the whistle of the cane, followed by a sharp 'crack'. For the briefest of moments, I felt little pain. I almost felt relief. Then a blazing white hot line of fire seared across my bottom cheeks. I gasped in a lungful of air, as agony I hadn't previously believed possible raged across my bottom. I didn't think it could get any worse, but it did. The pain seemed to sink deep into my bottom cheeks, then blossom further and deeper. Even though I was unable to comprehend the level of pain, I forced myself to think rationally. She had made a mistake, surely. She had applied the cane stroke harder than she had intended. She was bound to realise her mistake, and the following strokes would be a little more moderate. Perhaps she would even let me off any more strokes, reasoning that I had already learned my lesson.

The next stroke shattered my deluded, wishful thinking. It was, if anything, even harder. Another excruciating line of fire joined the first, about an inch lower. My self-control abandoned me and total panic overcame me as I realised that I couldn't stand even one more stroke. The prospect of another ten was unthinkable. I began to struggle as if my life depended on it. The whipping horse was totally unyielding. Another ferocious stroke joined the first two, blazing a fresh trail of agony just at the very tops of my thighs. I lost control completely, and began shrieking.

There was no mercy and no compassion. Jasmine continued the caning at a steady pace, and unyieldingly hard. My screaming and desperate pleading for mercy fell on totally deaf ears. My frantic struggling was futile. The embrace of the whipping horse kept my bare bottom perfectly presented for each biting stroke of the cane.

I lost count of the strokes after about six, as my world escalated into agony that defied description.

It was over! I was hyperventilating and dripping with sweat. My bottom was burning and throbbing, but the fierce sting began to gradually ebb. Through tear filled eyes, I saw Jasmine replace the cane. It really was over. My relief was immense. When she turned to face me, she seemed a little flushed, and breathless. I could tell she was excited. She wiped a bead of sweat from her brow with the back of her hand.


She didn't release me for a few minutes. Instead she stood behind me for a few moments presumably admiring her work. I have never felt such relief as when I felt the first restraining strap being loosened.  

“You might want to freshen up in the shower,” she suggested, as she helped me up from the whipping horse. “Come through to the house when you are decent. I imagine you would like a cup of tea.”

“I'd enjoy a lot more than that if I wasn't driving,” I said.

“I'm sure you would, but I'm afraid you'll have to wait until you get home before you drink anything stronger. But don't overdo it. I want you in the shop at nine-thirty in the morning.”

She smiled, for the first time since I had arrived, as she left me to shower and dress.

The shower stung my raw bottom awfully, and I gazed at the lattice of raised purple weals in the bathroom mirror with astonishment before I dressed.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

“You were right about that bureau,” she said, the following morning, as I stepped stiffly into the shop. “It was made by John Underwood, and its value has been estimated at about two thousand pounds. I'm pleased to have you back.”

“I'm very grateful to have been given a second chance, Jasmine. I promise never to snoop like that again.”

“You can if you like,” she said, smiling, “now that we have established a disciplinary procedure. I'd be more than happy to cane you again, more severely next time, of course.”

I smiled nervously. She maintained eye contact for long enough to confirm that she wasn't joking.

“How are you recovering?” she asked.

“I'm very sore, and I think I've pulled just about every muscle in my body in my attempts to escape.”

“Many have tried to escape the embrace of my whipping horse, but nobody ever has. Efforts are completely futile, but so much fun to watch.”

“It was far more severe than I thought it would be. The pain was absolutely unbearable.”

“Good, that's how it should be. If it was bearable, it wouldn't really be punishment, would it?”

“No, I suppose not,” I agreed, nervously.

“I was actually quite lenient with you, as it was your first time. I used a cane of quite moderate weight, and I could have caned you harder.”

“It didn't feel lenient to me. I can't imagine pain any more extreme.”

“Then you had better not let me catch you doing anything bad again, had you?” she said, smiling. “And you certainly shouldn't ever let Allison get you over my whipping horse.”

“Why, is she more severe than you?”

“She absolutely is. I've never seen anyone able to put so much venom into administering punishment as Allison. She seems to have a natural gift.”

I shuddered at the thought, but something inside me stirred.

“Talking of Allison,” continued Jasmine. “I'm visiting her this afternoon. I think I should tell her that you are working for me. After all, she'll be out in a few months, and as far as I'm concerned, your position here isn't temporary any more, so she'll find out in due course anyway. It would be better to tell her now.”

“Yes. I agree.”

“I'm not going to tell her that I caned you, though. I think that should be our secret.”

“Yes. Probably best not to,” I agreed.

“Do you want me to pass on a message?”

“Just send my best wishes, and tell her that I'd still like to visit her.”

* * * 

Allison, through Jasmine, offered her apologies to me for being the cause of my job loss, but she said it didn't change anything. There was no future for us, so she'd prefer no visits. She repeated that she needed to focus on looking forward, not back. Jasmine told me that Allison was now actually quite happy in the prison. She was flourishing in her role as an English teacher to less educated inmates. I was happy to hear that, but surprisingly upset that she still refused to see me.

On the positive side, my work in the antique trade was going well. I was now earning a basic retainer, plus I had negotiated a profit sharing agreement with Jasmine, so I had a real incentive to help the business prosper. The marks on my bottom took two weeks to fade, but the memory of it was ingrained. I thought about it frequently, and surprised myself by sometimes wishing for it to happen again. The prospect excited me, and especially the prospect of being caned by Allison. Jasmine didn't mention my caning again, but from the occasional comment she made, I gathered that she was having fun dealing with other willing victims in her punishment chamber.

I just couldn't get Allison out of my head, and something stirred inside me when I imagined being helpless, and at her mercy. The vision wouldn’t go away. In fact the opposite was the case. I frequently found myself almost craving to be punished by her. I would become excited, even aroused. Then I remembered the excruciating agony, and my rational side told me not to be so stupid. Why would I want to suffer such agony? There was an inexhaustible supply of lovely ladies in this world who might adore me without needing to thrash me. But Allison just wouldn't go away, and the craving to be at her mercy was gnawing at me. Eventually, about a month after Jasmine had caned me, I decided to confide in her. I knew Jasmine planned to visit Allison the following day.

“I wonder if you might pass a message to Allison for me?”

“Yes, of course. What do you want me to say?”

“Would you tell her that I've been thinking a lot about her, and that I'm beginning to think that I would be happy to be caned by her. Something happens inside me when I think about being at her mercy, and being punished. It won't go away. I think I need it to happen.”

Jasmine's face brightened up as I spoke.

“I'll pass your message on. She might be happy to hear it. We'll see.”

Jasmine phoned me after she had seen Allison. The news wasn't as good as I had hoped. She was a little skeptical. After all, I'd let her down badly in Croatia, and there was a problem with trust, but she said she'd think about it. I continued to concentrate on my work with Jasmine, but the news from Allison had depressed me. Perhaps I really had blown my chances with this remarkable lady.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Jasmine visited Allison the following week, and once again, she promised to phone me afterwards. I answered my mobile eagerly when I saw the call was from Jasmine.

“I did talk to Allison about you,” said Jasmine, sounding a little sheepish.

“What did she say?”

“Well, not what I expected. She said she'd given some thought to what you said, and she does have a response for you.”

“Yes, but what is it. Can I visit her?”

“I can tell you are eager to know, Matt, but I think perhaps it will be better if we chat about it in the morning. Phones can be such impersonal things. I'd really rather talk to you face to face.”

“OK. I'll see you in the morning.”

Now I was really intrigued. I hoped Jasmine wasn't playing some sort of cruel game. I'd have to wait for the news. I prayed it would be positive.

Jasmine was already in the shop when I arrived, even though I was early. I'd missed sleep the previous night, wondering what the news from Allison might be. Jasmine was sitting at her desk. I took a seat opposite, then looked at her expectantly.

“Well, she said she might consider seeing you, but only after you had been soundly punished for walking out on her on holiday. She needs convincing that you are sincere.”

“But she's in prison. She won't be able to do that for months.”

“Obviously,” replied Jasmine, with a worrying smile forming, “But I'm not. She asked if I'd do it for her, and, of course, I said that I'd be happy to.”

“But you already have punished me,” I protested.

“Allison doesn't know that.”

“Couldn't you just tell her, then?”

“I'm not sure that would please her. Besides, she wants to see evidence. She wants me to bring in a memory stick with a recording of your caning on it.”

“Isn't there a recording of the caning you have already given me. You said you recorded everything?”

“There is, and it's very good. I keep meaning to let you have a copy, but Allison has decided on the sentence. She has sentenced you to twenty-four strokes with the cane, administered with maximum severity, and she has even written an acceptance speech for you to recite before you are punished, and she wants to see you thank me after I have administered your punishment.”

I sat with my mouth open. I tried to remember the agony of the caning a few weeks earlier. Now I was about to commit myself to double the number of strokes. The prospect terrified me, but also excited me, a lot. There was no question of me declining. Allison was in my thoughts continually. I was besotted with her.

“I'll make tea while you think it over,” said Jasmine, cheerfully, as she put the kettle on.

“There are a few other conditions,” said, Jasmine, a few minutes later, as she placed a cup of tea on the desk in front of me, then took her seat.

I took a sip of tea, then looked up to see that sadistic smile again.

“Allison said she will phone me this evening at seven to confirm your acceptance, and she wants the punishment to be administered at a time and date to be decided by her. It will probably be within the next few days. She will book a phone call to my land-line at the barn. She wants to listen in to the punishment, live.”

I felt my bladder threaten to fail me again. The feeling was becoming familiar. Jasmine was loving every second of this.

“I'll accept the conditions,” I said, with my voice faltering.

“You'd better read your acceptance speech first,” she said, handing me a folded piece of paper. “She wants this recited to her as soon as her phone call is connected. You will already be strapped down over the whipping horse. The caning will begin as soon as you have finished your speech. There's a time limit on phone calls from the prison.”

My hand was shaking as I took it, then unfolded it:

I have reported here today for punishment of my own free will. I richly deserve the punishment I am about to receive, namely, twenty-four strokes with a senior cane to be administered by Jasmine. I request that the strokes are administered with maximum severity. My crime was to treat you, Allison, badly, and for that I am very sorry. I can also confirm that I will happily submit to regular punishment from here on, as instructed by you, administered by Jasmine until you are in a position to administer punishment yourself. I will then submit to punishment from you, Allison.

“She wants you to learn it by heart.”

This hadn't been what I was expecting, and it was all happening so quickly. I felt compelled to agree. Even though Allison was in prison, she was now in control of my life. She had decided I was to be punished, she had decided what the punishment would be, and now she would decide when it would take place.

Jasmine left me alone in the shop while she attended an auction, promising to phone me after she had spoken to Allison that evening. The day was a blur. I could think of nothing but my next appointment with the cane.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

“Tomorrow at ten in the morning,” said Jasmine, as soon as I nervously answered her call.

“She has booked the phone call for ten, but she can't always make calls exactly at a given time, she may have to wait for the phone to be available. We are to be ready for ten. She will be allowed a five minute call, but perhaps no longer, so once you have made your speech, your punishment will commence at once. Edward will mind the shop for the morning. Any questions?”

“Er, no,” I replied, shocked by the speed of events.

“Good. I'll see you tomorrow. Get here for nine-thirty at the latest.”

And that was it. My fate had been decided and booked with whirlwind speed. It had been arranged at my instigation, so I couldn't back out. I was excited to be possibly heading back to a relationship with the lady I was so besotted with, but absolutely terrified of what lay ahead for me in just a few hours time. Sleep didn't come easily that night, but it did eventually. When my alarm woke me at seven in the morning, I almost sobbed in despair as my brain homed in on what lay ahead.

I drove down to the barn almost in a trance. I questioned my own sanity frequently as my destination drew nearer, but I was committed. I had to go through with it. I was so scared. My heart rate rose as I pulled into the narrow track leading to Jay's Barn. Jasmine's car was parked outside the house, as well as the van, so she was in, waiting for me. It was nine-thirty-five, just twenty-five minutes before the deadline for me to be in place, naked, strapped down over the whipping horse. My legs had difficulty supporting me during the short walk to Jasmine's front door. As I approached, the door opened. She'd seen me arrive on her CCTV system.

Jasmine usually let her dark, shiny hair fall onto her shoulders. But today, she had it tied back in a tight bun. It made her look more severe. She was wearing a lemon coloured, figure hugging, short, summer dress. As she stepped aside to allow me to pass, my frightened eyes met hers. She looked cool and confident, and was smiling. It was obvious that she was looking forward to caning me.

“Come with me. I want you prepared in good time,” she said, as she closed the door, then set off for the punishment chamber with me in tow.

She ushered me into the same bedroom, instructed me to undress, then join her in the punishment chamber. I tried to think of the positive aspect of what was happening. Allison and I could start again, but the dread of the agony I was about to endure kept pushing other thoughts aside. My hands were trembling as I removed the last item from my naked body, my watch. It was nine-thirty-nine. I put down the watch, glanced at my terrified face in the mirror, then set off towards the punishment chamber.

As soon as my eyes fell on the whipping horse, with its multitude of thick leather straps hanging either side, waiting to embrace me, I once again felt that my bladder might fail me. Jasmine appeared at my side almost out of nowhere, then took hold of me firmly by the arm to guide me to my fate. I sobbed in terror as my thighs came in contact with the smooth, solid wood of the whipping horse. She guided my arms through the two holes in the top of the sinister structure, then coaxed me to settle the weight of my torso on top. Within a few seconds she had buckled a heavy leather strap over my upper back. I was past the point of no return. I was totally at the mercy of Jasmine, and Allison.

Jasmine now took her time to systematically secure my body in the same, humiliatingly exposed position as last time, to present my bare bottom thrust up, with the skin taught, ready to be thrashed.

A strange calm descended over me. I no longer had any choice in my fate. It was too late. What happened to me now was in the hands of Allison and Jasmine. I knew it would be unbearable, but it was what I had begun to crave. It would bring me closer to Allison. The caning, I tried to reason, would be over in just a few minutes, and I now knew that the agony would eventually fade to a hot, almost pleasant, throb.

Jasmine had already selected two canes. My calm deserted me as my eyes fell on the loathsome implements. They were about three feet long, but looked a bit thicker and heavier than the cane she had used last time. No doubt they would bite deeper into my helpless bare flesh.

“It's better to have a spare cane to hand,” she said, quietly. “They can break when used with vigour.”

She sat down on a chair at the side of the chamber, with the two canes and a phone on the table beside her. She looked at her watch, then treated me to a sadistic smile. The focus of both of us was the phone, waiting for the call that would signal the start of my punishment.

The longest twenty minutes of my life passed before the phone warbled. I felt panic rising up inside me, as Jasmine picked up the phone.

“Yes, he's prepared and ready to make his request.”

Jasmine listened for a few moments, then rose to her feet. She pressed the phone to my ear.

“I believe you have something to say to me?”

It was the first time I had heard her beautiful, husky voice for months. Memories briefly clouded my thoughts, before I began to recite the speech I had learned by heart. I surprised myself with the clarity and sincerity I managed: 

“I have reported here today for punishment of my own free will. I richly deserve the punishment I am about to receive, namely, twenty-four strokes with a senior cane to be administered by Jasmine. I request that the strokes are administered with maximum severity. My crime was to treat you, Allison, badly, and for that I am very sorry. I can also confirm that I will happily submit to regular punishment from here on, as instructed by you, administered by Jasmine until you are in a position to administer punishment yourself. I will then submit to punishment from you, Allison.”

Jasmine took the phone away from me, then put it to her ear. She listened for a few seconds, before speaking:

“Yes, I will, as hard as I can,” she said, before placing the phone face up on the floor, right beside me.

She stepped directly to the table, then picked up one of the canes. I sobbed as she flexed it, then swished it through the air. She took her position to my side. I felt the smooth surface of the cane pressed against the naked flesh of my offered, helpless bottom. I felt a now familiar sting, as she snapped the cane down across my bottom to prepare for the first stroke. Her feet shuffled as she adjusted her position. I braced myself for agony as the cane was raised. I heard the hiss of the cane, followed by a sharp crack, as the cane bit deep into the centre of my bottom cheeks. Then came the searing white hot line of fire. As much as I had tried to recall the pain, to prepare myself, the insane intensity of the sting was still a real shock. I gasped in disbelief and horror as the agony blossomed under my skin. I hadn't even begun to attempt coming to terms with the pain, when the second stroke hissed down to bite in sickeningly deep, just below the first, laying a fresh line of fire.

All willpower and resolve to take the caning with dignity evaporated as stroke three bit in. The excruciating agony was totally beyond my ability to cope with. I would have climbed the wall of the chamber to escape the pain had I not been strapped down. I heard my own shrieking as fire overlaid fire, as the caning progressed briskly and mercilessly. I began a frantic, but futile struggle with my restraints, but in spite of Herculean effort, my helpless bare bottom remained stubbornly presented for each venomous stroke of the cane. It seemed to go on forever, and I lost count of the strokes after the first few. My world turned red as I arrived in a place I had never been before. A place where only pain existed, nothing else.

It was over. The raging, stabbing pain slowly began to subside. My tears began to dry. My vocal cords were sore from shrieking, and my body ached, and was covered in sweat. My breathing was beginning to return to normal, as Jasmine stooped down beside me to pick up her phone. I noticed that her face was flushed and she was perspiring.

“Allison?” she said, breathlessly.

She rose to her feet, then moved to stand behind me.

“Colourful, but nothing serious.”

“Yes, he did make quite a fuss, didn't he.”

“Yes. I agree. I'm sure he can.”

Jasmine put the phone back down on the floor beside me, then looked in to my eyes. I sensed what was coming.

“Allison thought you made too much fuss, so she thinks you deserve another six strokes,” she said, quietly, smiling sadistically, “and I agree with her.”

I began to protest, but Jasmine wasn't listening. She picked up the cane, and the strokes began to bite in, every bit as hard as before. I tried to control my shrieking, to avoid even more strokes, but it was impossible to take it in silence. I was sobbing uncontrollably by the time she had finished.

Jasmine stooped down beside me, then looked me in the face. Her face was still flushed and her eyes were excited.

“Perhaps a little better,” she said.

She rose to her feet, then spoke again to Allison.

“OK. Yes, I understand. I'll see you tomorrow. I'll bring it with me.”

She switched off the phone, then returned it to the table.

I expected to be released from my restraints, but Jasmine didn't appear to be in a hurry. She sauntered back to me, then spent a few moments standing behind me, no doubt admiring the results of her caning. Then she moved to my side. I felt her right hand gently tracing the contours of my bottom cheeks, as she ran her fingers over the raised weals.

“I suppose I really ought to think about releasing you,” she said, quietly, “but perhaps not quite yet.”

She didn't speak for some time, but her hand continued to explore, and now her fingers were drifting between my upper thighs.

“I thought it went well,” she said.

I could tell she was aroused. So was I.

“Do excuse me for a moment,” she said, as she pulled her hand away from me.

She left the chamber. A few minutes later she returned to my side. Her right hand slipped back to where it had been before.

“Would you like to make me happy?” she asked, seductively.

“Yes, of course.”

“That caning was for Allison. I’d like you to take a caning for me. Ask me to administer a final six strokes,” she whispered. “Ask for them to be very hard.”

“I don't think I can take any more, Miss,” I replied, as fear gripped me again.

“It's entirely your choice,” she said, quietly, as her hand continued to explore, “but if you don't ask me, I might decide to give you twelve.”

“Please would you administer another six strokes, Miss,” I whimpered.

“How hard?” she purred.

“Hard, Miss.”

“Try again,” she whispered.

“Very hard, Miss.”

Her hand continued to massage between my thighs for a few more moments, then she stepped over to her array of canes. She selected one that was a little longer, and looked a little heavier. This was a monster of a cane.

She administered those six strokes with as much venom as she could. She gasped with effort as each stroke bit sickeningly deep into my raging bottom cheeks. I squealed in agony as my bottom was forced to absorb each eye-watering stroke. She caned me briskly, and it was over in seconds. She dropped the cane to the floor, then I felt her unbuckling my restraints with some urgency.

As soon as I was free of the whipping horse, I sank to me knees in front of her. She pulled me close to her, and my arms embraced her, with my hands finding the bare flesh of her bottom under her short dress. Now I guessed what she had done when she had excused herself. She had removed her knickers. My right hand slipped between her upper thighs from behind, as she pulled me to her tighter. She was very wet. I lifted her dress high enough to see her neatly trimmed pubic hair. She parted her thighs as my tongue found her wetness. As my tongue lapped greedily. Moments later I saw her dress flutter to the floor beside us.

Thirty seconds later, she was on the floor underneath me. As my erection sank deep into her inviting wetness, her sharp finger nails clawed at my burning bottom cheeks, demanding that I push deeper. 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

“The sex didn't happen, Matt. Even though it was a fantastic fuck, it was wrong, and unfair on Allison. I feel as if I've betrayed her. I got carried away. It didn't happen and it mustn't happen again. Understood?”

I'd just arrived at the shop and I'd been thinking along the same lines myself. It had certainly been the best fuck of my life, but I also knew it had been wrong. Sex or emotional involvement with the boss was also, I knew, unwise. I agreed with Jasmine, and promised that Allison would never get to hear of what had happened.

“I've made a copy of the video of last night's activities,” she said, as she opened the safe, “I'll keep it here. I've also made an edited copy to take in to Allison, with the end part deleted.”

She took a memory stick from her bag, then placed it in the tin in the safe, then locked it. I did wonder about the wisdom of keeping a recording of what had happened, but I said nothing.

After discussing plans for the day, Jasmine left me in charge of the shop. I found it impossible to concentrate on the business, as the amazing events of the previous evening were still fresh in my mind. My still very sore and throbbing bottom was a constant reminder. Jasmine wasn't planning to return to the shop, so I had the day to myself. By lunchtime, my curiosity had gotten the better of me. I had legitimate access to the safe now, so I thought it would do no harm to watch the recording of our activities the previous evening. I soon found the most likely memory stick amongst the others, labelled 'M'.

The recording was very good quality, and I was immediately fascinated and excited by what I was watching. It started with me entering the chamber, naked, then being led to the whipping horse to be strapped down by Jasmine. Then the camera angle changed to show Jasmine sitting at the table, on which were the phone and two canes. The phone rang a few seconds later, so Jasmine had obviously edited out the long wait for Allison to call. From that point, the recording returned to full time, with the camera switching occasionally between three cameras: The first showing an overview of Jasmine standing over me, wielding the cane, the second was a close-up of my bottom, and the third was a close-up of my face.

I found myself becoming very aroused as the caning began. Jasmine had carried out a skilful edit. The sound of the cane whistling down, and the resounding crack as it bit deep into my poor bare bottom made me wince, even without the associated pain. Other elements were equally exciting, especially the intense concentration of Jasmine as she administered the strokes. My face was a picture as I failed to cope with the agony, and the close-up of my bottom as the cane bit in was shocking. I was pleased to have no interruptions in the shop as the video played out. It was all over quite quickly, and I waited with even more excitement to see if Jasmine had included the sex after she had released me. I was disappointed to discover that the show concluded as soon as Jasmine had spoken the last few words to Allison on the phone.

About an hour later, an awful thought suddenly occurred to me. I was so concerned that I decided to phone Jasmine.

“I've just watched the video clip,” I said.

“Why are you telling me this now? I'm just about to bid on something. I'm at an auction.”

“Sorry, but you said you made two copies, and I'm concerned that you might have taken the wrong one with you. The copy I've just watched had all of the last part missing.”

There was a long silence as Jasmine digested what I'd said.

“Oh my goodness, this is awful! It's too late. I've already given it to Allison,” she said, sounding very distressed. “I'm coming back.”

Jasmine was back at the shop less than an hour later. She didn't take my word for it, and insisted on watching the end of the recording to confirm her worst fears.

“How could I have been so stupid,” she said, as the recording finished.

“She might understand,” I suggested, weakly.

“Oh, she'll understand. She'll understand only too well. I'm afraid, Matt, she won't like this at all. I know her. I know she has dubious morals regarding wealth distribution, but fucking is another matter altogether. She was more than happy for me to cane you, but the fucking was completely out of order. She'll be furious. I'm afraid, Matt we have, for want of a better expression, really fucked up.”

She turned to look at me, clearly dismayed.

“I'll talk to her about it on my next visit,” she said, after a few moments of thought. “I'll explain that what took place was instigated by me, and that you were complying with my instructions.”

Jasmine was very upset when, two days later, she discovered that Allison had removed her from the prison's approved visitor list. My last remaining link with Allison had gone. I was devastated to conclude that I might never see Allison again.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

TWO YEARS LATER

I heard a commotion behind me, so instinctively turned to see what had happened. I was crossing Trafalgar Square, on my way to carry out a valuation on some antique furniture. The sight that greeted me gave me a feeling of déjà vu. A girl was being helped to her feet by a middle-aged couple. She was holding a carrier bag.

“Oh, no! It's broken!” she exclaimed, as her eyes filled with tears.

It was Allison! She briefly made eye contact with me, and she momentarily froze, then continued with her act. I didn't want to get involved this time, so I walked away, then sat on the wall of one of the fountain pools to watch at a distance. She looked almost exactly the same as when I'd first seen her.

I couldn't hear what was going on, but after a few minutes, it appeared her con had failed. Voices were raised, and the couple walked away. Allison brushed off the grime from her jeans as she looked in my direction. We exchanged hesitant smiles as she approached me, then sat down beside me.

“It doesn't always work,” she said. “They'd seen it before.”

“I see you haven't been reformed by your spell in prison,” I said.

“Just keeping my skills honed.”

“For the next big one that might land you back in prison?”

“It's what I do,” she replied, defiantly. “There are risks in any enterprise. Anyway, what are you doing? Are you still working for Jasmine?”

“Not any more. She's married a Swiss banker, who apparently laps up her insatiable appetite for administering discipline. She moved to Zurich with him about six months ago, and I've taken over the business, with an option to buy it over time.”

“I'm sorry I got you sacked,” she said, after a few moments of silence. “I didn't apologise properly.”

“It was a blessing in disguise. I'm happier with the antiques trade. I'm doing quite well. What about you? What have you been doing?”

“I did actually try earning an honest living. I swore to myself that I'd never do anything that might land me back in prison, so I worked for Mateusz for a while, helping with the admin of his growing car wash company. But I find it so difficult taking instructions from people. Poor Mateusz had to sack me, so I'm back to doing this.”

“I've thought about you a lot,” I said. “I was sorry we ended the way we did.”

“You've got nobody to blame but yourself. I haven't forgiven you for walking out on me in Croatia, and I certainly haven't forgiven you for fucking my friend while I was in prison.”

“I'm really very sorry. You were given the wrong recording by mistake. Jasmine made two recordings, one with the last bit edited out.”

“I was obviously given the right recording. The recording of what actually happened.”

“I know. I am sorry, but in my defence, it was Jasmine who instigated the sex. She'd be the first to admit it, and I did accept a very painful caning from her as punishment for the way I treated you in Croatia.”

“You certainly didn't look like an unwilling participant when you fucked her. The caning she gave you, by the way, wasn't anywhere near severe enough.”

I was temporarily shocked. The caning had been excruciating.

“We didn't do it again. The sex, I mean. I promise. We wanted to put a show on for you, and it got out of hand. Jasmine is just as sorry as me.”

Allison said nothing for a few moments.

“What about now. Do you have a girlfriend?”

“I have a friend who I see from time to time, but nothing too serious. Emily seems to have found somebody else.”

This was actually not quite true. I'd been seeing a lovely girl called Annie for over a year, and I was quite fond of her, but there was no real magic happening. Something was holding me back.

“I'd better be going. I'm glad your new career is working.”

She went to leave, but I caught her by the arm.

“I'd really like to be given another chance,” I said.

I could see the anger in her eyes. She had just relived the memory of watching me with Jasmine. She looked down at the hand that was holding her against her will.

“Let go of me before I do something you might regret,” she said, coldly.

I pulled a business card from my pocket with my spare hand, then pressed it into hers, before releasing my grip on her arm.

“Please think about it. That's all I ask.”

She gave me a last look. I could see the anger, then she left. I watched her walk away but was somewhat comforted that she didn't throw my card away.

* * *

When I had taken over the antiques business from Jasmine, I'd initially had the same problem as her. Edward had decided to retire completely, and I needed someone to mind the shop while I was out at auctions, and carrying out valuations. At first I paid disinterested temporary staff to do it, but then I had a stroke of luck.

Clifford, a retired and widowed military man, lived in the flat above my shop. He'd called in shortly after Jasmine had left as he'd quite liked a particular clock I had for sale. It proved too expensive for him, but we'd chatted, and I'd made him tea. I'd mentioned my problem with temporary staff minding the shop, and he'd offered his services.

“I might just as well sit in your shop doing crosswords, and getting paid for it, as doing them upstairs for nothing,” he'd said.

It had proved to be a good arrangement for both of us. It freed me to get away whenever I needed to, and Clifford was almost always available at short notice. He also admitted to being a bit lonely, so working in the shop gave him a chance to meet people.

I've never shied away from hard work, and I spent considerable time cataloguing stock, with detailed notes describing each antique in stock. This proved invaluable, as it enabled Clifford to sound knowledgeable when dealing with customers, and he was soon selling stock for me.

“Somebody called in to see you,” said Clifford, when I arrived back at the shop about two weeks after bumping into Allison.

“Oh, really, who?”

“She didn't leave a name, but she was a charming girl.”

“What did she look like?” I asked, feeling my pulse racing.

“Well, average height, beautiful bone structure, brown, shoulder length hair, brown eyes. She was dressed quite casually, in jeans, but a very pretty girl.”

It sounded like it might have been Allison.

“Did she leave a message?”

“No. She said she was an old friend and had just been passing. We chatted for a while, and she asked about me, and how long I'd worked for you. She cast her eye over some of the antiques, then left.”

The visit gave me renewed hope. Perhaps she was having second thoughts. I remembered her telling me that she worked her patches in three week cycles, so for the next week, whenever possible, I arranged to take my lunch near Trafalgar Square. About a week after Allison had called into the shop, I was sitting by the pool, watching for her, when out of the blue, she sat down next to me.

“It cramps my style having an audience while I'm working,” she said.

“If you'll agree to have dinner with me, I'll leave,” I replied.

“OK,” she said.

She scribbled down a phone number on a scrap of paper, handed it to me, then walked off into the crowds with her carrier bag.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

When we next met, my hopes were raised. Allison had made an effort with her appearance for me. As she stepped into the restaurant, she looked so stunning that she turned heads. I felt proud to be with her as she joined me at my table. The two years that had passed had added a touch more maturity to her classic good looks. She had added only a hint of make-up, and she was wearing a pale blue, figure hugging, summer dress.

“You look very lovely,” I said, as she took a seat opposite me.

For the first time in over two years she treated me to a brief, but real smile.

“Are you still in the same flat?” she asked, after we had placed our order.

“During the week, yes, but at weekends I now live at the barn. The stock in the warehouse is part of the business, so I'm renting it from Jasmine, and she lets me use the house. She has the use of the house when she and her husband visit England.”

“What's become of the chamber?” she asked, leaning forward to speak quietly.

“It's still there, but not getting used.”

“Ah.”

The conversation moved on to what Allison had been doing since I had last seen her, which apart from her brief job working for Mateusz, had been primarily involved in conning people in the UK and Europe. She wasn't allowed in the USA because of her criminal record. Her most outrageous con had been when she had got involved in the Spanish property market. She posed as the seller of a Spanish Villa to a money launderer. She rented the property for a few months, produced forged documents as proof of ownership, then sold it to him for cash.

“You're taking a huge risk getting involved with that sort of thing ,” I said, aghast. “You're dealing with dangerous people.”

“True,” she said, seemingly not that concerned, “But I can be reasonably sure that nothing will be reported to the police.”

“No. They'll probably just kill you instead.”

“I'm still here. Anyway, tell me about that nice gentleman I met in your shop.”

We chatted about Clifford, then I told her about the few casual relationships I'd had since last seeing her, but making it clear that there was nobody serious in my life. I'd already decided to finish my relationship with Annie, so I felt I was almost being truthful.

It wasn't until after we'd finished our dinner that she mentioned the chamber again.

“Are all the facilities still in the chamber?” she asked, as we were sipping wine.

“Yes. Jasmine left everything in place. It's just not getting used, and gathering dust.”

“That's a shame, isn't it,” she said, with a familiar sparkle in her eye.

“You're more than welcome to visit,” I said, nervously.

“You're there at the weekends, you said?”

“OK Perhaps I could drop in on Sunday morning, say at ten. Just to have a look, and check that everything is as I remember?”

“You'd be very welcome.”

“Just so there is no misunderstanding,” she said, “I'm not necessarily intending that the chamber will be put to use, but I would quite like to see it again and check it over.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

Allison was like a drug. I was convinced there was a chance that we might repair our broken relationship, and my intoxication with her became even more intense. In the few days before her intended visit, I stayed every night at the barn. I made sure everything was clean and tidy, paying particular attention to the punishment chamber, where I dusted everything down and made sure that all the implements were arranged neatly on their hooks. I even polished the dark timber of the whipping horse with furniture polish.

Allison arrived on time, driving a small, new hatchback. She was dressed more formally than on our date at the restaurant, wearing a conservative dark skirt, with matching jacket and a white blouse. Her hair was tied back in a bun.

“Coffee?” I offered, as I opened the door to her.

“I shan't be staying long, but yes, that would be nice, but perhaps I can have a look at the chamber first?”

“Yes, of course, “ I replied, with the first real tinge of nerves making itself felt. After all, we both knew where this might be leading.

Allison followed me to the rear lobby, then along the passage to the chamber. As I opened the door, I switched on the spotlights that picked out the whipping horse and the array of whips, canes and punishment straps. The aroma of fresh furniture polish added to the sombre atmosphere.

“Ah, yes,” she said, as she approached the whipping horse, “This brings back some memories.”

She ran her hands over the smooth, polished wood, then examined the thick, leather, retraining straps, giving a few of them a sharp tug. Then she walked over to the array of implements. She selected a cane, flexed it, then swished it through the air, causing me to shudder. She replaced the cane, then took down a terrifying, thick, leather tawse, with two tails. I'd had plenty of time over the past months to look at Jasmine's selection of implements, and the one Allison was now toying with certainly seemed the one that would make the most serious impression.

“You've never felt this, have you?” she said, turning to me, as she flexed the dark leather implement.

“No, just the cane,” I replied, in an unsteady voice.

It was now quite obvious that she was considering offering me the chance to 'discharge my sins'.

“I'll have that coffee, now,” she said, as she hung the sinister tawse back on its hook. “Shall we have it in the lounge? Everything seems to be in order here.”

We made our way back into the house. Allison went straight to the lounge, as I went to the kitchen to brew coffee.

“Sit down,” she said, gesturing to the seat opposite the coffee table she was sitting at, when I returned with the drinks.

“The problem I have, Matt,” she began, when she had taken a sip of coffee, “is that you've demonstrated that you are untrustworthy, and in my opinion you deserve to be soundly punished. Given the choice, I would administer that punishment in the whipping chamber.”

“I agree to it,” I said, trying to sound positive.

“The trouble is, I have no way of knowing if administering the punishment will achieve what you want. Things have changed. I've grown to love my independence and I’m not sure I want anyone. I think I might just enjoy the chase, and to prove to myself that I can dominate somebody. So you might submit to the most severe punishment from me, only to find that we have nothing. I won't know until after you've been punished.”

“I'm prepared to take that chance,” I said.

“I should warn you, that you will almost certainly find punishment from me more painful than from Jasmine. I appear to have a natural talent.”

“Yes,” I said, as I began to feel the first signs of panic, “that's what Jasmine said.”

“I should also inform you that, if we go ahead, I intend to cane you for abandoning me in Croatia, then, when you have recovered, which will take some weeks, I will introduce you to the kiss of the tawse. That will be for fucking my friend. I promise it will be a punishment you will remember for the rest of your life. There will be no mercy, and even then, I'm not sure it will make up for what you've done. But of one thing you can be quite sure, Matt. I will do all I can to ensure that the anger I feel is discharged while I punish you.”

The atmosphere was tense as I digested what she had said.

“I'd like to go ahead,” I said.

“Very well. But I think you would be very wise to think about it.”

She put down her coffee after taking just one sip, then rose to her feet.

“Phone me tomorrow morning at ten to confirm your acceptance of my terms. If you are still in agreement, we can make arrangements for the first punishment to be administered.”

She smiled, then left. I remained sitting, looking at my untouched coffee until I heard her car leave. I rose to me feet, then went to the whipping chamber. I shuddered as I took the heavy, two tailed tawse from its hook. I tried to imagine the pain I would feel when it was applied to my naked, helpless flesh. I felt almost sick with dread.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT  

My hands were shaking as I picked up the phone the following morning. I was still at the barn, as after Allison had left, I decided to stay the night. I had called Clifford to ask if he could open the shop in the morning, then mind the shop for the day. I couldn't concentrate on work.

“Do you have something to tell me?” said the unmistakable, husky voice of Allison.

“Yes,” I replied, with my voice trembling, “I'd like to confirm acceptance of your terms.”

“Very well. In that case I think we should proceed without delay. When can you be available?”

“I don't think I will be able to function at work until it's over. I'm at the barn now, so I could be available today.”

“Shall we say three o'clock this afternoon?”

I had to sit down, as the hour of my fate now loomed real and very soon.

“Er, yes. Three o'clock will be fine.”

“Is the CCTV recording equipment functional?”

“Yes. I believe so.”

“Good. Make sure is switched on and recording before I arrive.”

“OK. I'll do that.”

“Do you have a private email address I can send instructions to?”

I recited my private address.

“I will send you a test email shortly, to confirm I have your correct address. Confirm by return immediately. I will then send you instructions on how you are to conduct yourself in my presence this afternoon. I need you to understand what I expect from you when you submit to me. Understood?”

“Yes,  Mistress.”

The phone went dead. Less than a minute later an email showed in my in-box.

TEST – confirm receipt.

I confirmed at once. A minute later, I opened another email from the same address:

INSTRUCTIONS TO BE FOLLOWED PRECISELY:

Make sure the CCTV system in the punishment chamber is operational and recording before I arrive.

I will arrive at 3.00pm today. Leave the key to the rear lobby external door behind the pot plant. I will let myself in. I will expect to find you already in the punishment chamber, naked, on your knees, in front of the whipping horse, with your back to the door.

You will say nothing until you are addressed by me, and you will keep your eyes ahead of you. If I am satisfied with your preparations, I will ask you make your request to be punished. You will recite the following, in a clear voice:

'Please, Miss. I'd like to request that you punish me for my dreadful behaviour in Croatia. I request that I am restrained, naked, over this whipping horse, to render me totally helpless. I request that I am then punished by you, using a cane across my naked bottom. It is my request that you cane me with maximum severity and that you show no mercy. I deserve nothing less.'

If I deem your request sincere, I may agree to punish you. You will be expected to mount the whipping horse willingly, and submit to being restrained.

Your sentence will then be announced and shortly after, your caning will commence.

When your punishment has been administered to my satisfaction, you will thank me, before being released from your restraints.

Please confirm you understand and agree to these instructions by return.

I looked at my watch, then felt panic rising up inside me as I replied to Allison in the affirmative. I had less than five hours to wait before I was to be caned. I had a sudden flash of memory of the unbearable agony I had endured when Jasmine had caned me. Both Jasmine and Allison had made it quite clear to me that a caning from Allison would be more severe. I was terrified.

I was in a daze as I checked  the CCTV system. Out of necessity, I had to look at CCTV images of the whipping horse that I would shortly be strapped down over, with my bare bottom humiliatingly presented for Allison to cane as severely as she wished. Another camera angle, currently displaying the front of the whipping horse, would soon be displaying a close-up of my face, contorted with agony, as the cane bit in. Yet another camera angle would afford a close-up view of my bare bottom as it absorbed the strokes of the cane. There was also, of course, an overview, in which Allison would be seen administering the strokes.

I looked at my watch, frequently, as I counted down the hours and minutes to my fate. More than once, gripped by fear, I was tempted to phone Allison to call the whole thing off. But I knew that if I were to take this cowardly decision, I would never know what it would be like to be caned by her. This really was my last chance with her. I had to take the punishment, and I tried to convince myself that I needed it.

At just past two o’clock, I took one final look at the punishment chamber to check for the umpteenth time that the room was ready for my punishment. With a sob of dread, I began to prepare myself. I took a shower, then put on a dressing gown. I re-read her instructions yet again, then placed a key for the external rear door behind the pot plant. I practiced the lines I would have to recite. My voice was unsteady, and I couldn't believe what I was saying.

With only ten minutes to go, dread really welled up inside me, as I took off the dressing gown in my bedroom, then made my way to the punishment chamber, naked, except for a watch. I wouldn't hear her car approach from the chamber. The first thing I was likely to hear would be the key in the lock. I switched on the spotlights that illuminated the whipping horse and the array of implements, then switched on the CCTV system. It was five minutes to three. I removed my watch, placed it on the table, then knelt down in front of the whipping horse. The countdown seemed like an eternity, as I looked at the numerous heavy leather restraining straps immediately in front of me, waiting to embrace me. My ears were tuned for the slightest sound to indicate that my punishment was imminent.

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

She didn't arrive! I rose to my feet, then checked my watch. It was twenty past three. Perhaps she had been delayed by traffic. I'd left my mobile phone in the bedroom, so I made my way there, still naked, but there was no message. Perhaps she was playing a cruel joke with me to punish me, and had never intended turning up, or perhaps she had been involved in some sort of accident. I put on my dressing gown, then took my phone with me back to the punishment chamber. She might still turn up, and I could still be ready for her.

When, an hour later, she had still not arrived, and I had not received any messages, I had to conclude that she wasn't coming. I couldn't believe that she was playing a cruel game with me. Something had to be wrong. I sent her a text message:

Are you OK?

When, after ten minutes, there was no reply, I turned off the CCTV system, and punishment chamber lights, then dressed and went to the kitchen to make tea. I was worried about Allison, of course, but I was also suffering from frustration to a degree I had never previously experienced. I had been left high and dry after mentally preparing myself for what I imagined would be the most challenging and exciting experience of my life. So much had depended on it. I couldn't do anything and I couldn't concentrate on anything.

I'd finished my tea, and was idly watching cows through the lounge window, when my mobile rang. The display showed it was Allison.

Hello Allison. Are you OK?

Instead of hearing her voice, a male voice replied.

“Good morning, Sir. I'm an officer with City of London Police, Malting Street. Would you mind telling me who you are?”

“I'm Matt Weller. I'm a friend of Allison. She was supposed to have visited me this afternoon, but she didn't turn up, and I'm worried about her. Is she OK?”

“I'm afraid not, sir. She has been the victim of an assault and is currently in intensive care at Chelsea and Westminster Hospital.”

“Oh no! That's terrible! Is she going to be OK?”

“The doctor I spoke to seems to think she will probably be alright, but she's in quite a bad way. You'll be able to visit her when she's out of intensive care. Also, Mr Weller, we'd like to talk to you about Allison to see if we can shed any light on who might be responsible for her injuries. Allison is known to us, but we know her as Klaudia Dominski. When do you think you might be able to call in?”

“I'm not sure I can help much, but I can come now. It will take me just over an hour to get to you. I'm in Sussex.”

“That would be much appreciated, sir. When you get to the desk, ask for Andy Clarke. That's me.”

All my frustrations were brushed aside as I drove into London. Just under two hours later I was sitting in an interview room facing Andy Clarke. He updated me on Allison, telling me that she was still in intensive care, and would be kept there over night for observation, because she had suffered concussion, but would probably be released to a ward in the morning. She had also suffered a broken arm several broken ribs. They expected a full recovery over time. The police had not yet interviewed her, but hoped to do so tomorrow.

Andy obviously knew about Allison's criminal past and since our phone conversation, he had familiarised himself with my previous association with her. All I could actually tell him was that I was aware that she engaged in criminal activity, but that she didn't share the details of her crimes with me. I also added that we had had an on/off relationship over the past few years, and had recently met up again after a break of two years, during which time, I didn't know what she had been doing. I told him that I disapproved of her criminal activities, and had often tried to persuade her to give it up. I wasn't able to help with regard to who had attacked her, but promised to let him know if I learned anything. 

* * *

I was allowed to visit Allison the following afternoon, after the police had interviewed her. She was in the last bed in a row of six. Her face was badly bruised and her left arm was in plaster. She was on a drip and she gasped in pain as she tried to smile when she saw me.

“So yet again you’ve managed to avoid a caning from me,” she said, weakly, as I sat down in a chair next to her bed. I looked around to make sure nobody had heard her. The bed to her side was occupied by an elderly lady who appeared asleep.

“Who did this to you?”

She tried to turn her head to see for herself if anyone was in earshot, but gave up, obviously in pain.

“You don’t need to worry about your immediate neighbour,” I said, “she looks out of it.”

I leaned closer to her and she tried to smile again, wincing in the process.

“It doesn't matter. One of the hazards of the job,” she said in not much more than a whisper.

“The police said that you told them that you’d been the victim of a random attack,” I said, “but they don’t believe you, and nor do I. Who did this?”

“It doesn’t matter,” she replied, “The matter is now closed. You don’t need to know any more.”

“If you carry on like this, the same things will happen again, but next time you might get yourself  locked up for longer, and that’s if you’re lucky. If you're unlucky you could get yourself killed.”

“Don't nag me,” she said, wincing again, “They think I’ll be fit enough to get on with my life in about six weeks.”

“You've got to stop doing this,” I continued, ignoring her. “I can't understand why you won't direct your talents into something legal. I'm sure you could excel at almost anything you put your mind to.”  

“I'm not in the mood for a lecture.”

In spite of her injuries, she was obviously planning to continue her life of crime as soon as she was well enough, regardless of what I thought. There were a few moments of silence.

“I’m sorry I missed our last appointment,” she mumbled, quietly. “I’m afraid I will need to postpone my plans for you for a few weeks. The good news is that my right arm is fine. I expect you felt let down when I didn’t turn up.”

“I can’t put into words what I felt. I had everything prepared as you instructed. I was watching the time with my heart pounding, then nothing happened. I’ve never experienced such a bizarre cocktail of relief, frustration, worry and, well, things, in my life.”

She actually laughed, then groaned in pain.

“It’s the broken ribs that hurt the most. You mustn’t make me laugh.”

I stayed with her for about half an hour, then she said she needed rest, and that it would be better if I left. I was still smitten with her, but alarm bells were once again ringing in my head. My rational mind began to nag at me. Life with Allison was destined to end in tears. If she was still determined to continue her life of crime, after prison, and now this, then I had to conclude that she would probably never change. Sooner or later she was certain to end up in serious trouble, and I didn't want to be drawn into it. By the time I reached my flat, my mind was in turmoil. One part of it, the logical part, was telling me to walk away from Allison. Another part was insisting that life without Allison would be empty. I had difficulty sleeping that night.

CHAPTER THIRTY

The following morning, I was still unsure what to do about my dilemma, and I felt it might help to confide in somebody. My first thought was Emily. Even though she'd dumped me, we were still friends on social media, and she was one of the most level headed people I knew. Perhaps I could unburden my confusion on her. Perhaps that would help me see things more clearly. A lot of people, including the police and my previous employers, knew of my association with Allison, and about her criminal activities, but they didn't know about her sadistic side, and the effect it was having on me. I decided that talking to Emily might help. She might be able to see my predicament more clearly, from the outside, and I thought I could trust her to keep my secret. I phoned her from the shop later that morning, explaining that I was in a spot of bother, and needed somebody to talk to. She said she had planned to attend choir practice, but had been thinking of cancelling because she had the beginnings of a sore throat. She'd be pleased to see me. We arranged to meet at the riverside pub we had often frequented when we had been going out together. I decided not to visit Allison again until after I'd talked to Emily.

I hadn't seen Emily in the flesh since she had ended our relationship. She looked as lovely as ever as she arrived at the pub. Her long, blonde hair was now shorter, but it suited her. She looked fit and radiant. I'd forgotten just how beautiful she was. The weather was pleasant, so I was waiting for her sitting at an outside table.

“How nice of you to agree to meet me, Emily,” I said, as I rose to greet her. “What can I get you to drink?”

“I'm still a cheap girl. Half of shandy,” she said, as she took a seat.

“How are things with you?” I asked, when I'd returned with her drink. “Are you still working at Carters?”

“Yes, I'm branch manager now. It's going well.”

“What about you?” she asked. “How's your antiques business going?”

“It's good. Getting sacked and being shunned by the estate agency industry has turned out to be a blessing in disguise.”

“I'm pleased for you. I felt quite sorry for you when I heard what had happened. The rumour was that you'd got yourself mixed up with a woman who turned out to be a crook.”

“It's actually her that I want to talk to you about,” I confessed, feeling embarrassed.

“Oh, dear, Matt. You're not still associating with her, are you?”

“Yes, I'm afraid I am, but I know I probably shouldn't be.”

She leaned back in her chair, studying me, and looking concerned.

“If you know you shouldn't be associating with this person, then perhaps you already have your answer. You should dissociate yourself from her.”

“There's more to it than that.”

“Obviously,” she said.

I took a sip of my drink, unsure where to start, then leaned forward so I could lower my voice.

“What I'm about to tell you is completely confidential. I need to talk it through with somebody, and I'd value your opinion. I do feel I can trust you.”

“Now you've really got me intrigued,” she said, smiling. “But if you're about to confess to something illegal, I think I'd prefer not to know.”

“I haven't done anything illegal, and I don't approve of her activities. Her name's Allison, by the way. I've tried to persuade her to get an honest job, but she seems to get some sort of buzz from her criminal activities. She seems addicted to it.”

“The answer is simple, Matt. You should walk away, and have nothing more to do with her. She'll drag you down with her. You've got a good business going, and you risk losing everything if you're known to be the associate of a criminal. You could even end up with a criminal record yourself.”

“I know you're right,” I replied, inwardly squirming, “But she is quite unusual in other ways, and I've become sort of obsessed.”

“In what ways is she unusual? What have you become obsessed with?”

“She has sadistic tastes. She likes to punish men, for pleasure.”

I looked down at the table, feeling my face flush red, then I looked back up at Emily. She looked amused.

“Are you trying to tell me that she likes to spank you?” she giggled, a bit too loudly.

“Well, yes, but please don't tell anybody. I don't want it known.”

“So you must like it, then,” she said, still looking amused.

“I'm confused about it. But something happened to me. It's like she's found something inside me that I didn't know about. It's as if she's pulled the cork on a bottle of champagne, and now I can't get the cork back. I know I should leave her, but I keep getting drawn back to her. I think it's the punishment thing.”

“If that's all it is, I expect there's a lot of people who enjoy spanking, but who aren't also criminals. If you feel you need to be spanked, you should look for somebody like that. The internet must be a good place to start.”

“You're not shocked, then?” I asked, sheepishly.

“No, of course not. I'm just amused by how shy you are about it. It's quite sweet.”

“I'm so pleased I've spoken to you,” I confessed. “I've been carrying this secret around in my head for ages.”

“You should have told me about it when we were going out. Perhaps I would have spanked you myself.”

“I didn't know about it then. It was only when Allison started talking about it that something stirred in me. She's only done it a couple of times, and I couldn't believe how painful it was. In fact I ran away from her, but I felt drawn back.”

Emily obviously found the image of me running away after a spanking amusing. I found myself laughing too, probably more out of relief from sharing my secret with somebody who seemed accepting of it.

When we had finished our drinks, she suggested a walk along the river bank. We talked about people we both knew and about how our respective careers were going, during which she also told me that she had been seeing the same man, Jason, for about two years. After about fifteen minutes, she guided the conversation back to Allison.

“So what are you going to do now, I mean, about Allison?”

“I know I really should end it. I already knew I should, but talking to you has helped confirm it. I might do what you suggest about having a look on the internet. Perhaps I just need to experience the spanking thing a few more times to get it out of my system. Allison's idea of it, by the way, is quite extreme. She has plans to use a cane on me next time.”

“You must be excited by the idea, though, or you wouldn't have any doubts about finishing with her. You wouldn't be here with me, would you?”

“No, I suppose I wouldn't.”

“So, to summarise, if Allison's not prepared to give up crime, you really must end it, but it seems you need to find a lady who will enjoy giving you a spanking, or perhaps even a caning.”

“Yes, you're right. It sounds so simple when you put it like that. I'm glad I confided in you.”

“Are you still in the flat in Kensington?”

“Yes, but I split my time between that and a nice country house in Sussex. It's a converted barn, but it isn't mine, it belongs to the previous owner of the antiques shop, Jasmine. She was a friend of Allison's. The house has a warehouse attached, and that goes with the business, so I'm just keeping the house in order. It even has its own secret punishment chamber.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, completely. Jasmine and Allison met at some sort of spanking club. They share the same interests. Jasmine had the chamber built while having the house renovated. It used to be used a lot, but now Jasmine has married and moved abroad, so its idle, but it's where Allison is intent on caning me. That can't happen for a while, though, because she's in hospital, recovering from being beaten up by somebody she conned.”

“Your association with her sounds worse and worse, Matt. You know what you should do.”

We walked in silence for a while, before Emily decided to lighten the conversation.

“You are full of surprises, Matt,” she laughed. “Fancy having your own secret punishment chamber.”

“This is all confidential. Very few know of its existence. I'm sworn to secrecy.”

“I won't tell a soul, I promise. It must be a very sinister room.”

“It is if you are stepping into it to be punished.”

“Is that where Allison spanked you?”

“No, funnily enough. She spanked me on a boat in Croatia. But Jasmine dealt with me in the chamber, but that's another story.”

“If I didn't know you better, I'd think you were making all this up.”

“It's true. You're welcome to visit if you don't believe me. I'll show you around.”

“Don't worry, I believe you.”

“OK, but I'm there most weekends, you're very welcome to drop in for tea. It's not far from East Grinstead. Phone me if you are ever in the area.”

Emily and I had another drink back at the pub, before we went our separate ways. It had been lovely to see her again, and she'd helped me make up my mind about Allison. On reflection, I decided it would be cruel to finish with Allison while she was suffering in hospital. It would be kinder to wait until she had recovered enough to leave. I would then tell her that if she insisted on continuing her life of crime, out relationship could not continue.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

“They are happy to discharge me tomorrow,” said Allison, brightly, just two weeks after she had been admitted. “I'm so grateful to you for visiting me so often. Perhaps it's the prospect of our appointment at the barn that's helped me recover so quickly. The doctor is surprised by my progress.”

“That's great news,” I replied. Once again, I felt a wave of intense excitement at the thought of being at her mercy, and it certainly didn't seem the right time to make my demand and threat.

“I want our appointment to be perfect,” she continued. “I'm so looking forward to it, and it's very overdue, so I'm going to make sure nothing gets in the way this time. I'm not going to get involved in any work until afterwards. I'm just going to concentrate on getting fit. I've booked four weeks at a health spa in Malta to speed my recovery. I intend to stay as long as it takes. Will you miss me?”

“Well, of course.”

“Good.”

As usual, Allison had completely surprised me. I'd been aware that her discharge from the hospital had been imminent, so I'd arrived at visiting time with a rehearsed speech in my head. I had planned to tell her, firmly, that she had a choice: either give up the crime, or say goodbye to me, this time for good. Now she had thrown me off track and my plans were in tatters.

“I was planning on having a talk about your work,” I said, weakly. “I was hoping to persuade you to make a career change.”

“I'm not even going to think about that until I've recovered at the health spa, then dealt with you at the barn. Perhaps I'll think about that afterwards. In the meantime, I don't want any distractions. Understood?”

“Yes, of course, Allison.”

“I have a flight booked tomorrow evening,” she said, quietly. “I'll keep you updated, but the next time I see you, you will be on your knees, naked, in front of the whipping horse. Understood?”

“Yes, Allison,” I replied, feeling myself becoming embarrassingly aroused.

“Then, when you've been soundly dealt with, I will treat you to the fuck of your life. That's a promise, so don't let me down.”

“No, I won't.”

I had to leave the ward with my hands cupped in front of me to conceal my excitement. Once again, I was firmly under the spell of Allison. All my rational plans had been blown away.

* * *

“Hello, Matt. It's Emily.”

I hadn't spoken to Emily since we'd met at the pub about two weeks earlier, and I didn't know what to say to her when she phoned. I'd been so positive about my plans for Allison when we'd last spoken, and now I was ashamed to admit my weakness.

“Oh, hello Emily. How nice to hear from you. I enjoyed our drink and chat.”

“Me too. I hope your plans are working out.”

“Well, they are in progress, shall we say.” I was pleased she couldn't see my face, as I lied.

“Good. The reason for the call, Matt, is because I'm attending a training seminar next Saturday morning. It's at a hotel near Gatwick Airport, so it's not far from your barn. I wondered if you might be in, in which case I'd be happy to accept your invitation to drop in for tea afterwards.”

“That would be lovely. I'd love to see you. I'll email you the address and instructions. It's tucked away, and easy to miss.”

“That's great. The seminar ends at twelve thirty, so I could be with you for about one.”

“Look forward to it. I'll see you then.”

For reasons that I didn't quite understand, I was excited by the prospect of showing Emily around the punishment chamber. I was curious to know just how interested she was in it.

The following day I received a brief text message from Allison:

“This place is great. I'm making rapid progress and I'm so looking forward to our appointment. Not long now, Matt. Be ready for me. Allison x”

I became aroused just reading the text. I replied at once.

“Really looking forward to seeing you again x”

My work began to suffer again. It was the Allison effect. I was turning over trade at the shop, but I could have been doing better. My passion for success was lacking and my mind was elsewhere. Emily was also on my mind, and I was surprised how excited I was feeling about her forthcoming visit.

* * *

I heard the gravel under the wheels of a car approaching the barn. It was just after one o’clock, so it had to be Emily. I looked out of the window to see a new white saloon approach. Emily climbed from the car looking every bit the business executive, in a smart, dark jacket and skirt, with a white blouse. I'd forgotten just how sophisticated she looked when dressed for work.

“It's just as well you sent me directions,” she said, as I greeted her at the front door. “I would never have found it. It's really hidden away.”

“The only neighbours are cows,” I replied. “Tea?”

“That would be lovely,” she said, as she cast her eyes around the spacious kitchen.

She took off her jacket, hung it over the back of a kitchen chair, then sat down.

“I'd love to have this place on my books,” she said, “It's beautiful.”

“Not for sale, I'm afraid,” I replied, as I filled the kettle. “As I told you, it's not mine, but I spend most of my weekends here, and the arrangement seems to be indefinite. I just have to keep the place clean, tidy, and in good repair, with the condition that Jasmine has priority use of it when she visits England, which is happening less and less.”

“Did you get things resolved with Allison?” she asked, as I put the tea down on the table, then sat down opposite her.

“Not, yet,” I confessed, “I'm afraid I've been unable to confront her. She's in Malta at the moment, at a health spa. I should have said something before she left, but the moment was never right. It seemed unkind to do anything while she was in hospital.”

“Oh well, it’s your life, Matt. It's really none of my business, and please tell me to mind my own business up if you wish, but what happens now?”

“Well, she'll be back here in about two weeks and she is intent on dealing with me in the chamber.”

“So you must feel you need it,” she said, “otherwise you wouldn't be letting this happen.”

“You might be right. I don't know. I get confused.” 

“Are you going to show me the punishment chamber?”

“You can see it now, if you like” I said, rising to my feet. “Bring your tea.”

She followed me through the passage off the kitchen, then into the rear lobby and through the door leading to the chamber. I switched on the lights, then moved aside to allow her to step inside. I decided to say nothing in the way of introduction. I was excited to see her reaction.

She stood just inside the door, as her eyes took in the contents of the room. She was speechless for a while. After a few moments, she walked slowly to the whipping horse. I was tempted to tell her what it was, but it was obvious. She ran her hand over the dark polished wooden structure, then turned to face me. I was impossible to read her face.

“She's going to strap you down over this?”

“That's the plan.”

“Well I can't see you escaping from it,” she said.

“I know I won't. I've already been strapped down over it, by Jasmine.”

“What did she do to you?”

“She caned me.”

“Were you naked?”

“Yes.”

She didn't reply. Instead she walked over to the array of canes, whips and tawses. She picked up a cane, flexed it, then swished it through the air. I felt myself becoming aroused, so put down my tea, so I could hide my arousal with my hands. She glanced down, briefly. I think she noticed.

“So she caned you with one of these?”

“She did.”

“Did she cane you hard?”

“Very hard.”

“That must have been very painful.”

“It was excruciating. I didn't know such agony was possible.”

“And it excites you,” she said. “I can see it does.”

I said nothing, but felt my face flush. I noticed the hint of a smile.

She took a sip of tea, then glanced up.

“Are those cameras? Are the punishments recorded?”

“Yes, almost always.”

“So what about when Jasmine caned you. Is there a recording of that?”

“Yes,” I replied, becoming more aroused.

She remained where she was, looking at me with a curious look on her face. She still had the cane in her hand, and she knew it was having an effect on me. After a few moments of silence, she returned the cane to its wall hook, then took down a two tailed Lochgelly tawse, examined it, then slapped gently across her hand, before returning it to its hook. She looked at some of the other implements, before returning to stand by the whipping horse.

“It must feel very humiliating to be strapped over this, naked,” she said, as she ran a hand over the polished wood again. “I can imagine you would be very, what shall we say, exposed?”

I didn't reply.

“And there is a recording of Jasmine caning you. I imagine it should be 'X' rated?” she laughed.

“Would you like to see it?.”

“OK.”

“You might be shocked. It’s quite graphic.”

“I’ll take that chance.”

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

I hadn't planned for showing Emily the recording of Jasmine caning me. My offer had been impulsive, and as I led her to the lounge, I felt uneasy about it. For a start, I knew I was betraying Jasmine's trust. She had stated that the recording was for my eyes only, as she had handed me the memory stick. Also, I was now having reservations about allowing Emily to see me in such a humiliating position, and I was sure she'd be horrified by the severity of the actual caning. On top of that, I was quite ashamed of all the fuss I had made. I also had to be very careful to switch off the recording as soon as the caning had ended, because the recording on the memory stick continued to show Jasmine and I having sex on the floor of the punishment chamber.

“I really shouldn't be showing you this,” I said, as I set up my laptop on the coffee table in front of us. “I'm betraying Jasmine's trust, and it's very humiliating. I'm, very, how can I say it, exposed.”

“Don't worry. I won't tell a soul, and I know what you look like naked, Matt. You were my boyfriend for two years. I hope you haven't forgotten.”

“No, of course not. I just need to fetch the memory stick. I keep it hidden.”

I returned with the stick, sat down beside Emily, then selected the clip. We sat together in silence as I pressed play. The video began with a view of me, naked, over the whipping horse, with Jasmine sitting down, waiting for the phone call from Allison. I fast forwarded it to the point where Jasmine actually picked up the cane, then let it play. My eyes switched between the screen and Emily as we watched me receive twenty-four hard strokes with the cane. Even just watching the caning made me wince, but I was unable to read Emily's face. If she was shocked, she concealed it.

“That was it,” I said, as I stopped the recording. “There's a bit a talking, which I won't bore you with, but that's the caning.”

“Well, thank you for showing me. That was very educational, and I can see it was real. It must have been very painful.”

She still didn't seem shocked by what she had seen, which surprised me. I'd now watched it many times, and it still shocked me.

“It was unbelievably painful,” I confirmed, “I'm quite ashamed by all the fuss I made.”

“I wouldn't worry about that,” she said, smiling. “I think you were entitled to make a fuss.”

She looked at her watch.

“I do need to leave in about half an hour,” she said. “I wonder if I could trouble you for a sandwich and perhaps another cup of tea before I go.”

“Yes, of course,” I said, rising to my feet.

“Also, I need to make a phone call to Jason about a private matter.”

She remained seated.

“Of course,” I said. “I'll close the door to give you some privacy.”

“That's thoughtful of you. It's just something that's a bit personal.”

I closed the door, then returned with the tea and sandwiches about ten minutes later.

Emily didn't mention the video we had watched while we consumed our snack. In fact, she was very quiet.

“I ought to be going,” she said, as she looked at her watch. “I hope you get yourself sorted out, Matt. If you feel like talking again, you know where I am.”

She gave me a glancing, quick kiss on my cheek, then left. As I watched her return to her car, I couldn't get the image of her standing next to the whipping horse with the cane in her hand out of my head.

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

I didn't hear from Allison for another four weeks, and I'd begun to wonder if she had changed her mind. The spell she had over me had actually begun to lose a little intensity, but that was changed the instant I received an email from her:

“I back in the UK and ready to deal with you. Confirm you are available this weekend, then wait for my further instructions. Allison x”

With a shaking hand, I replied in the affirmative immediately. Her instructions arrived two hours later. I nervously opened the new message:

INSTRUCTIONS TO BE FOLLOWED PRECISELY:

I will arrive at the barn to punish you at noon this coming Sunday. Make sure the CCTV system in the punishment chamber is operational and recording before I arrive.

Leave the key to the rear lobby external door behind the pot plant. I will let myself in. I will expect to find you already in the punishment chamber, naked, on your knees, in front of the whipping horse, with your back to the door.

You will say nothing until you are addressed by me, and you will keep your eyes ahead of you. If I am satisfied with your preparations, I will ask you make your request to be punished. You will recite the following, in a clear voice:

'Please, Mistress. I'd like to request that you punish me for my dreadful behaviour in Croatia and for fucking Jasmine. I request that I am restrained, naked, over this whipping horse, to render me totally helpless. I request that I am then punished by you, using a cane, then a tawse across my naked bottom. It is my request that you punish me with maximum severity and that you show no mercy. I deserve nothing less.'

If I deem your request sincere, I may agree to punish you. You will be expected to mount the whipping horse willingly, and submit to being restrained.

Your sentence will then be announced, and shortly after, your punishment will commence.

When your punishment has been administered to my satisfaction, you will thank me, before being released from your restraints.

You will then be required to fuck me.

Please confirm you understand and agree to these instructions by return.

I confirmed at once. I knew that this time it would happen. Although terrified, I felt an element of relief as my email began its brief and irretrievable journey to where Allison would soon be reading it. It was Wednesday. I had four days to mentally prepare for what I was sure would be the most painful, but most erotic experience of my life. She was planning to use both the cane and the tawse. A change to her original plan.

* * *

There was a moment of panic when I woke on the Sunday morning. In the first few seconds of waking I had forgotten my noon appointment, but it soon hit me. Today I was to eventually be severely punished by Allison. The panic gradually descended into a nervous calm. I had been yearning for this punishment for over two years. Now it was about to happen. Perhaps this would be the turning point in my relationship with her. Perhaps, when the punishment had been administered, and we had enjoyed each others bodies, perhaps she would decide that a relationship with me was worth more to her than to continue her life of crime.

During the morning, I calmly made the same arrangements I had made about two months earlier. When I was satisfied that the punishment chamber was ready, at half an hour before noon, I placed the back door key under the pot, then took a shower. At ten minutes before the hour, I knelt down behind the whipping horse. I felt panic rise inside me as my eyes fell on the heavy leather straps that would shortly be holding me down in the most humiliating and exposed manner. I managed to quell my panic as I convinced myself that this is what I needed, what I craved. There were a few long minutes of total silence, then my panic rose again, as I heard the key in the door. This time she had arrived. The time for my punishment at the hands of Allison was imminent.

As instructed, I kept my eyes ahead, as I heard her enter the chamber. She said nothing. She was standing behind me, and I could feel her eyes savouring the bare flesh she was about to thrash.

“Have you something to say?” she asked quietly.

My voice was unsteady as I recited the lines I had committed to memory:

“Please, Mistress. I'd like to request that you punish me for my dreadful behaviour in Croatia and for fucking Jasmine. I request that I am restrained, naked, over this whipping horse, to render me totally helpless. I request that I am then punished by you, using a cane, then a tawse across my naked bottom. It is my request that you punish me with maximum severity and that you show no mercy. I deserve nothing less.”

“It will be my pleasure,” she said, as I felt her hand grasp my elbow.

She coaxed me to my feet, then forward over the whipping horse. I didn't resist, as she guided my arms through the two holes in the top of the structure. Within seconds she was securing the heavy leather straps that would hold me in place. I noticed an aroma of a delicate, feminine perfume. It seemed in contradiction to the punishment she was about to administer. She was wearing a lightweight, pretty, lime dress, which accentuated the contradiction. The final restraining strap was tightened. I was helpless, with my bare bottom pushed up, ready for punishment.   

“So, Matt,” she said, as she stood to my side. “At last I have you at my mercy.”

I was so nervous that I jolted as I felt the delicate touch of her fingers, tracing the curve of my helpless, presented, bare bottom.

“It’s taken such a long time to get you over the whipping horse, so I intend to savour the moment. Are you frightened?”

“I’m terrified.”

“Good. That’s how I want you, and I intend to keep you terrified.”

Her hand pulled away from my bottom, then she sauntered over to the array of implements. She selected the dragon cane. I knew she would.

“You will shortly receive your first ever cane stroke from me. It’s a very special moment, Matt. There can only ever be one first stroke, so I want to make it really special. I want it to take your breath away. I want you to be shocked. I want you to panic, as your bottom tells your brain that you can’t possibly take even one more stroke, and you begin to plead and struggle.”

I jolted, as she placed the heavy cane gently across the centre of my upturned bottom. I sobbed in fear, as she gently tapped the cane, allowing me to feel the considerable weight.

“Of course, your struggles will be a complete waste of time,” she continued. “Your poor, bare bottom, now decorated with a single, angry weal, will remain perfectly presented for my cane, and I will remind you that I have barely started. I might take a break, perhaps have a cup of tea, whatever takes my fancy. It will give you the opportunity to contemplate the next taste of the cane. This time twenty-three strokes, perhaps a bit harder, if I can manage it. Then I might have another break, before I then introduce you to the delights of the Lochgelly tawse, the extra heavy one, of course.”

She stooped down in front of me, and seemed to feed off my terrified eyes.

“As the main caning gets underway some interesting things will start happening. One of the delights of administering a good, long, hard, caning, is to be observed when strokes begin to bite into the same area for the second and third time. This is when fire is overlaid with more fire. Just when you imagined the pain couldn’t get any worse, it does. Your rational thoughts will be forgotten as you make another desperate attempt to escape your restraints. Your panic will rise up like never before, as you try to digest that escape is only possible when I decide. Your pleading will become even more pitiful and desperate. I love it when that happens. It encourages me to cane harder. I get excited, even aroused, and I seem to find additional energy. So expect the strokes to bite in with even more ferocity. There will be nobody to hear your cries, but me, Matt. Although, perhaps, the odd cow might lazily lift its head, wondering about the strange sounds coming from the barn. The rest of the world will hear nothing, so there is nobody to help you, except me. Does that sound like fun, Matt?”

“I’m really terrified,” I sobbed.

“That's exactly how I want you, Matt, and your fears are justified. This will be a very special caning and tawsing.”

In an almost theatrical manner, she put the cane down on the table, then slipped off her dress. She picked up the cane, then approached me wearing just skimpy white bra and knickers. She smiled as she looked into my terrified eyes, before taking her position to my left. This was it. I was about to receive my first caning at the hands of Allison. The moment I had dreaded, but also craved, had arrived. I felt the cane placed gently across the centre of my naked, thrust up, helpless, bottom. I involuntarily sobbed, as I felt again the weight of the cane. She gently tapped the cane against my bare flesh as she adjusted her position. Even these gentle taps stung. I feared my bladder might embarrass me as I waited for the cane to bite in.

“There will be no mercy, Matt,” she said, quietly, “and rest assured that the more you scream and plead for mercy, and the more you struggle, the harder I will cane you.”

There were a few more long seconds, as the cane remained stationary, resting across the centre of my presented bottom. I could almost feel her eyes locked on it. I could sense that she was playing out the stroke in her mind, determined to make it as severe as she possibly could. Apart from my heavy, terrified, breathing, there was silence. I sobbed again as I felt the cane raised. I heard Allison take in a sharp intake of breath, then I heard the hiss of the cane as she raised it over her shoulder, followed by a feminine groan and a shriller whistle as the cane changed direction, and was brought down with breathtaking venom. A sharp crack, almost like a pistol shot, filled the punishment chamber, as the cane buried itself in the soft flesh of my bottom cheeks. For just an instant, I felt almost nothing, then a white hot sting, of a magnitude I had not previously believed possible, seared across the line of impact. I gasped a sharp intake of breath, as in the seconds following the stroke, the agony blossom under my skin, and  intensified. I let out a guttural scream, as the pain blasted past the boundaries of what it was possible to bear. I heard her almost purr with delight as I began to struggle with my restraints.

“Not bad for a first stroke,” she said, about a minute later, when my distress had faded to a quiet sob. “But I’m sure I can improve on that as the caning progresses.”

“I really can’t take any more, Miss. I want to call the whole thing off. We are definitely not right for each other. I was stupid to think this could work. I’m really sorry.”

I was desperate. Nothing mattered except to escape any more strokes with that evil cane.

“The caning will continue,” she said, quietly, “Don’t make such preposterous suggestions again. We both know you need this caning. I shall return to continue in due course.”

She put down the cane, then left the room.

The fierce burning and throbbing of the cane stroke continued. I tried again to wrestle my way out of the restraints, but it was hopeless. The prospect of even one more stroke was horrific, let alone what Allison had planned for me. She was obviously not in any hurry, as it seemed an eternity before I heard her enter to the punishment chamber.

She walked directly to me, then stooped down behind me to inspect my bottom. I felt her fingers trace the line of the throbbing weal.

“Nice,” she said. I felt her breath on my bare bottom as she spoke. “You have a lovely purple weal, Matt. Time to give it some company.” She rose to her feet, then picked up the cane.

I was absolutely desperate. I simply could not take any more. I was racking my brains to think of something I could say or do to persuade her to release me.

“I can guarantee you,” I said, trying to sound rational and sincere, “that if you continue this savage punishment I will never want to see you again. It’s far more barbaric than I thought it would be, and I’m really not the right person for you if you expect me to take this sort of thing.”

This caused her to pause. I could sense her uncertainty. She put down the cane, and relief flooded over me.

My relief was short lived, as I saw her select a heavy two tailed tawse from the array of implements.

“That was a very foolish thing to say, Matt,” she said, as she approached me with the tawse. “You really shouldn't threaten me when you’re strapped over the whipping horse.”

“I didn’t mean it!” I cried, in panic.

“Then you shouldn’t have said it, should you. I was going to save the tawse for later, but I’ve changed my mind. I think you deserve a good taste of the tawse now, then I’ll continue with your caning.”

“You can’t do this!” I sobbed. “You can’t do this!”

“Why do you insist in talking such nonsense?” she laughed, as she put the tawse down on the table, then began to rummage through a drawer set under it, “You are securely restrained, at my mercy, so I can do anything I like, and I’ve decided to tawse you, so I will, and there is absolutely nothing you can do to stop me.”

My eyes were filled with tears of despair, so my vision of her hunting through the drawer was blurred.

“Ah, here it is,” she said, pulling what appeared to be a triangular piece of fabric, with cords attached.

“You need to be fitted with a thong for your tawsing,” she said, as she approached me. “The tips of the tawse are where the real sting is produced, especially if I administer what I call ‘wrap-around’ strokes. The tips can then bite into all those sensitive areas that the cane can’t reach. It’s deliciously painful, as you are about to discover, but I have to make sure you are some use to me when I’ve finished with you, so the thong will help to protect some of your bits.”

As I digested, with horror, what she was saying, I felt her encase my private parts in the fabric, then secure it with cords, one of which she tightened right into my gaping bottom cleft.

“There we are,” she said, cheerfully, when she had finished. “All nice and snug now, so I can explore with the tawse with confidence, and no need to hold back.”

I was sobbing with despair and panic as she picked up the fearsome two tailed tawse, then approached me. I recognised the tawse as one of the heaviest kept in the chamber. It was made of very thick, but flexible hide, and was about two feet long. It was stamped with ‘John Dick’ and ‘Lochgelly XH’. I remembered handling it a few weeks earlier, and shuddering at the thought of being thrashed with it, and now I was about to be!

“You might be wondering what I meant, by ‘wrap-around’ strokes,” she said, as she took a position close to my head, on my left. “I could explain, but it’s probably easier to show you.”

I was pretty sure I had worked out what she meant, and it seemed dreadful.

“It’s quite a difficult stroke to get right,” she said, as she measured the tawse along my left flank, and adjusted her footing. “I think I’ll administer just a dozen strokes as your introduction to the tawse, but it may take a few strokes to perfect my aim, and they won’t count. As you can imagine, I’m a little out of practice.”

With that, she snaked the tawse over her shoulder, then brought it back down with another feminine groan of effort. The tawse body made sharp contact with my left flank, propelling the tails to wrap around my left bottom cheek, accelerating the tips into my right bottom cheek. They bit in savagely with a resounding ‘crack’. The sting was mind-blowing, and I hissed in a lungful of air between clenched teeth.

“That one didn’t count,” she said, as she stepped behind me to examine the marks left by the implement. “About three inches too far. My word, I am out of practice!” she added cheerfully.

“Please! No more,” I begged.

She totally ignored me, as she took her position again, this time a little closer to my head. I held my breath as she raised the tawse again. She seemed to put even more effort into this stroke, and this time the tawse tips accelerated around my left cheek to bite deep into my gaping bottom cleft with another resounding ‘crack’. Agony was redefined as the leather tips sank sickeningly deep into the most sensitive of areas. It was totally unbearable. I shrieked hysterically, whilst desperately trying to clench my bottom cheeks to protect myself from another stroke in the same area. To my absolute dismay, the nature of my position and restraints made clenching absolutely impossible.

“That was a bit better,” she said, cheerfully. “Just another eleven to go.”

The next stroke followed swiftly, and seemed to be administered with even more venom. The tips bit into exactly the same place as the previous stroke. The agony was off the scale, and I gurgled out a guttural scream that I didn’t recognise as my own. I began a bizarre and futile struggle with my restraints as the tawsing progressed mercilessly. I even heard her giggle as she weaved her pattern of fire along the length of my bottom cleft. Occasional overlapping strokes added to the white hot inferno.

“I need a break after that,” she said, a little breathlessly.

I was hyperventilating, sobbing, and dripping with sweat. She left the chamber again. The burning, and throbbing of my poor bottom cleft gradually began to moderate. Allison was obviously even more sadistic than I had thought, and I was still at her mercy. It was a nightmare. There was more to come!

Eventually, after what seemed an eternity, she stepped back into the chamber. I tried as best I could to mentally prepare for more punishment.

“Now,” she said, smiling. “As you know, when your punishment is over I want you to fuck me. Does that sound like a good idea, Matt?”

“Yes,” I replied, breathlessly. “It sounds like a very good idea.”

“Then you must ask me to cane you, hard,” she said, firmly. “You must ask me to administer twenty-three strokes, very hard. Do it.”

“Please cane me, Miss. Very hard. Twenty-three strokes.” I didn’t recognise my own voice.

“It will be my pleasure,” she said between gritted teeth, as she picked up the cane.

I held my breath with dread as she took her position. At least, I tried to console myself, I could now see the end. I just had to endure another twenty-three strokes, then she would release me. I felt almost a calm descend on me, as she raised the cane. The calm vaporised the instant the cane bit in, and my world turned to one of agony beyond description. She caned briskly, and very hard. I shrieked and struggled throughout, and it seemed to go on for ever.

I was dripping with sweat and gasping for breath as she unbuckled the restraints with urgency. I slipped to my knees in front of her, facing her skimpy white knickers. The flawless skin of her flat stomach above her knickers was glistening with sweat.

“Take them off,” she ordered.

I wasted no time. My bottom was still burning, but it was now an erotic sensation. I pulled down her knickers to reveal her neatly trimmed pubic hair. She kicked them away when they reached her ankles. Her bra landed on top of them. I looked up briefly to see her face between her perfect breasts. Her mouth was open and she wanted me to fuck her.

“I forgot the honey,” she panted.

“Doesn’t matter,” I said.

She parted her legs to allow my tongue to thrust deep inside her. She was very, very, wet.

The fuck that followed, on the floor of the punishment chamber, with her finger nails biting painfully into my freshly thrashed bottom, was by far the most erotic experience of my life. Our joint orgasm was more like the eruption of a volcano. It was sex redefined.

She suggested we both shower, so we took one together. The hot water reignited the sting of her punishment, and she enjoyed watching me wince. Later we enjoyed another incredible fuck, but this time in bed. She insisted that I described how painful her caning and tawsing had been, while I fucked her.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

“I want a recording of your punishment,” she said, later that afternoon, as we lay in bed together.

“I'll put a recording on a memory stick for you later,” I promised, as another sharp, stabbing, pain reminded me of just how severely she had thrashed me.

“I've got a better idea,” she said. “Why don't you make a copy now, then we'll watch it together. And it's about time you offered me something to eat and a glass of wine.”

I took another shower, then downloaded the recording of my punishment onto a memory stick, before beginning to prepare a light dinner. Allison appeared, after also taking another shower and we sat down to eat at the kitchen table. My raw bottom was still throbbing and burning.

Allison was uncharacteristically quiet as we sat down in the lounge to watch the recording of my punishment. She drank just one, small glass of wine, saying that she had to drive back to London later. The video of my punishment was shockingly severe, and I was embarrassed by how desperately I pleaded for mercy, and I found myself apologising. Allison said that no apology was needed because the pleading, writhing and squealing was what made it so erotic and exciting.

It was after we'd finished watching the video, and I'd handed her the memory stick, that she hit me with a bombshell:

“It has to end here, Matt,” she said.

“What are you talking about? I've submitted to you. We've just had the best sex ever. I've never experienced anything like it. I thought you felt the same way.”

“I do, but there can only be one first caning, Matt, and that's what I needed. I'm sorry, but you've been a conquest. I wasn't sure until now. Now I need to move on.”

“I can't believe what you’re saying,” I said, still reeling with shock.

“I'm no good for you. I'm not going to change. I know my life guarantees trouble. You will be better off without me. I've helped you discover something about yourself, and I've enjoyed the journey, well most of it. But now we've reached our destination. The journey is over. It's time for us both to move on.”

She was right, of course, but I hadn't expected it to end this way, and so abruptly. I always imagined that it would have to be me who would eventually do the right thing, but deep down I knew I probably never would have .

“What will you do now?”

“Carry on with my chosen trade, and perhaps I might find another unsuspecting victim to introduce to the delights of the cane.”

And that was it. She smiled, gave me a kiss on the cheek, then left.

CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

I slipped into depression. A light in my life had been snuffed out. It now dawned on me that I'd assumed that the real barrier to winning over Allison had been because she'd been denied the opportunity to cane me. Once I had submitted, and shown her that I could take it, I'd assumed the door to her heart would have opened. It would change everything, and I had hoped I then could have persuaded her to give up her life of crime. I'd even imagined the words I might say:

“You can cane me as often as you want, and severely as you want, provided you stop your illegal activities, and get a proper job. Perhaps you could even join me in the antiques business. We could become partners.”

I had imagined she would find the offer irresistible, but I couldn't have been more wrong. She had simply seen me as a challenge, and now she'd conquered me, she had no further interest.

Two days later, a courier delivered a package to the shop. It was a jar of honey, with a message:

'Thanks, Matt. It was fun. Hope you enjoy your life.'

I smiled at the memory, then sank further into depression. To make matters worse, I was still reminded of Allison each time I sat down. The vivid marks on my bottom were there to remind me that she had not been a dream.

It took about five weeks for the physical marks to fade, but the memory of punishment from Allison would be imprinted on my brain for the rest of my life.

Emily phoned me on the Sunday after my punishment, and I was still very sore and reeling from being dumped.

“Just wondering how you were getting on with Allison,” she said.

“I'm not. It's over. She dumped me.”

“It's almost certainly for the best,” she said. “Are you upset?”

“Well, yes, but more hurt and confused.”

“Are you at the barn?”

“Yes. I've been here for a few days. I can't get enthusiastic about work. Cliff's there full time at the moment.”

“That won't do. Would you like me to come over?”

“I'd like that, a lot.”

“I'll be there in a couple of hours.”

Emily was turning out to be a true friend, I thought, as I waited for her arrival. She had always been dependable, and had always cared for my welfare. Even now, years after she had ended our relationship, and had another boyfriend, she was watching out for me. I realised I should have appreciated her more.

She arrived early in the afternoon. I invited her into the kitchen, then offered her tea.

“So. Tell me what happened?” she asked, as we sat down at the kitchen table.

“Allison eventually used the cane on me a few days ago. Then she dumped me. She told me I had just been a conquest, and now she had conquered me, it was time for her to move on. She told me she wasn't good for me.”

“Well, I'll agree with her on that. You really are better off without her.”

“You're probably right, but I thought, that once I'd taken the caning, that I'd win her over completely, then get her to give up the crime.”

“She sounds to me like she has no intention of changing. I think you need to accept that and get over her. It's not going to do you any good sitting here moping about her. You'll feel better if you get back to work.”

“I know you're right, but I just can't motivate myself.”

“Are you sore, from the caning?”

“You wouldn't believe how sore. It still hurts every time I sit down, even days later. The marks are incredible.”

This seemed to amuse her.

“Can I see?”

“Well, I suppose so.”

I rose to my feet, turned my back on her, then dropped my trousers and boxer shorts.

“My goodness, that does look sore.”

I quickly made myself decent, then winced slightly, as I sat down. I was still suffering the occasional stabbing pain, even now.

Once again, I was a little surprised that Emily didn't seem as shocked as I would have imagined. In fact, she seemed to find the sight of my injured bottom amusing.

“So you would have been quite happy to have continued your relationship with Allison, even though she would have continued to punish you so severely?”

“Well, yes. I can't explain it. The actual caning was hell, but something else draws me to it.”

“Perhaps you find it arousing, sexually?” she suggested, watching me.

“Perhaps, well, yes, I do.”

We chatted for an hour, or so, about work, squash and reminisced about our time together, before she said she had to leave.

“Thanks for coming, Emily,” I said at the door. “You have lifted my spirits a bit. Perhaps I feel ready to face the world again.”

“Make sure you go to work tomorrow. It will help you put Allison behind you.”

“I will,” I promised.

I didn't. By the following morning I just couldn't face work. I phoned Cliff, asking him to stand in for me. He sounded concerned, but said he was happy to do so.

CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

I went back to work on Tuesday. Cliff was pleased to see me and updated me on the sales and enquiries, before leaving me to it. Unfortunately, there was not much going on. Customers were thin on the ground, and there were no auctions to attend until Friday, so I sat in the rear office, at Jasmine's desk. It was impossible to get away from the memory of Jasmine's caning, and her association with Allison. The longer I sat at the desk, the more depressed I became. The void in my life left by Allison weighed heavily.

I made a profitable sale on Wednesday. I sold a huge refectory table, which had been taking up far too much room for too long. This offered the opportunity to move some stock from the barn, rearrange the stock in the shop, and refresh the shop window display. By the end of the week, business was picking up a little and I was feeling more positive. Cliff, I could see, was relieved to see me in a more positive frame of mind, when he took over the running of the shop when I attended the Friday auction. I made a few good buys at the auction, and I left for the barn on the Friday night in a much more positive frame of mind. Emily had been right, getting back to work had been good for me.

On the Saturday, I tried to analyse myself in a positive and rational way. I asked myself why I had been so infatuated with Allison. She was very attractive and sexually exciting, but so were countless other ladies. She was a criminal, and that was a big negative. She was a sadist, not just a token, fun spanking sadist, but the real thing. I had to conclude that this was the magic ingredient. Although the pain she had inflicted on me when she had me strapped over the whipping horse had been unbearable, it was the anticipation beforehand that had had the most profound effect on me. This, I decided, was Allison's magic ingredient. The certain knowledge that she would show no mercy, and would relish my suffering was very frightening, but incredibly exciting.

I wrote my thoughts and conclusions down, to reinforce them in my mind.

Emily phoned me on Sunday:

“Hello Matt. How's your week been?”

“Much more positive. I took your advice and went back to work. It was the right thing to do. I feel much happier.”

“I'm so pleased, Matt. I was getting concerned about you. It's so unlike you to be so negative.”

“You were very helpful, Emily. I've had a chance to think things out and do a bit of self-analysis. I've written it all down and I feel I have a better idea of who I am and what I want out of life. I accept now that my future will not include Allison, so I'm not going to include her in any of my plans.”

“So I don't need to come down to the barn to bully you into pulling yourself together. That's good to hear.”

“You're always welcome, of course, but I think I'm back on my feet and pointing in the right direction.”

“And how are you recovering from the caning?”

“That's a lot better, too. The marks are still quite vivid, but I'm not reminded of it every time I sit down any more. So that’s helping me to keep my thoughts focussed on other things.”

“OK. Make sure you stay positive and focussed, Matt, and make sure you call me if you feel yourself slipping back.”

“I will, Emily. Thanks for being so supportive.”

What a lovely girl Emily is, I thought, as I put down the phone. If it hadn't had been for Allison, Emily and I might still be together.

* * *

As the marks from Allison's caning faded, so did my obsession with her. Positive thinking and hard work were the key. I didn't have a girlfriend for company, yet, and I was conscious that the marks on my bottom might need explaining if I did have an erotic encounter. It would be better to wait until the marks had gone before I started thinking about finding someone.

Another positive action I took was to dust off my squash racquet, and book a game with Emily. She'd kept up her squash playing, so she beat me soundly, but I put my name down for games in a junior league, and booked a few games with competitors. Things were looking up, and I felt my life was back on track.

Five weeks after Allison's caning, I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror that morning to find the  cane marks had at last gone. I felt it was a symbolic moment, confirming that I was completely free of Allison. With no marks to explain to a future lover, I considered myself available. It was a shame Emily had found love elsewhere, but losing her had been another consequence of my encounter with Allison.

My positive outlook on life was turned on its head the following day. I had just left an auction near Covent Garden and was on my way to the tube station, when I passed a coffee bar with seating outside. I did a double take as I felt sure I had seen Allison sitting at one of the tables. I felt my heart race, but continued walking. I should have kept going, but curiosity got the better of me. I crossed to the other side of the road, then walked back. There was another café with outside seating opposite the one where I thought I had seen Allison, and I took a seat there. Sure enough, it was her, and she was with a man of about my age. I ordered coffee, then sat back to watch them over the top of my auction catalogue.

Perhaps it was my imagination, but it looked to me as if I were watching a replay of my first coffee with her, near the London Eye. Allison had her new friend 'eating out of her hand'. She was grooming a new conquest. The excitement I had felt when in her company came flooding back, and with it, my despair at losing her hit me. I was yesterday’s man, and now discarded. I watched for about twenty-minutes, then left my lukewarm coffee untouched to return to the shop.

I didn't feel like work the following day, so phoned Cliff. He agreed to open the shop, but I could hear the concern in his voice. 

CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

My mobile rang at about ten on the Sunday morning. I hadn’t been to work since seeing Allison with her new man the previous Wednesday. It was Emily. She’d phoned a few times over the past few days, and I hadn’t answered her calls. I didn't  answer this one either, and allowed it go to answer phone mode. This time she left a message:

“Hello Matt. It's Emily. I’ve tried calling you three times and you’re not answering. I know you are off work again because I’ve spoken to Cliff. I'm going to call in on you at about twelve, this lunchtime. I want to talk to you. Please confirm that you'll be at the barn.”

I really didn't feel in the mood for another of her talks, so I sent her a polite text to put her off:

“I do appreciate your concern, but I really would prefer to be left alone at the moment. Thanks, Matt.”

I did feel a little guilty to have shunned her offer of kindness, but she replied almost immediately:

“I’m coming at twelve. Make sure you are in.”

Her response surprised me. It wasn't like Emily to be so assertive. I almost replied, saying that she'd be wasting her time because I would be out, but thought better of it.

I'd been letting myself go over the past few days, and needed a shave, so while I waited for her to arrive, I tidied up the kitchen, then shaved and took a shower. I was already feeling a bit better in myself when I heard a car on the gravel. It was Emily. She stepped from her car dressed as if she was about to attend a business meeting. She wasn't smiling as she approached me, which seemed odd. I couldn't read her expressionless face.

“Thanks for coming,” I said, as she stepped inside. “It's very kind, but I'm afraid you might be wasting your time. This is something I need to sort out on my own.”

She said nothing as she walked past me. I closed the front door, then followed her into the lounge, where she had already taken a seat. I hovered in the lounge, feeling a little uneasy as she sat looking at me with cool eyes, and still not smiling.

“Actually,” she said, after several long seconds of silence, “I was a little economic with the truth when I phoned earlier. I said I wanted to talk to you, and I do, but we will have our talk after I have caned you.”

“I'm sorry?” I thought I had misheard.

“I'm going to cane you,” she said, a little louder. Her cool eyes never left mine.

I looked at her with disbelief for a few seconds.

“You can't do that,” I said, laughing nervously.

“Yes I can,” she replied, immediately, “and I'm going to.”

There were another few, long seconds of silence, as I tried the read her eyes, then I had to look down at the floor.

She rose to her feet, then slowly approached me until she was standing right in front of me. She lifted my chin firmly with her right hand, so I was forced to look into her unsmiling face.

“I want you standing in front of the whipping horse, naked, within one minute. If you're not, I will increase the severity of your caning. Is that understood?”

“Suppose I refuse?” I protested, trying to sound confident.

SLAP!

A hard slap across my face, from her right palm, left me shocked and dazed. I felt my face flush.

“Present yourself in front of the whipping horse, naked. Do it now.”

She was making it abundantly clear that she would not accept no as an answer, and at that moment I felt myself falling under her control. She had asserted her authority over me in just a few seconds. I meekly made my way to the punishment chamber bedroom to undress. I found I was shaking as I removed my clothes. I tried to calm myself by reasoning that, as far as I was aware, Emily had never used a cane, so her first caning was unlikely to be anywhere near as severe as a caning from Allison. It was obvious that Emily was just trying to help me, and she believed a caning from her might help me to stop pining for Allison. I doubted that it would, but out of kindness to her, I reasoned, I should go along with it. By the time I had undressed, then stepped into the punishment chamber, I was quite calm. I'd been caned by two ladies, both of whom were very proficient, and I'd survived. Today's caning, I guessed, would not be as painful.

My calm began to desert me as I heard the approaching footsteps of Emily. The cool confidence with which she was asserting her authority over me was quite frightening. I would never have believed her capable of it.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” I asked, meekly, as she entered the chamber.

“It's a very good idea,” she replied, without hesitation, as she approached me.

“We're not going to debate it,” she said, as she took hold, firmly, of my naked shoulder, “I'm going to cane you.”

She guided me forward, coaxing me over the whipping horse. I was alarmed by how quickly and efficiently she strapped me down in place. In less than a minute, I was helpless, with my bare bottom thrust up, ready to be caned.

“My word, you are very exposed,” she said, as she stepped back to stand behind me. “It must feel very humiliating, and I see the marks from Allison's caning have gone. They need to be replaced.”

“As you have probably guessed,” she continued, as she stepped over to the array of wall hung implements, “I've never used a cane, but I haven't any other plans this afternoon, so I have plenty of time to learn now that I have you helpless.”

She turned to face me with a senior cane flexed between her hands. For the first time since she had arrived, she was smiling.

“I'd like to think I'm not a complete novice,” she continued. “When you showed me the recording of Jasmine caning you a few weeks ago, you may remember that I sent you to the kitchen to prepare a sandwich and tea. I used the time to make a copy of the recording on a memory stick I had with me. I can be quite devious. I've been studying Jasmine's technique, and as you know, I've always been a good squash player. Who knows, I might surprise you.”

Now I was beginning to panic. This caning wasn't a spontaneous idea. She'd been preparing for it for some time. It was beginning to sound as if it might be more serious than I had mentally prepared myself for.

“Of course, when I played my copy of the recording at home for the first time, I discovered why you were so quick to turn off the video as soon as the caning was over. The caning seemed to have made you both very passionate. You missed that bit out when you told me about Jasmine, didn't you?”

I was mortified. Emily had watched me fucking Jasmine!

“Er, yes.”

“Anyway, I studied the technique Jasmine used with the cane, and I'm of course aware that Allison caned you more severely, so I have some stiff competition. I do hope I won't disappoint you.”

“You don't have to do this, Emily,” I pleaded. “You've made your point. If you let me go, now, I'm sure I can snap myself out of my silly mood. I know this isn't really your sort of thing. You don't have to do it for me.”

“Don't be ridiculous,” she laughed. “I haven't gone to all this trouble to let you off. I'm going to cane you, and I'm going to see if I can cane you more severely than Jasmine, because I am convinced that you need it. And how do you know this isn't my sort of thing? Just because I've never caned anyone before, that doesn't mean I won't enjoy it. I'm already enjoying it, and I haven't even started.”

“You don't have to. I feel better already,” I begged.

She took her position to my left, then I felt the cane placed across my upturned, bare bottom.

“Please, no, Emily.”

I braced myself, as I heard the whistle of the cane. The cane bit savagely into the bare flesh of my bottom with a sharp 'crack'. I gasped as a white hot line of fire seared across my cheeks. Panic welled up inside me as the agony blossomed. For a first ever stroke, it was terrifyingly proficient.

“Please, Emily,” I sobbed. “I can't take any more like that. Please, not so hard!”

“Not bad for a first stroke, but I think I can improve on that,” she said, cheerfully.

“No, please, Emily!” I was panic stricken.

“I think I'll administer another eleven strokes,” she said, totally ignoring my pleading, “Then we'll have a little chat about your recent negative attitude towards your work, before I continue.”

“No, please, Emily. No, please!”

She wasn't listening. She raised the cane again, then brought it down with breathtaking venom. It bit into my helpless bottom with another sharp 'crack'. The agony was unbelievable. I began to struggle with my restraints in a wild panic, and I pleaded for her to stop.

She didn't. She administered the strokes, methodically and hard, totally ignoring my pleading and sobbing. My futile struggling with my restraints had achieved nothing other than to exhaust me. I was hyperventilating and sweating profusely as she stepped back from me to admire the burning stripes she had decorated my burning bottom with.

Eventually she walked back into my line of sight. She was flexing the cane in a menacing manner.

“This is even more fun than I thought it would be,” she said. “Now why don't you tell what you are going to do on Monday?”

“I'll be going to the shop. Please don't cane me any more.”

“And you'll be putting in the energy that the business requires from now on?”

“Yes. I promise, Emily.”

“Well I'm going to check up on you over the next few weeks to make sure you do, and If I so much as suspect that you are not giving your all, what do you think I will do, Matt?”

She was still flexing the cane.

“You'll punish me again, Emily.”

“Correct, and it will be more severe.”

I believed her. She was totally sincere. I couldn't believe this was the gentle lady who had been my girlfriend two years earlier.

She paused. I thought she was about to announce that my punishment was over.

“All that remains, then, Matt,” she said, as she took her position to my left again, “Is for me to convince you that I am serious about what I have said.”

Before I could utter a word, she began to cane me again. I squealed in agony as the first stroke bit in with seemingly more venom than any of the previous strokes. Before the full effect of the stroke had sunk in, a second stroke joined it. I writhed, struggled, screamed and squealed, as she set about my writhing bare bottom with a brisk, very hard, and seemingly endless caning. It probably lasted no more than a minute, but it seemed to go on for ever. I have no idea how many strokes my poor, burning bottom had to endure, but by the time she stopped, it felt as if it had been roasted in a furnace.

I was breathless, and sweating. Tear droplets had showered the floor in front of me. When I looked up into Emily's face, I could see beads of sweat on her brow. She was also breathless, and her face was flushed. She hadn’t put down the cane.

CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

“This is a lot more fun than I imagined,” she said, as she slowly circled me. “I didn’t realise just how empowering it would feel to have a naked man at my mercy and totally helpless. It’s a delicious feeling to know that I can do absolutely anything I like to you, and there is nothing you can do to stop me. What a shame I didn’t think to ask you to record it.”

I was still breathing heavily and sweating, but the intense burning was beginning to fade to an angry throb. I was very aware that she hadn’t put down the cane.

“Yes, it was a shame, Emily. I should have thought of it myself.”

“Yes, you should have,” she said, sounding displeased. “I’m sure Allison insisted that  her punishment of you was recorded. She did, didn’t she?”

“Yes, Emily.”

“And you have a copy here?”

“Er, I can’t remember where it is. It might be in the safe at the shop.”

I definitely didn't want her watching Allison’s punishment of me, and particularly what happened afterwards.

“Well I think it is kept here,” she said. “Let’s see if I can improve your memory.”

“No! Please! No!”

The caning resumed with agonising vigour. I simply couldn’t stand the pain, and I was pleading and writhing in seconds.

“I’ve remembered! I’ve remembered! Please stop, Emily!”

She didn’t. The caning continued for another dozen venomous strokes.

“Sorry. Did you say something?” she asked, mockingly, and breathlessly.

“Yes, Emily. I’ve remembered. I have a copy here, on a memory stick”

“It seems that the cane can perform miracles with your memory,” she said. “Where is it?”

“It’s in a small tin at the back of the top drawer of my bedside table. It’s labelled ‘A’.”

She put down the cane, then left the punishment chamber. A few minutes later she was back.

“I’m sure you won’t mind if I borrow this,” she said, holding up the stick. “I’ll drop into your shop during the week to return it. You will, of course, be returning to work tomorrow?”

“Yes, Emily. I promise.”

“OK. Then I think I can declare your punishment for today, over.”

I was relieved to feel the straps holding me down being released.

“I’ll probably drop in on Wednesday,” she said, as she released the last strap. “In the meantime I’d like some feedback from you. You can send me it in an email, no later than Tuesday evening. By that time you will have had a chance to reflect on the caning you have received from me, and I will by then have watched the recording of Allison caning you. I want to know what you thought of my caning, and if you think it was deserved and good for you. I want you to tell me why you need to be punished, because it is quite obvious that you do. Subject to your reply, and how I feel about things, I may decide to punish you again. Is that understood?”

“Yes. Completely understood,” I replied, as I peeled myself off the whipping horse, then dropped to my knees, clutching my burning, throbbing, bottom. I could feel a lattice of raised weals.

I wondered what she would do now. She'd seen what had happened with Jasmine, and I felt myself longing that the same thing would happen with Emily. I felt myself becoming aroused, and Emily definitely noticed.

“I can see myself out,” she said, smiling. “You look like you could do with a cool shower.”

Without another word, she left.

I had never felt more desperate for sex, and she knew it.

CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

Four hours after Emily had left, I was sitting at the kitchen table, with my laptop in front of me, trying to come to terms with what had just happened. I’d thought I knew Emily. I’d been quite sure she was a lovely, gentle, kind and feminine lady, who wouldn’t hurt a fly. But, as I sat there, with my poor bottom still throbbing and burning, I had to conclude that I didn’t know her at all. Her punishment was a contradiction. The caning she had just subjected me to had been administered with passion. It had not simply been a caning administered to convince me to stop sulking and go back to work. She’d achieved that before the caning had even started. She’d enjoyed it. Perhaps she’d surprised herself.

Then I thought about the recording she had taken with her. She could well be watching it at that very moment. I cringed as I thought of the ideas it might give her. The spiteful and sadistic way that Allison used the tawse, to ensure it was unimaginably agonising. How would Emily feel when she watched the rampant sex that followed?

She wanted an email from me. I had no idea what to write, as I didn’t understand myself. I’d been searching myself for answers to my apparent need for punishment ever since Allison introduced me to it, and I still didn’t know why. Now she wanted me to try to explain it. I was about to start, when an email arrived. It was Emily:

Hello Matt,

I’ve just finished watching it. Allison certainly knows how to administer a thrashing! I found it inspirational, and very educational. I was particularly interested in the way she likes to use the tawse. I’m looking forward to receiving your email. I think we have things to discuss.

Emily x

I spent some time looking at a blank screen, not knowing where to start. In the end, I just started writing, deciding to be as honest as I could:

Dear Emily,

Thank you for caning me. It was the right thing for you to do. I hated the pain at the time, but I needed it, and I’m grateful to you.

Why I need it, is harder to explain, but it seems that I do.

I have to confess that I was both shocked and excited by what happened a few hours ago. You seem to have tastes and skills that I had no idea of. It has certainly helped me put Allison behind me.

I’m very much looking forward to seeing you on Wednesday. I’m in the shop all day. I usually close at about 5.30.

Matt x

I sent the email off. I half expected a reply, but she didn’t. I would no doubt see her on Wednesday. I wondered if her boyfriend, Jason, was aware of what was going on between Emily and me. She seemed to have passed the point of just helping an old friend.

Emily looked breathtakingly beautiful when she stepped into my shop late the following Wednesday afternoon. I invited her into the rear office, and she accepted my offer of tea.

“Very interesting. I watched all of it,” she said, as she placed the borrowed memory stick on the desk, “I’ve made a copy. Don’t worry. I’ll guard it with my life.”

I picked it up, then slipped it into my pocket. I don’t think either of us knew what to say. We both knew that something was happening between us.

“How’s Jason?” I asked.

“Wondering what’s going on,” she said. “I said I might call him later this evening to talk about it.”

“I’m wondering what’s going on, too,” I said.

“And me,” she laughed.

“How’s your bottom?”

“Recovering. Not sore.”

“Perhaps I was too lenient.”

“Well, perhaps,” I agreed, smiling, feeling the beginnings of arousal.

“I won’t make that mistake again,” she said, smiling mischievously.

“Tell me about the honey,” she said, still smiling. “Why did Allison mention honey?”

“I’m not telling you,” I replied, now also smiling.

“I think you should.”

“What if I refuse?” I asked, driven by excitement, and becoming very aroused.

She didn't answer for what seemed an eternity. The sense of anticipation between us was electrifying.

“Then I will have to find a way to persuade you,” she said, smiling, menacingly.

I continued to look into her eyes. I was taunting her. I couldn’t stop myself.

She’d stopped smiling now. So had I. I was painfully aroused, and I sensed she was too. The game we were playing was charged and irresistible. We both knew where it was going. There was a long pause before  the words I had in my head, came out of my mouth. I was unable to stop them. They were insane, but they had to be said:

“I bet you can’t.”

She was silent for several long seconds. She was regarding me with intense interest.

“Well that’s a challenge I can't refuse.”

“Perhaps you’d better drop in at the barn this weekend, then.”

“I think this needs to be addressed now. Tonight,” she said.

“What about Jason?” I asked, now starting to panic. It was happening too quickly.

“Fuck Jason. We're going to the barn, now. You can drive us both in my car.”

She rose to her feet. Neither of us had touched our tea.

“Come on,” she said, as I remained seated, in shock. “You can clear up in the morning.”

I was stunned. The verbal game had turned into terrifying reality, and it would be played out tonight!

She grasped me by the arm. I was putty in her hands. She looked like Emily, but once again, I was reminded that I didn’t know her at all. I locked up the shop in a trance and she led me to her nearby car.

The drive to the barn took almost two hours and silence prevailed. Each of us wrapped up in our own thoughts. At times I felt like I must be mad, but I'd played my part in instigating it. Why was I now allowing this to happen? I felt powerless in to resist her will. I wondered what she was thinking as she sat silently beside me in the passenger seat. This was new to her, but she didn’t seem to have any doubt about what she was doing. We pulled onto the gravel forecourt of Jay’s Barn only too soon.

“Take a shower,” she ordered, as we stepped through the front door. “I want to have a better look around the punishment chamber. Join me as soon as you’re ready, and no longer than fifteen minutes.”

She smiled as she took her car keys from me, as if to say: ‘Don’t get any ideas about trying to run away’.

My legs felt like they might give way beneath me, as I climbed the stairs.

“Oh, and don’t worry about getting dressed after your shower. Just dry yourself and present yourself to me in the punishment chamber, naked,” she called after me.

I glanced down at her to see her check her watch, then walk off in the direction of the punishment chamber. I was terrified.

CHAPTER FORTY

As I made my way to the punishment chamber, naked, about fifteen minutes later, I knew that this evening was a turning point. I suspected we were destined to be together, but the terms of our relationship would be painfully different to those of two years earlier. Tonight was a test, for both of us. She would be intent on pushing my limits. I knew it, and she knew it. It was a test I knew I must pass, and I knew she was not going to make that easy. None of this had been put into words, but we both knew it.

She was standing next to the whipping horse, regarding me with cool eyes, and with the thong dangling from her right hand. She was intending to use the tawse on me, but I’d already guessed that.

“Put it on,” she instructed, as she handed it to me.

Trembling with fear, I fumbled to fit the tiny garment, very aware of my nakedness. When I had it in place, she checked the ties, then pulled harshly on the cord that ran up between my bottom cheeks, then re-tied it.

She said nothing as she grasped my arm firmly, then guided me over the whipping horse. I didn’t resist. She secured the strap over my shoulders first, rendering me helpless. She had me. There was now no escape. She methodically tightened the rest of the restraining straps with less urgency.

She seemed in no hurry. She spent some time slowly circling me, pausing to look at my presented bare bottom. She rechecked the restraints, making sure they were secure, but not too tight. Then she stooped down in front of me, to look into my frightened eyes.

“I think I’ll take a shower myself before we begin. We have plenty of time, Then we can have that chat about honey.”

Her eyes were studying mine. I’d seen the same look in Allison’s eyes. She was feasting off my fear. Emily, it seemed, had found herself.

I was left, helpless and naked, over the whipping horse, for what seemed an eternity. Every second brought nearer the moment when she would set my presented bare bottom ablaze.

She eventually returned wearing a short, light, pale green summer dress, that showed her perfect figure to its best. She looked stunning. She was barefoot and carrying a jar of honey and a roll of white insulation tape. She must have had an overnight bag in the boot of the car. She’d planned for this. I was excited and terrified.

She put the jar of honey and the tape down on the floor in front of me, stooping down to look into my face. As she did so, her short dress rode up, affording me a glance of her skimpy white knickers. She was smiling sadistically.

“I’ll shortly begin to interrogate you about honey, and some of the more interesting uses for it. I assume you like honey, because I found this in your kitchen.”

“Yes, Emily.”

“And I think we’ll start making some rules. Rules to be observed when you are strapped down over the whipping horse. Rules that will incur harsh penalties if they are infringed. Rule one is that you will address me as ‘Mistress’. Rule two is that you will not speak unless asked to do so by me. Rule three is that you will obey all instructions instantly and without question. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. That’s a start. I might think of some more rules as we progress, and I might ask you to recite them at any time, so you would be wise to remember them. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She rose up, leaving the jar of honey and the roll of tape under my nose, then walked slowly to the array of punishment implements. She spend some time studying the various tawses, before selecting a medium weight, and very flexible, three tailed, Lochgelly tawse. I felt dread welling up inside me as she approached me. My punishment was imminent. She came to a halt behind me. I could feel her eyes studying my humiliatingly presented bottom.

“I was quite impressed with Allison’s ‘wrap-around’ strokes,” she said.

I involuntarily jolted as I felt a finger delicately tracing along my gaping bottom cleft.

“It seemed to me that strokes administered in such a way would be particularly painful, especially if the tawse tips manage to find the more sensitive areas. What do you think?”

“Yes, Mistress. It’s unbelievably painful,” I replied, with my voice trembling with fear.

“Good, because that’s what your punishment needs to be. Unbelievably painful.”

“As you know,” she said quietly, as her fingers continued to explore, now lower, just at the top of my thighs, “I haven’t used a tawse before, so I’ll need practice. It may take time before I can place the tawse tips exactly where I want them.” Her fingers slipped between the very tops of my thighs. I was horrified!

“But we have plenty of time, don’t we,” she continued, “so I’m sure, with determination and perseverance, I’ll manage to master it eventually?”

“I have been thinking about how I’ll hone my skills with the tawse. I’ve studied Allison’s technique, and that’s been very helpful. The problem is that the area being aimed for is out of sight. I’ve just had a good look around your house, hoping to find a large, floor standing mirror. But you don’t have one. I want you to put one on your next shopping list. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“So, I’ve had to think of other ways to judge if my strokes are reaching the right places, and as you know, Matt, I’ve always been very thorough. The first indicator, is the most obvious, I will look at the marks left by the tawse, so I can see where it has bitten in. Trouble with that, of course, is that once you’ve received a reasonable number of strokes, the marks will overlap, so it won’t be so easy to judge.”

Her hand continued to explore. The delicacy of her touch was a complete contradiction of her plans for me. The three tails of the tawse hung ominously from her left hand.

“So I have to make the most of the marks left by the earlier strokes, and that’s why I’ve brought the roll of tape. I shall stick a line of tape on the floor to mark where I judge my feet should be to administer the perfect stroke, then make adjustments as suggested by the marks. Does that sound like a logical approach?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, as my dread increased.

“Of course, I shall have to make allowances depending on the length of the implement. I’m starting with this tawse because I’m a novice. As soon as I feel that I’m reasonably proficient, I’ll progress to a heavier tawse. The extra heavy Lochgelly is the one I have my eye on.”

“There are other criteria that I think will help me judge as to whether or not a stroke is a good one. Can you guess what they are?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Are you being deliberately dense, and trying to goad me into punishing you more severely, Matt?”

“No, Mistress,” I sobbed, “I’m just too frightened to think.”

She stooped down in front of me to look into my terrified eyes.

“Yes, I believe you are,” she said, smiling. I felt her sweet breath on my face.

“I shall expect a good stroke to make contact with a sharp crack,” she said, as she continued to look into my eyes. “Leather biting hard into soft flesh needs to sound wonderful. I will be happy with nothing less.”

“And there’s one other way I will be able to judge if my strokes are up to standard, and this, I think, will be my favourite. It will be your reaction. I’ve watched the recording of Allison thrashing you several times, and it is quite obvious when she is really getting through to you. The squealing, the pleading, the wriggling, the tears, the futile efforts to struggle free of your restraints. I had no idea that I’d enjoy that bit so much.”

She was silent for several long seconds, still looking into my eyes, then she picked up the roll of tape, before rising from her stoop.

“So let’s talk about honey,” she eventually said. “I want this to be a fun game, Matt. I think I could already make a reasonable guess at what the honey is for. As you said earlier, you do like honey, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“That's good, because you're going to need to.”

“This is how I want our game to go, Matt,” she continued, as she began to slowly circle me again. “I’m going to ask you what the honey is for, then you are going to tell me to work it out for myself. Then what do you think will happen?”

“You’ll punish me Mistress.”

“Correct. That’s when I shall begin to hone my skills with this tawse. I’m not sure how many strokes, but when I feel there’s been some progress, and I can see that I’m beginning to get through to you, I might ask you again. And how do you think you’ll respond?”

“I think I’ll tell you, Mistress.”

“What, so easily!” she said with mock surprise. “No, Matt. You mustn’t do that. I’ll be very cross if you end the game so quickly. You don’t want to make me cross, do you?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Then the game has to continue. I will eventually thrash the truth out of you, of course, but I want to feel that I’ve worked hard for it. I want you to stubbornly refuse to tell me until the time is right. I think we’ll both know when that is. Do you understand, Matt?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She said nothing for several; long seconds, as she continued to slowly circle me. Eventually she came to a stop to my left, carefully positioned herself, then pressed the tawse tips deep into my gaping bottom cleft, smoothing the body of the tawse around my left bottom cheek to see where it should fall to achieve her objective. She adjusted her footing until she was standing close to my left shoulder, then she lay the tawse across my back before stooping down to stick a line of white tape to the floor just in front of her.

“Time to begin our game, Matt,” she said, quietly, as she tossed the roll of tape away. She picked up the tawse.

She adjusted her footing, with her right toe on the line, and her left foot some distance further back. Her meticulous preparation was fuelling my dread.

“Now, Matt, perhaps you’d care to tell me what I should do with this honey?”

I felt myself whimpering as I submitted the required answer:

“You’ll have to work it out for yourself, Mistress.”

“So. You refuse,” she said. I could hear the smile of glee in her voice. “You will be given another opportunity to answer the question in due course. Until then you will remain silent unless instructed otherwise. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

This was it. She had milked the suspense for all she could. My mental anguish was about to be joined with physical agony. I saw her body twist, the fabric of her pretty dress swirled gracefully over her shapely hips. The tawse curled sharply around my left bottom cheek and there was a resounding crack, as the tawse tips bit savagely into the centre of my right bottom cheek. The intensity of the sting was shocking. I gasped in a lungful of air as the unbearable sting raged.

“That was a long way off the mark,” she said, cheerfully. As I felt a finger gently trace around the intensely burning area of flesh.

As I sobbed in agony and fear, she stooped down, peeled the tape off the floor, then moved it back by about four inches.

She took her position again. I gritted my teeth and made a futile effort to clench my bottom cheeks together, as I saw her graceful form twist.

I shrieked in agony as the three tawse tongues of fire set my gaping bottom cleft ablaze. Panic welled up inside me. We had barely started, and I had already taken more than I could stand. I began a frantic struggle with my restraints.

“That was a bit better,” she said, cheerfully. “But I don't think we can have your bottom wriggling about quite so much, you might spoil my aim.”

“I’m sure I saw some leather straps here, somewhere” she said, as she placed the tawse over my back again, then began to rummage through the bottom drawer of a chest.

“Ah, here they are,” she said, as she removed a collection of sturdy straps.

She wrapped one of the straps around my upper left thigh, a few inches from the top, then strapped it to the rear leg of the whipping horse. At this height, the whipping horse legs were set much further apart than my thighs, so my thigh was pulled to the left. When she repeated this with my right thigh, it caused my thighs to be spread further apart. Rendering me even more exposed than I had already been, and further restricting my ability to wriggle. Was there no end to the sadistic imagination of Emily!

“You'll note that I have placed the straps a few inches down,” she said, in passing. “I want the very tops of your thighs accessible.”

“Now let's see if this stops your bottom wriggling from side to side quite so much,” she said, as she picked up the tawse.

I had never felt so exposed, helpless and terrified in my life, as she resumed her position at my side. I was sobbing in dread as she carefully positioned her feet in relation to the tape. I gritted my teeth as her dress performed its dance over her hips as she wielded the tawse.

The tawse bit in with even more venom. Emily's newly discovered sadism was totally shocking. She was a complete contradiction. How could such a pretty, feminine, kind and gentle lady be so cruel?

The agony of the stroke took my breath away. I tried so desperately to wriggle and clench my bottom cheeks, but they remained locked in position, gaping open, and ready for the next stroke.

“That's a bit better, now let's try a little lower,” she said, as she raised the tawse again.

The tips of the tawse made contact with the very top of my left inner thigh with the report of a pistol shot. An involuntary groan passed my lips as the tips of fire imparted agony that defied description. I strained for all I was worth to clench, and I felt my muscles trembling under the strain, but the restraints holding me in position were totally unyielding.

“What’s rule two?” she demanded, suddenly.

“Er, I think it’s that I must obey your instructions immediately, Mistress.”

“Incorrect.”

I shrieked as the tawse tips bit spitefully into the same burning area at the top of my thighs. My desperate efforts to escape became a frenzy, but the tight embrace of the sturdy whipping horse made a mockery of my wasted energy.     

“Rule two is that you will not speak unless asked to do so by me,” she said, quietly, when my shrieking had faded to a sob. “You might be wise to memorise that.”

Through my tear filled eyes, I saw her take down the extra heavy, two tailed, Lochgelly tawse. She measured its length against the lighter implement, then replaced the latter on its hook.

“This one's about two inches longer,” she said, cheerfully, as she stooped down to reposition the tape line on the floor.

CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

“With this,” she said, as she held the sinister tawse in front of me, “I will persuade you to tell me what the honey is for. I will give you the opportunity to tell me after I have administered six strokes. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sobbed.

I tried as hard as I could to mentally prepare for what I knew would be a totally unbearable thrashing. She took her time in adjusting her footing, and she whooshed the tawse through the air a few times to get the feel of it. My tear filled eyes were on her hips, just a few inches from me. I watched in dread for the movement of her shapely hips in the brief moments before the tawse bit in. The twin tails wrapped fiercely around my left bottom cheek, sending the tawse tips accelerating into my exposed bottom cleft with devastating ferocity. The agony was off the scale, and in the few seconds after impact, the pain blossomed and intensified. I wailed in distress as I failed, totally, to cope with the pain.

I had not even come to terms with the effects of the first stroke, when the second stroke snaked down. It bit in with unrelenting ferocity just a little lower than the first. A guttural scream frothed out of my mouth as the raging fire intensified.

Stroke three, unbelievably, seemed to be delivered with increased venom, and was aimed at the very top of my inner thigh. The agony went through another barrier to a place where I could only see red. Something weird happened, and a calm descended. The agony was still there, and I was still gasping and sobbing, but I no longer struggled.

I took the next three strokes well. I watched the graceful movement her hips as she put all her venom into the strokes, and then it was over.

“What's the honey for?” she asked, breathlessly.

I was silent for several long seconds. The only sounds were of our heavy breathing. I couldn't believe the words that came out of my mouth:

“You'll have to do better than that if you want to know.”

She said nothing, but she tenderly caressed my back with her left hand, before she checked her feet position. Her dress began a graceful dance that would last another six devastating strokes. The agony became ecstasy as endorphins flooded my body. Part of me didn't want her to stop. She must have read my mind. As soon as she'd delivered the six strokes, she threw the tawse to the floor as she selected the dragon cane from the wall.

She wasted no time in taking a new position to my left. The vigorous caning of my bare bottom began before the fire from the tawse had even began to cool. My endorphin levels were still high, as she placed twelve searing lines of fire across my upthrust bottom.

“Now tell me,” she said, breathlessly.

“Another six,” I gasped, “Harder.”

The constraints of the whipping horse prevented me thrusting my bottom up higher to meet the cane, but I tried. Emily groaned with effort as she put all she had into each stroke. Fire overlaid fire, as each stroke sank deep into my grateful flesh. Her dress danced more urgently.

“Better make it a dozen,” she gasped, as the caning continued past six strokes.

“The honey?” she gasped, as she tossed the cane aside.

“I'll show you,” I said, breathlessly, as her hands unbuckled my restraints with urgency.

“No, I'll show you,” she corrected, as the last restraining strap fell slack.

As I slid off the whipping horse, dripping with sweat, and my bottom blazing and throbbing, Emily was tearing off her clothes. I'd forgotten what a glorious body she had. I was still breathless, and so was she, as she picked up the honey, then plunged her hand into the sticky contents. She put the honey jar down on the whipping horse, then looked me in the eye as she pushed her honey covered hand up between her thighs.

“Clean up all the honey with your tongue, then fuck me,” she demanded.

It was over two years since Emily and I had been lovers. Sex with her had always been lovely, but unadventurous. Now she was like a wild animal. All inhibitions were thrown to the wind as we greedily devoured each other. We made love on the floor next to the whipping horse. Her finger nails sank deep into my raging bottom cheeks, as she urged me to thrust deeper into her. Our sweaty, sticky, bodies became one, writhing together in ecstasy.

Later, in bed, after we had showered, we talked over what had happened. Emily had shocked herself by her seemingly insatiable appetite for thrashing me.  She giggled as she assured me that the punishment she had administered was just a foretaste of what was to come. We made wild love on the promise of that.

Jasmine later accepted our offer to buy the barn.

THE END.
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