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CHAPTER ONE

It was a beautiful, sunny, spring morning, so Timothy Corfield took his coffee out to the patio table to enjoy the sun in the huge, landscaped garden of his small mansion. Life had been good to him since his divorce just over five years ago. His antique auction business in Brighton had taken off, allowing him to spend a considerable sum of money renovating the almost derelict mansion he had bought in Sussex three years ago. His busy work schedule meant he spent little time during daylight hours at the now completed mansion.

Today, however, it was different. He would be spending this Wednesday at home, although not for a particularly enjoyable duty, for today he had an appointment with a Miss Swift, inspector for HM Revenue & Customs. He was to be subject to a tax inspection, and had elected to be interviewed at his home. She was due at 9.30am, and although he was not looking forward to being subject to a lot of questions about how he made his money, he was not at all worried as he believed his tax affairs to be legal and in order. Timothy sipped his coffee and cast his eye over his spectacular garden, enjoying the fruits of his labour, while he waited for Miss Swift. He wondered what she would be like, wondered if he would be able to charm her, as he believed he could most women. Or would she be a boring 'jobs-worth', as he imagined some ambitious employees of the tax office would be.

As Timothy made his way back into the house to pour a second cup of coffee from his expensive coffee machine, he stopped in front of a mirror in the hall to admire himself. He considered himself good looking. At just over six feet tall, he was fit and muscular from his gym workouts and golf. He had a lean, handsome face, with a strong jaw, and topped by soft, perfectly groomed brown hair. His self-admiration was interrupted by the door chime. He looked at his 'Rolex' watch; it was precisely 9.30am, so Miss Swift was punctual.

“Mr Corfield? I'm Alison Swift,” said the immaculately groomed lady standing on the doorstep.

Timothy was immediately captivated by the beauty and elegance of this cool lady wearing dark framed glasses. Ms Swift was wearing a conservative, dark suit, and white blouse. She had shining, shoulder length, dark hair and cool, brown eyes. She carried a brown, leather briefcase.

“Exactly on time, Miss Swift,” said Timothy, smiling and standing aside to beckon her in. “I was just enjoying a coffee in the morning sun on the patio. Perhaps you'd care to join me before you start your interrogation.”

“No thank you, Mr Corfield,” replied Miss Swift, with no hint of a smile to return his, as she entered his spacious, marble floored hall. “We have a lot to work through, I'd prefer to get started.”

“Yes, of course,” replied Timothy, his smile fading a little, “Come through to the study.”

She followed him through the hall to the study, where he offered her a seat at his massive, light oak desk. Her seat was positioned so she could look past his seat at the other side of the desk, through his study window onto the front drive. It was no accident that Timothy Corfield's brand new, gleaming black, top of the range Mercedes was positioned to be in full view to Miss Swift. Timothy liked to flaunt his wealth. If Miss Swift was impressed, she concealed it perfectly.

“I was just about to pour myself a coffee, Miss Swift. Can I get you one?” he asked, as she opened her case on his desk and began to sort her papers.

“A glass of water will be fine,” she replied, not looking up.

“Sparkling or mineral?” he asked.

She looked slowly up at him as he stood at the door. Her cool eyes letting him know that she was finding his attention tedious. “Tap water will be fine. Just tap water, thank you.”

Timothy's faded smile faded further as he left the study to get the drinks.

“In my letter to you, Mr Corfield, I asked if you could have available for me today all your personal bank, credit and debit card statements, all purchase invoices, all utility bills,” she said as soon as he entered the study with the drinks, before he had even set them down. She was irritating him now. He placed the glass of water in front of her, then took his time taking his own seat opposite her.

“All the information you asked to be available is in these files in date order.” he said, placing his hand on a pile of neatly stacked files on the desk.

“I will need to look through those later, Mr Corfield,” she replied keeping her eyes on the papers. “But first I have a simple questionnaire to run through with you. It's just standard procedure. It will enable me to satisfy myself that the income you declare to HM Revenues is sufficient to support your spending. You may find some of the questions irritating and intrusive, but that can't be helped.”

“I understand,” he said. He was feeling under pressure from this cool lady already.

She began to ask him question about his spending. With each question she maintained eye contact. He imagined she was scrutinising his body language, searching for signs of deceit. Even though he answered each question honestly, he imagined she could spot signs that suggested otherwise. She maintained eye contact while he answered each question, then continued for a few long seconds afterwards, before writing her comments on her form.

The questions were endless. She wanted to know how much he spent on food at the supermarket each week, did he pay by card or cash? How many cars? How much did he spend on personal petrol? Did he have a gardener? Did he pay him cash? Did he have a cleaner? How much did he drink? How much did he usually spend on a bottle of wine? What clubs did he belong to? How many holidays?

After an hour of interrogation he was beginning to perspire and had the beginnings of a headache. The ultra-cool Miss Swift was giving nothing away. Each time he answered one of her intrusive questions she gave no indication whether she believed him or not.

He asked his employees not to disturb him with phone calls that morning, but he was relieved when Diane, the receptionist at his auction hall phoned with an urgent problem. A particularly valuable item of jewellery was to be collected by the new owner in the next hour. This was a day earlier than previously agreed, but the customer had changed his flight arrangements, and was flying back to Russia later that day. The item was in Timothy's safe at home as a security precaution.

“I'm sorry, Miss Swift,” he said, as he put the phone back in his pocket. “Something urgent has come up. I have to take an item of jewellery to Brighton. I have it in my safe here, and it was supposed to be collected by the new owner tomorrow, but he's flying back to Russia today. I have to go.”

“Oh, I see,” she replied. “How long will it take?”

“Well, I'll be gone for about an hour and a half. Would it be OK if I left you here?”

“Yes, if you're happy to do so. I can run through your bank statements while you’re gone. It's not a problem.”

Timothy showed her where the kitchen and downstairs WC were, collected the jewellery from the safe, then left Miss Swift at his desk scrutinising his statements. As he climbed into his beautiful Mercedes, he was a little disappointed that she didn't look up. She was seemingly not impressed by expensive cars, or their owners.

* * *

“He's changed his flight plans again?” said Timothy, over his hands-free car phone. He was just fifteen minutes into his drive to Brighton, when Diane called to say the panic was over. The Russian now didn't need to collect his purchase until tomorrow.

“OK, Diane. I'll head back home. I've left the tax inspector there on her own. I'll see you tomorrow.”

Timothy turned the car around and headed back to his house. Fifteen minutes later he pulled up in front of his study window. He noticed that Miss Swift was not seated at his desk. He presumed she was getting a glass of water or perhaps using the bathroom. His mobile phone rang. It was Diane again. She needed help in tracking down the contact details for a restorer, the file had gone missing and she thought Timothy might have the details on his phone. Timothy managed to find the number, then phoned it back to Diane. As he climbed out of his car he noticed that Miss Swift was still not at his desk. This was curious, he'd been on the phone for over ten minutes. What was she doing? He decided to enter the house via the side door.

He let himself in by the utility room door, then quietly opened the door to the kitchen. She wasn't there. He slipped off his shoes so he could walk silently on the marble floor that now ran through the whole house. Silently, he crept into the hall and peered into the study, to find it still empty. Then he heard a sound that seemed to come from the first floor. What was she doing up there? The marble staircase made it easy for him to climb in silence. He reached the galleried landing, then waited, and listened. He heard another noise – it sounded like somebody turning the page of a book. It was coming from his bedroom!

Very slowly, very quietly, he walked along the landing to the bedroom door and peered in. She was standing by his bed with her back to him. The door of his bedside table was open and she had taken out a selection of his pornographic books. The one she had in her hands, studying intently, was a spanking magazine. He crept up to stand right behind her.

“Have you found the file you were looking for, Miss Swift?” he said quietly.

Miss Swift nearly jumped out of her skin! As she turned to face him, eyes wide open in shock, she dropped the magazine. Her mouth dropped open. She was speechless.

“Perhaps, Miss Swift, you would care to put my personal possessions back where you found them. When you've done so, please pack your case and leave my house. I'll phone the tax office and ask them to send an inspector who's been trained not to snoop around people's bedrooms looking for pornographic books.”

The colour drained from Miss Swift's face as he left the room and went to the kitchen to pour himself a large whisky. He remained in the kitchen, sitting at the table as he heard her come down the stairs and go into his study. She was sobbing as she packed her papers into her briefcase. A few moments later she came into the kitchen with tears rolling down her face. She didn't look quite so intimidating now.

“I'm really sorry,” she said, in a shaking voice that he hardly recognised as Miss Swift. “I made a serious error of judgement. I've never done such a thing before. Please don't send me away.”

“I'm not interested. If you've packed your bag, please leave,” he replied, taking another sip of his whisky.

“I think I can guarantee that I won't find any anomalies in your tax return if you allow me to stay,” she sobbed.

“You won't find any if you try. Nor will your replacement, because there aren't any. Now leave. I want you out of my house.”

“But they could sack me,” she pleaded, now crying pathetically. “It will be the end of a ten year career.”

“Good,” he replied, more forcefully than he had intended, “I'd sack you if you worked for me. Take your things and leave.”

He listened to her uncontrollable sobbing as she dragged her feet back to his study while he continued to sip his whisky. The sobbing continued, but she made no move to leave. After a few minutes he stood and went to his study. She was standing by his desk, her briefcase in her hand, head bowed and clearly distraught.

“Are you still here?” he asked, sharply, “I thought I told you to leave.”

“I'm desperate,” she whispered, turning to face him. Her eyes were red and moist. “Surely there must be an alternative to destroying my career.”

“Such as?” he asked, beginning to enjoy the power he now had over her.

“Well,” she whimpered, hesitantly, “I know I've done a very unprofessional thing, and I deserve to be punished. Well, it seems you have an interest in sp...spanking.”

“I don't know that I do,” he replied, “I've never done it. Just looked at a few magazines.”

“Oh,” she said quietly, tears flowing freely in shame.

“Are you suggesting, Miss Swift, that I should spank you instead of reporting you behaviour to your office?”

“I don't know what I'm suggesting,” she said, breaking down into uncontrollable sobbing.

“Well you need to decide, Miss Swift,” he said firmly. “I'm going back to the kitchen to finish my drink. I'll be back in exactly five minutes. If you've gone, I will phone your office. If you're still here, I will sit down in that chair,” he pointed at the chair she had used when she had interviewed him earlier, “I will pull you over my knee and give you a good spanking. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, head down.

Timothy sat back down at the kitchen table, looked at his watch, then picked up his whisky. After a few minutes he heard her blow her nose, then he heard other sounds that suggesting she was preparing to leave. He realised he was disappointed. The thought of spanking her was very exciting. She didn't leave though. When the five minutes were up, he finished the last of his whisky, put the glass down firmly and walked purposefully into the study. Miss Swift was waiting for him, head bowed, by the chair. She looked up briefly, then down again. He noted that she had removed her glasses in anticipation of a spanking. She looked frightened, but she had dried her eyes and composed herself. He sensed that she was very relieved that the next few painful and humiliating minutes would save her career.

“This is what happens to girls who stick their noses into other people's business,” he said, as he sat down and grabbed her wrist, roughly.

Miss Swift gasped loudly as she was pulled forcefully over his lap. As he pushed down firmly on the small of her back, his right hand grasped the hem of her smart business suit and pulled it up quickly over her bottom.

“No!” she squealed in disbelief, “You can't do this!”

Her hands reached back to push her skirt hem back, but Timothy collected first one, then the other, and held them both in his strong left hand. She began to struggle frantically as the fingers of his right hand slipped under the elasticated waist of her white knickers and tights.

“No! How dare you! This is barbaric! You can't!”

As Miss Swift wriggled in her desperate efforts to escape, it actually made it easier for Timothy to ease down both her knickers and tights. She was shrieking with rage and humiliation as her delightful, white, bouncing bottom was revealed. Timothy realised he was erect.

“SMACK!”

Miss Swift experienced her first ever hard slap on her bare bottom. It stung terribly, and she hated it. Timothy had just administered his first ever spank to a pretty girl's bare bottom, and he loved it.

The spanking began slowly and quite hard, but Miss Swift screamed for all she was worth, mainly, he guessed, out of humiliation. However, as he got into his stride, the slaps became harder, and faster. Miss Swift's shrieking changed in character and volume as agony replaced humiliation as the main cause.

By the time the first minute of spanking had been passed, Miss Swift was squealing and writhing hysterically as the hard and brisk hand slaps increased in severity, burning with agony she had not believed possible, turning her wriggling bare bottom bright red. He gripped her two small hands with his left with the strength of a vice as his right palm made loud contact with her squirming buttocks.

Miss Swift's spanking lasted a full two minutes. Her crimson bottom cheeks felt like a furnace as she slid off his lap. Timothy stood and left her kneeling on the floor, tights and knickers still around her knees, her hands now clasped against her bottom cheeks. Tears were still splashing down onto the marble floor as her shoulders heaved in time with her sobbing. Timothy went to the kitchen and poured himself another drink, then sat down at the kitchen table while he listened to Miss Swift tidy herself up in the study.

* * *

“Perhaps we can get on with the inspection now, Mr Corfield.”

“Are you serious?” asked Timothy, as he looked up in amazement at the composed face of Miss Swift. Her eyes were red behind her thick rimmed glasses, but other than that, she was the same Miss Swift who had knocked on his door at 9.30 that morning.

“Oh, yes, Mr Corfield. Quite serious,” she replied with no hint of humour.

Timothy followed her back to the study. He noted with some satisfaction that she was unable to conceal a slight wince of discomfort as she lowered her freshly spanked bottom onto the seat of her chair.

CHAPTER TWO

Timothy's bruised right hand served as a constant reminder of the delightful experience of spanking Miss Swift's delectable bare bottom for several days. He imagined that she too was reminded of him each time she sat down. It was a source of great pleasure and satisfaction, and he was just sorry that he would probably not get the opportunity to repeat it. However, a phone call about a week later caused him to imagine that he may just get that opportunity.

“Good morning. Is that Mr Corfield?” asked the unmistakable voice of Miss Swift as he put the receiver to his ear.

“Yes it is. Good morning Miss Swift. I recognised your voice.”

“I wonder if it might be possible to call in on you again?” she asked.

“Why, is there a problem with my tax?” he asked.

“No, nothing like that. Your tax affairs appear to be in order. I should be able to confirm that in writing in due course. I actually wanted to talk to you about something of a more personal nature.”

“Oh, really,” he replied, beginning to feel excitement. “Can you give me some idea what it might be about?”

“Well it is of a quite delicate nature,” she replied, choosing her words carefully. “All I can really tell you over the phone is that I have a confession to make and I would prefer if you were alone when I called.”

“Yes, of course,” he replied, now very excited. She had obviously found the spanking arousing and she wanted more of the same. “When would you like to come?”

“Would 7.00pm tomorrow evening be convenient?”

“That would be perfect, Miss Swift. I look forward to seeing you then.”  

Timothy could hardly contain his excitement and spent the rest of the day trying to control his erection as he imagined spanking Miss Swift's delicious bare bottom again. Perhaps she would like him to be a little more sensual this time – he would be very happy to accommodate that. Perhaps she wanted to progress to more erotic activities after she had been spanked – he would be more than happy to oblige. He couldn't wait!

As Timothy sat in his study the following evening at 6.58pm, his erection stubbornly rose as he saw Miss Swift's car pull into his drive.  As she climbed from her car he saw that she was dressed in a more casual manner, a shorter beige skirt and white blouse. She was wearing her thick rimmed glasses and was carrying just a handbag. He was waiting at the open front door as she approached.

“Good evening, Miss Swift. May I say you look delightful on this beautiful summer evening,” he beamed, confidently.

“Good evening, Mr Corfield.”

“You may call me Timothy, if you prefer,” he said as she walked past him into the spacious hall.

She ignored him.

“Shall we sit in the lounge?” he asked, indicating the door with his arm. “Perhaps I can get you a drink?”

“No drink, thank you Mr Corfield, but I'll sit down. There are a few matters we need to discuss.”

He showed her to a leather armchair, then took a seat opposite her.

“Now, Miss Swift,” he said, with a glint in his eye, “What did you want to talk to me about?”

“Well, Mr Corfield,” she began, “I have a decision to make and I think you may be able to help me with it.”

“Oh yes,” he replied enthusiastically, “I'll be delighted to help if I can. What decision do you have to make?”

“Well,” she said reaching into her handbag, “I think you should watch this video clip first, then I'll explain.”

Timothy remained smiling as she handed him a DVD, but his smile was beginning to fade. She was up to something.

“What's on this?” he asked, turning it over in his hand.

“Probably best if you just play it,” she replied.

Feeling distinctly uncomfortable, Timothy rose from his chair, switched on his television set, then placed the DVD in the player. As he sat back down the picture flickered. His smile evaporated as the image of Miss Swift, without her glasses, standing in his study appeared on the screen.

“Oh, by the way, Mr Corfield,” she said, sweetly, “The confession I have to make is that I videoed you spanking me. I always carry a compact camera with me on my inspections. I placed it on your bookshelf in video mode. You were too busy looking at my bottom to notice it.”

The colour drained from Timothy's face as he watched the image of himself enter the study, grab Miss Swift roughly by the wrist, then sit down and pull her over his lap.

“This is what happens to girls who stick their noses into other people’s business,” he heard himself say on the recording.

He was cringing as he listened to Miss Swift protesting furiously as he lifted her skirt then pulled down her knickers.

Miss Swift sat passively, studying his shocked reaction, as he watched the spanking. He hadn't realised just how severely he had spanked her and how desperately she had protested. He screwed his eyes shut towards the end. It was all over in a few minutes. He turned to meet he cool eyes when the video was over.

“But you asked me to spank you,” he almost pleaded.

“That's not how it looks in the video,” she said, with the hint of a smile forming on her lips. “I haven't shown it to my manager – yet. They always prosecute, by the way. Assaulting a tax officer is considered very serious. It can result in a jail sentence, I believe.”

Timothy put his head in his hands as he digested the implications. Then he looked back up at her.

“What are you going to do?” he asked, his voice faltering.

“Do you have a feeling of déjà vu?” she asked, now smiling openly.

Timothy said nothing. He was hunched forward, looking at his hands.

“It wasn't my idea, I have to confess,” continued Miss Swift, “It was a very good friend of mine, Miss Forbes. I gave her a copy of the video and she thought it would be appropriate for you to be subjected to the same sort of treatment that you were so keen to hand out to me.”

“Do you mean you intend to spank me?” he asked. Although he remained slumped forward, looking at his hands, he was enormously relieved. He actually found the prospect exciting, even though it would be very humiliating.

“Not quite,” she said, still smiling, “You deserve something a little more painful than a simple spanking. I intend to cane you.”

Timothy's jaw dropped as he listened to the words slip so casually out of her mouth. His brain was in overdrive trying to think of a way out of this mess.

“I took a chance that you would probably prefer to take the caning, instead of risking a jail sentence” she continued, “So I've equipped myself with all the items I need. I have them in the car. I assume you agree to be caned, Mr Corfield?”

Timothy couldn't speak. This had all been such a shock. He merely nodded his agreement.

“Good,” she said, brightly, rising from her chair, “While I fetch my things from the car I'd like you to go to your study, draw the curtains, then take off your clothes, all of them.”

Timothy remained seated for a while, in a daze, while Miss Swift went out to her car. She was back in less than a minute, carrying a sports bag, that was obviously quite heavy, and a long cardboard tube, to find Timothy, still in a state of shock, making his way to his study.

“I expected you to have removed your clothes by now,” she said coolly, “You will receive an extra dozen strokes. If you're not naked in the next minute I shall add another dozen.”

This shocked Timothy into action. He was quite frightened now. He had absolutely no idea how painful a caning was, but he imagined it would be dreadfully so. Also, there was something about Miss Swift that made the prospect even more frightening. She seemed to be in her element. Although he sensed that she had never used a cane before, she seemed worryingly comfortable in her role as a disciplinarian. Within thirty seconds he was standing before her naked and humiliated, with his hands clasped in front of his private parts and his face red with embarrassment. His eyes were fixed on the floor in front of him.

Miss Swift had put her bag down on an office chair and propped the long cardboard tube against the wall. She had stood in front of him, watching him strip, adding to his humiliation.

“Put your hands on your head,” she ordered, quietly.

This was dreadful. He had never been talked to like this before, even as a child. Hesitantly, he took his hands away from his crotch and placed them on his head. As he did so, he looked into her eyes. What he saw scared him. She was in her element. She was triumphant and she intended to make him suffer – of that he now had no doubt. She looked him up and down, slowly, then slowly circled his naked body, before coming to stand facing him again.

“Clear your desk,” she said, after studying his frightened face for what seemed an eternity.

“Yes, Miss,” he found himself saying, obediently. He collected the papers, files and telephone from his desk and placed them out of the way, on the floor.

Meanwhile, Miss Swift had unzipped her sports bag and had removed some thick, black, leather cuffs. They were fitted with leather straps, buckles and steel rings. As he stood waiting for her next instruction, she took one of his wrists and buckled a cuff tightly around it. She smiled, sadistically, studying his terrified face, as she tightened the strap. She repeated this with his other wrist, then stooped down to fit cuffs to his ankles. Having done that, she spent a few moments studying the desk.

“I'd like this end of the desk moved further away from the window,” she instructed.

He lifted the end of the desk, and moved it as instructed. She looked around the study. He realised she was checking that she would have an unrestricted swing with the cane with him bent over the end of the desk. He realised he was beginning to tremble with fear.

“Yes, I think that should be satisfactory,” she said, cheerfully.

“Now, Mr Corfield,” she said, menacingly, “I want you to stand at this end of the desk, then bend over, lay your body on the desk, and reach out as far as you can towards the far end of the desk.”

Now visibly shaking with fear, he slowly complied. As he did so, and felt the skin tauten over his bottom cheeks. Humiliation and dread welled up inside him. His bottom felt so exposed and vulnerable.

“Yes,” she said, almost passionately, as she studied his presented, bare bottom, “I think that will be just about perfect.”

Looking to his side, he now saw why the bag she had with her was so heavy. She was removing lengths of steel chain and padlocks from it.

“We don't want you changing your mind when the caning starts, do we Mr Corfield?” she said, cheerfully, as she noticed him watching her with his terrified eyes.

“I don't think I can go through with this,” he said, suddenly. He sounded close to tears and he began to lift himself off the table. He was frightened and confused.

“OK,” she said, clearly irritated. “I'll leave you to contemplate your future, Mr Corfield.”

As he stood at the end of his desk, trembling, naked, and broken, she put the chains and padlocks back in to her bag and made for the door with that and the long cardboard tube.

“I shall call my manager this evening, Mr Corfield,” she said, coolly, as she paused at the door to look at his pathetic form, huddled at the end of the desk. “I will report your assault of a few days ago. I have been too distressed to report it until now. I would get dressed if I were you. You wouldn't want the police finding you walking around the house naked, wearing leather restraint equipment, would you?”

“No...wait,” he whimpered, as she turned and made for the front door, “I was confused. This is all happening so quickly. I don't want you to call your manager.”

She stood in the doorway for a few moments, looking at him with a look of contempt.

“In that case,” she said quite firmly, “You must accept the caning. Bend back over the desk, please.”

Sobbing and shaking with fear, he reluctantly complied.

Miss Swift wasted no time. Within a few seconds she had looped a chain through a metal ring on one of his wrist cuffs, taken the two ends of the chain over the far end of the desk, pulled it taut so his arm was stretched out in front of him across the top of the huge desk, then she coiled the two ends, in opposite directions, around one of the sturdy desk legs. The click of a padlock, locking the two ends together, completed the securing of one arm. She repeated the same operation with his other arm. As she now turned her attention to securing his legs, in the same manner, he realised that she had planned this punishment in considerable detail.

“I have watched the video of you spanking me numerous times, Mr Corfield,” she said, as she clicked shut the fourth, and final padlock. “This desk is in the background, so it enabled me to work out how best to secure you to it to make sure you are totally helpless, as you now are. I can now cane you as hard as I like for as long as I like, and there is absolutely nothing you can do to stop me.”

She stood back to look at his helpless, totally unblemished, white, bottom cheeks, perfectly presented for the cane.

“I expect, Mr Corfield, you will have taken some trouble to ensure that we have no visitors tonight, as you no doubt expected to be spanking me again,” she said, confidently.

Timothy felt despair, humiliation, but above all, fear. He had never in his life felt so helpless. He was completely at the mercy of this obviously sadistic lady. He had never had so much as a slap on his bare bottom. He guessed the cane would be excruciating. But what scared him most of all was the obvious pleasure she was enjoying from his suffering.

“I almost forgot,” she said, taking her mobile phone from her pocket, “I promised I'd phone Miss Forbes to reassure her that everything is going well. I know she'll be delighted to know that you liked her idea of a caning.”

“Hello Penny,” she said warmly, “It's Alison.”

“Yes, he chose the caning, just as you guessed,” she giggled. “I have him chained over his desk, bare bottom ready for the cane. I'm just about to begin.”

“I don't see why not, how long will you be?”

“OK, I'll try to hold back until you get here, but don't take too long. I'm not sure I can resist taking the cane to his helpless, offered, bare bottom.”

“Right, I'll see you in about twenty minutes …... no. I promise I won't start without you,” she giggled again. “Phone me as soon as you are outside.” She gave her friend the address and postcode, then finished the call.

“That's nice, isn't it, Mr Corfield? My friend Miss Forbes has offered to help me. I had promised to show her a video of your caning, but now she can witness it first hand and contribute.”

Timothy groaned in despair.

“I just have to collect my camcorder and tripod from the car. I think I'll video the caning anyway. Don't go away, Mr Corfield,” she said breezily, as she left him again. He didn't laugh.

A few moments later she returned with another equipment bag and a folded tripod. She set up the tripod behind him, but left the camcorder in its case.

“Have you ever been caned before, Mr Corfield?” she asked, casually, as she sat in his study chair. “I imagine that corporal punishment had been banned at schools by the time you were educated?”

“No, I mean yes it had,” he replied in a weak, frightened, voice, “and no, I've never been caned.”

“Well this will be a new experience for us both then. I've never caned anybody before. Just think, Mr Corfield,” she continued, looking down at her watch, “In the next thirty minutes you will be feeling the cane biting deep and hard into your helpless bare bottom for the first time. The first stroke of many. I wonder if it will be more painful than you imagine?”

“I think,” Mr Corfield,” she said, rising to her feet again, “I think, while we wait for Miss Forbes, I'll show you the canes I have bought to punish you with.” She picked up the long cardboard tube and removed a plastic end cap from one end, then slid three very serious looking canes out into her left hand. Timothy was horrified when he set eyes on them. At about a metre long, with bound leather handles of black, purple and red, and each with a diameter of about ten millimetres, they were indeed fearsome. However, his dread turned to horror when Miss Swift swished one of the canes enthusiastically through the air a few times. The cane literally hissed through the air, and was obviously very flexible.

Miss Swift sat down to face Timothy. She was flexing the cane into an arc between her hands. She looked flushed and she was having difficulty in suppressing a wicked smile. It was quite obvious that she was revelling in his dread.

“I'm terrified, Miss Swift,” he whimpered, his pleading eyes looking to her for some sign of compassion. “If all this is to teach me a lesson, you've already succeeded. Please don't cane me. Please, Miss Swift.”

The pathetic pleading seemed to excite her even more. She ran her tongue over her upper lip as she continued to flex the cane.

“You're quite right to be terrified, Mr Corfield,” she replied, coolly, “But nowhere near as terrified as you will be when the first stroke bites in, and you realise that you have at least another thirty to endure. And they will get harder, Mr Corfield. I'm sure my skills will progress as your caning proceeds. And then, of course, my friend Miss Forbes may wish to demonstrate her skills. She's always been keen on horse riding by the way, so she's no doubt already quite proficient with a riding crop.”

She leaned back in her chair, flexing the cane, feasting on his mental despair.

“Please, Miss Swift,” he begged, “Please don't cane me.”

“I think I've heard enough from you for the time being. It's becoming tiresome. You will hold your tongue until instructed otherwise. Is that clear?”

“Yes Miss,” he sobbed.

She rose from her chair, placed the canes propped against it so he could see them, then left the room. He heard her climb the stairs.

* * *

About twenty minutes later Timothy heard a car pull into the drive, then the faint tone of a mobile phone sounded somewhere upstairs. A few moments later he heard a car door slam and Miss Swift on the stairs. The front door opened. This was it. He began to shake with fear, expecting the two ladies to enter and his caning to begin. But they didn't. Instead they went to his kitchen, closed the door, and remained there for some time. He strained to hear their voices, but couldn't hear what was being said. About ten minutes later the kitchen door opened again. They were heading towards the study. He tensed, sweat began to form on his brow, he felt sick with fear, but they passed the study door and went out of the front door. He heard a car door open and close. They came back into the house, then in through the study door. This really was it!

“This is Miss Forbes, Mr Corfield,” began Miss Swift. “Miss Forbes has confirmed she will be delighted to assist with your punishment.”

Timothy felt that he may wet himself, he was so frightened. He turned his head as Miss Forbes came to stand to his side where they could make eye contact, but the first thing that Timothy saw was the braided leather riding crop she was gripping in one hand and slapping impatiently in the other.

“Good evening, Mr Corfield,” purred the soft voice of Miss Forbes, “I've often wondered, as I've taken the crop to the tough hide of a rebellious stallion, how effective it would be when taken to the delicate, soft, bare rump of a deserving man. This evening I shall find out.”

Her soft, gentle, and very feminine voice was in complete contradiction of the words she was saying. Timothy looked up to see a very pretty lady, with fine features, and soft, shoulder length, blonde hair. But her blue eyes were bright, clear and hard. He had no doubt at all that he was looking into the eyes of a true sadist. He couldn't look into those eyes for more than a fleeting second. With an involuntary whimper, he looked away. Her crop was still slapping slowly against her left hand. She was impatient to thrash him. His eyes dropped to the floor. She was wearing tight, black jeans and high, black leather boots.

In the meantime, Miss Swift had removed the camcorder from its case and had fitted it to the tripod and was setting it up to look at his face.

“I've written a few words you are required to recite for the video we are making, Mr Corfield, before we commence your punishment,” said Miss Swift, clipping a card with the text to a leg of the tripod. “Read it through, memorise it, then I'll switch on the video recorder. You will recite it clearly, while looking directly into the camcorder lens.” Timothy read the text with disbelief:

I AM Timothy CORFIELD. I LIVE AT CRADDOCKS HOUSE, WREN'S LANE, MIDHOLME, SUSSEX. I AM THE OWNER OF PAVILION AUCTION HALLS IN BRIGHTON. I HAVE BEHAVED BADLY AND REQUEST THAT I AM SEVERELY PUNISHED. PLEASE THRASH MY BARE BOTTOM HARD

“I can't read that,” whimpered Timothy, “I just can't.”

CRACK!

Never, in his wildest dreams, had Timothy been so shocked. He had failed to notice Miss Forbes take her place to his side with her crop at the ready. The crisp stroke that cracked down across his unsuspecting bare bottom took his breath away. He had never imagined that anything could sting so fiercely. They waited patiently for him to stop gasping.

“Perhaps you would care to reconsider, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, quietly.

Out of the corner of his eye, Timothy saw Miss Forbes raise the crop.

“Yes! Yes. I'll say anything you like,” he almost choked out.

“Thought you might,” said Miss Swift, smiling. “In your own time.”

She switched on the camcorder.

Timothy looked into the camcorder lens with his terrified eyes and recited the text.

“What do you think, Penny?” asked Miss Swift, as she switched off the camcorder.

“I really don't think that will do, Alison. He didn't sound particularly sincere in his request to have his bottom thrashed hard.”

“Yes, I agree. I think we'll do it again, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, “But first, Penny, perhaps you should offer a little encouragement.”

“I'd be delighted to,” replied Miss Forbes, smiling, as she raised the crop.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

Three brisk, crisp, stinging strokes of the crop cracked down across Timothy's bare bottom. He yelped and gasped with pain, then looked up at Miss Swift in shock. She was smiling, enjoying his discomfort. Oh how he now wished he had not spanked her.

“Perhaps you would like to try again, Mr Corfield,” she said, sweetly, switching on the camcorder.

This time, trying to ignore the stinging of his bottom, and trying to ignore Miss Forbes poised to his side with the crop, Timothy tried again.

A few long seconds of silence followed his recital.

“It didn't convince me,” said Miss Forbes, finally.

“Nor me,” agreed Miss Swift, switching off the camcorder.

“Perhaps I'm being too lenient with the crop,” said Miss Forbes.

“Yes,” agreed Miss Swift, “That must be the problem.”

“Oh no, please,” pleaded Timothy, “Please don't whip me anymore. I've learned my lesson. I can't take any more. PLEASE.”

“But we haven't even started, yet, Mr Corfield,” explained Miss Swift. “What you've had so far is just a tickle compared to what you will receive when the proper punishment begins.”

“Oh please, no, Miss Swift,” begged Timothy, “I really can’t take any more.”

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

The six, brisk strokes were harder. Timothy howled with agony and the chains rattled as he writhed. They waited patiently for his sobbing and gasping to subside.

“Now, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, switching on the camcorder again, “Let's see if you can make it third time lucky.”

With his eyes streaming with tears, Timothy tried to make his third recital attempt as convincing as possible.

“A little better, do you think, Penny?” asked Miss Swift.

“Passable,” replied Miss Forbes, “I think that might be as good as we're going to get.”

“Yes, I agree,” said Miss Swift, then turning to Timothy, “We will be pleased to agree to your request, Mr Corfield. We will now administer the severe thrashing that you have requested and that you so richly deserve.”

“Please, please. I beg you,” sobbed Timothy, “I really can't take any more. I've learned my lesson.”

“What on earth are you talking about, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, as she moved the camcorder and tripod to view his bare bottom, “Of course you can take more, and you will take more, much more. You have no choice. You are to be soundly caned. So far you have received nothing more than a few light taps with a crop. The caning will be hard, and if I hear any more complaining I will add strokes. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Miss Swift,” whimpered Timothy.

“The sentence I had originally planned for you was twenty-four strokes of the cane, administered with maximum severity,” said Miss Swift, as she selected a fearsome cane with a purple, leather hand grip. “However, you earned an additional twelve strokes because you took too long to comply with my instruction to remove your clothes, so the total now stands at thirty-six strokes. I will have no hesitation in adding more strokes if you displease me in any way. Is that clear, Mr Corfield?”

“Please Miss, that's too much, Miss. I beg you. I've learned my lesson,” he sobbed, pathetically, physically shaking with fear.

“I don't seem to be getting through to you, Mr Corfield,” she said firmly, “I specifically told you that complaining would earn you additional strokes. Your sentence is increased to forty-eight strokes. If you complain again I will increase your sentence to sixty strokes. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss,” he sobbed.

“Good, then your caning can begin. I will administer the first twenty-four strokes. Miss Forbes will administer the second set of twenty-four strokes.”

Miss Swift switched on the camcorder, flexed the cane, and swished it through the air. Timothy's buttocks clenched involuntarily at the sound. She took up her position to his left, than laid the cane gently across the centre of his quivering bottom cheeks. He squeaked with fear at the touch of the cane. She tapped the cane gently on his flesh a few times while she measured her distance and adjusted her footing. Timothy screwed his face up in anticipation as he heard the whistle of the cane as it was raised sharply.

SWISH – CRACK!

Nothing, but nothing, could have prepared Timothy for the intensity of the agony that blazed across his bottom cheeks as the cane bit savagely in. His eyes looked as if they might pop out of his head in shock. He lifted his head back as far as he could, then roared in pain.

SWISH – CRACK!

If Timothy had thought it couldn't get any worse, he was wrong. Stroke two was even harder. The agony as it bit deeply into his soft, virgin flesh was beyond his comprehension. The prospect of another forty-six strokes like these was unthinkable. He went into a blind panic – writhing and shrieking. His head swung from side to side, his limbs pulled frantically at his restraints, the chains rattled.

SWISH – CRACK!

His shrieking went up an octave as the cane bit savagely into the very tender flesh where buttock meets thigh. There was no compassion for Timothy. Miss Swift wore a determined smile as she wielded the cane. Miss Forbes stood back, watching the vivid weals spring up across his bottom, licking her lips, waiting impatiently for her turn.

SWISH – CRACK!

This stroke, cruelly, landed exactly over the line of a previous stroke, overlaying agony with fresh agony. Timothy's shrieking became a high pitched gurgle as he failed utterly to cope with the intensity of the pain.

SWISH – CRACK!

The caning continued relentlessly, one savage stroke every few seconds. His screaming and writhing and pleading were totally ignored. His eyes were blurred with tears and he had no idea how many strokes he had received, so he didn't notice Miss Swift pass the cane to Miss Forbes after the twenty-fourth stroke – that is until she delivered stroke twenty-five.

SWISH – CRACK!

To say that Miss Forbes could cane hard was an understatement. Stroke twenty-five buried itself deeper into his raging, burning, bottom cheeks than any of the preceding. It seemed to almost bite into his bones. The sounds that now began to burst from Timothy's pain racked, screwed up face could not be recognised as human. As Timothy thrashed around, screaming, the sweat that was pouring out of his pores was thrown around as a dog might when drying himself after a dip. Nothing Timothy did, no matter how loudly he shrieked, no matter how hard he pulled at his restraints, nothing stopped the cane biting cruelly into his bottom. The final six strokes were the hardest of all.

“I think we deserve a cup of tea,” said Miss Swift, as she took the cane from her friend and wiped it down.

They left the study, leaving Timothy, breathing heavily and glistening with sweat, still secured over the desk with his bottom displaying a lattice of crimson and purple, swollen weals. They returned a few minutes later with their tea and arranged two seats behind Timothy, where they could sit and admire the results of their caning.

“I have to confess that I'm a little worried about myself, Penny,” said Miss Swift.

“Why?” replied Miss Forbes.

“I enjoyed thrashing him far more than I thought I would. I didn't want to stop,” said Miss Swift.

“Perhaps we both have suppressed sadistic streaks,” giggled Miss Forbes, “I feel exactly the same way. I especially love watching his reaction to particularly painful strokes, the way his whole body goes into a frenzy. This stroke just here,” she leaned forward and ran her finger over a swollen purple weal right at the top of his thighs, “I noticed how he reacted when you placed a stroke here, so I was determined to place one over the top, harder. When I did his reaction was a joy to behold.”

“I'm not being drawn into a caning competition, Penny,” laughed Miss Swift, “You know as well as I do that you'd win. Your caning was much harder than mine.”

“You just need more practice,” replied Miss Forbes, cheerfully.

They were both looking at Timothy's bare bottom as they spoke. Together they turned to look at one another smiling, with the same idea.

“Yes,” said Miss Swift, “I think he can take some more. There are quite a few white areas to fill in.”

Timothy turned his head sideways and was horrified to see Miss Swift selecting another cane from her selection.

Please, no, Miss Swift,” he sobbed, “PLEASE. I can't take any more punishment.”

“This isn't punishment, Mr Corfield,” she replied, reassuringly, as she switched on the camcorder, “Your punishment is over. This is just practice.”

SWISH – CRACK!

High pitched shrieking filled the room once more as Miss Forbes sipped her tea and watched the last few remaining white areas of Timothy's wildly wriggling bottom replaced with colourful weals and existing weals darken further as the cane bit into for the second, third and fourth time. It was quite notable that as the caning progressed, the strokes gradually bit in harder and deeper, and after another twenty-four had set his bottom ablaze, Miss Swift put down the cane. She was a little breathless, but clearly elated, as she took her seat next to Miss Forbes and took a sip of tea.

“You are definitely getting better,” said Miss Forbes when Timothy's sobbing had quietened enough to talk.

“Yes,” replied Miss Swift, “I can feel it. The cane makes a difference too. The black handled one seems to suit me better.”

“Mr Corfield seems to have a very resilient bottom,” commented Miss Forbes. “I would have expected to have seen a little blood by now.”

“Perhaps we're still being too lenient,” laughed Miss Swift.

“In that case,” said Miss Forbes, brightly, “Perhaps I should try the black handled cane too.”

As Miss Forbes picked up the cane, Timothy's desperate pleading was totally ignored. She took her place at his side and the caning began.

SWISH – CRACK!

Once again the room filled with Timothy's shrill cries of agony. Miss Swift watched in almost disbelief at the severity of that caning now taking place. Miss Forbes was grunting with effort as she brought each stroke down with every sinew of strength she possessed. She felt her face flush with arousal as she watched the cane bite deep into Mr Corfield's squirming bottom again and again and again. Another twenty-four strokes left their mark. Blood began to flow.

There was an atmosphere of sexual arousal as Miss Forbes wiped down the cane and replaced it in the tube. Nothing was said for a few moments and Timothy was more than anxious that there was no move to release him.

“So this all came about, Alison,” asked Miss Forbes, “as a result of you finding some spanking magazines in Mr Corfield's bedroom. Does he keep a lot of things like that up there?”

“I've no idea, Penny. I'd only been in there for a few minutes when he came home and found me. Perhaps we should take a look.”

“Why not,” agreed Miss Forbes, “In fact we could take a look at the whole house while we're at it.”

“You can't do that!” protested Timothy. “You've no right to snoop around my house.”

Miss Forbes smiled as she rose to her feet and reached for her riding crop.

“We have the right, Mr Corfield,” she said quietly, “to do anything you can't stop us doing.”

Timothy hadn't seen her pick up the crop and was just about to continue his protest when the crop began its work on his very sore bare bottom.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

The six strokes were administered briskly and with maximum venom. He was still writhing with agony and sobbing as they left the study and climbed the stairs.

Half an hour later, Timothy was still alone, chained down over his desk, his throbbing, burning, bare bottom still helplessly available for punishment. He could hear voices upstairs, and the occasional giggle. He occasionally heard doors open and close as they moved from room to room. Eventually he heard them on the stairs. He began to shake with fear, terrified that they would thrash him again.

“My goodness Mr Corfield,” exclaimed Miss Swift as they entered the study, “Your bottom has almost turned black! It feels like a furnace!” she said, as she placed the palm of her hand on his spectacularly bruised bottom.

“That's quite a collection of spanking magazines you have up there Mr Corfield,” said Miss Forbes. “And some of your pornographic magazines are quite disgusting. We will address these, and other matters, another day.”

To his relief, Timothy saw that Miss Swift had returned the canes to the cardboard tube and had pushed the end cap in place. He sensed his ordeal might be coming to a close. The camcorder being packed away and taken out to the car confirmed it. There was still no move to release him though.

“You have six bedrooms in your house, Mr Corfield, yet you live here alone,” said Miss Swift when she had returned from her car. “Are we to assume that the large rear bedroom with all the golf equipment is used for golf practice?”

“Yes, Miss Swift. I use it to practice my putting when I can't use the garden.”

“Well you'll have to find somewhere else to practice. We've decided that it is now going to become your punishment room.”

Timothy fell silent as he digested her words. He'd now learned not to object or argue any points, and Miss Forbes had not taken her crop out to her car yet.

“I will be in touch in the next few days with further instructions,” said Miss Swift, as she unlocked the padlocks securing his wrists. She put down a key on the desk under his nose. “This will release your legs. You can keep the restraints in your new punishment room.”

With that, they both left the room and made for the front door. It took him several minutes to unwind the chains holding his wrists, and even longer to release his legs. He looked out of the study window. Only his car stood in the drive. Next he walked stiffly to the bathroom to view his bottom in the mirror. He was staggered by what he saw. Miss Forbes had not been exaggerating, his bottom was a mass of angry purple and crimson, raised weals, and in places was almost black. He went to the kitchen and poured himself an enormous whisky, which he decided to drink standing up. That night he attempted sleep face down with his throbbing, burning bottom exposed to the cooling air. He couldn't sleep. All he could think of was that they intended to punish him again, and the thought terrified him, but he also had an almost permanent erection.

CHAPTER THREE

The following morning Timothy was so stiff and sore that he could hardly walk. Every muscle in his body seemed torn from his desperate attempts to pull free from his restraints and the bruising to bottom cheeks was beyond belief. He had to go to work and had considerable difficulty moving around while disguising his condition. He avoided sitting down where possible, but was given a sharp reminder of the state of his bottom each time he did so.

Diane, his pretty young receptionist, seemed to be aware that something was amiss, and he found her looking at him curiously on several occasions, but she said nothing. If only she knew!

Miss Swift phoned him about a week later:

“Miss Forbes and I will be calling on you this evening, Mr Corfield. We have some things to discuss with you. We will be arriving at 8.00pm.”

“But what if I've made other arrangements?” he protested.

“Then cancel them,” she replied simply. Click

As it happened, he didn't have any other arrangements, but the point had been made. They expected him to obey their instructions and they would take priority over everything else. He was still very bruised and sore, and he couldn't believe they intended punishing him again so soon after his last thrashing. The very thought was terrifying, but even so, the prospect of another whipping from these two beautiful, sadistic ladies, was very arousing. He was being blackmailed and he liked it.

They arrived that evening at 8.00pm together by taxi.

“Good evening Mr Corfield” said Miss Swift. They were both dressed smartly, Miss Swift in a dark red, figure hugging skirt with matching top. Miss Forbes was similarly dressed, but in grey. He was both relieved, but bizarrely disappointed, that they didn't have the cardboard tube of canes with them.

“We decided to take a taxi as we thought you may wish to offer us a glass of wine.” said Miss Forbes, smiling, as she walked past him into the hall. “The taxi driver is waiting to be paid,” she added as they both walked uninvited into the lounge and took a seat.

“Yes, of course,” he found himself replying, obediently. He took his wallet from the hall table and went out to the waiting taxi driver. He returned to face the ladies, anxious of what they might propose next.

“We thought you may enjoy this,” said Miss Swift said, taking a DVD from her pocket, “But first, perhaps you would care to offer Miss Forbes and myself a glass of chilled Chardonnay. I noted that you keep some bottles in the fridge.

“Yes, of course,” he replied. He hurried off to the kitchen, poured their drinks and himself a whisky, and then returned.

“Do take a seat, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Forbes, when he had handed them their drinks. She said it almost as if it was her house and he was the guest. In the meantime, Miss Swift had switched on the TV and DVD player.

Timothy sat down as the screen came to life to show his terrified face fill the screen. Miss Forbes and Miss Swift, however, were not watching the screen. They were watching his reaction to their edited recording of this punishment of a week ago:

“I AM Timothy CORFIELD. I LIVE AT CRADDOCKS HOUSE, WREN'S LANE, MIDHOLME, SUSSEX. I AM THE OWNER OF PAVILION AUCTION HALLS IN BRIGHTON. I HAVE BEHAVED BADLY AND REQUEST THAT I AM SEVERELY PUNISHED. PLEASE THRASH MY BARE BOTTOM HARD.”

Timothy cringed inside as he watched himself. He took a large gulp of whisky.

“YES, I AGREE,” SAID THE REFINED VOICE OF AN UNSEEN LADY, “WE WILL BE PLEASED TO AGREE TO YOUR REQUEST, MR CORFIELD. WE WILL NOW ADMINISTER THE SEVERE THRASHING THAT YOU HAVE REQUESTED AND THAT YOU SO RICHLY DESERVE.”

Timothy watched, taking another gulp of whisky, while the picture changed to his bare, writhing bottom. It was already severely wealed and the cane was cracking down hard across it, producing more marks. The sound of his shrieking filled the room. He watched in disbelief at the ferocity of the caning that slowly changed his bottom to a mass of purple and crimson weals. By the time the thrashing was over he had emptied his glass.

“Did you enjoy that, Mr Corfield?” asked Miss Swift, pleasantly, as the screen went blank.

Timothy couldn't find the words to express his feeling. His mouth made as if to speak, but no words came out.

“We think there is room for improvement,” said Miss Forbes. “We still don't think your request sounds sincere enough and it's unforgivable that you neglected to thank us for administering the punishment you so richly deserved at the end of the caning. Never mind, we may retake the video at some future date.”

“Yes,” said Miss Swift, “That's one of the reasons we are here, Mr Corfield. We need to see how quickly your bottom is recovering so we can schedule your next thrashing. Stand up please and take down your trousers and underpants.”

Hesitantly, and feeling his face flush, Timothy rose to his feet and unbuckled his trousers, then turned away from the ladies and lowered his trousers and underpants.

“Bend over, please, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Forbes, firmly.

Flushing further, Timothy complied. He saw the ladies both rise from their seats, then stoop down behind him to take a closer look. He suffered the humiliation of them both running their fingers over his healing bruises.

“A while yet before he's ready, I think,” said Miss Swift.

“Yes,” agreed Miss Forbes. He felt her breath on his bottom, her face was so close “It's a shame we have to wait. I'm very much looking forward to taking the cane to this again.” She slapped his bottom, playfully, then they both took their seats again.

“You may stand up straight, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift.

Timothy rose upright and began to pull up his underpants.

“No, leave them down for the moment, Mr Corfield,” instructed Miss Swift. “Turn around to face us.”

Timothy, who had been trying to conceal his erection, let go of his underpants. He tried to will his erection away, but since Miss Forbes had mentioned how much she was looking forward to caning him again and slapped him on the bottom, his erection had hardened, and was now standing rock hard.

“I said turn around to face us,” said Miss Swift, impatiently, “and put your hands on your head.

Cringing with embarrassment, Timothy slowly complied, and he wasn't the least surprised when the eyes of both ladies fell on his erection.

“I thought so,” said Miss Forbes, cheerfully, “In spite of all that fuss, he likes being caned.”

“Well that's most convenient,” replied Miss Swift, smiling.

“OK, you may replace your clothes, Mt Corfield,” said Miss Swift after they had studied his stubborn erection and enjoyed his embarrassment for a few minutes.

Timothy made himself decent again, then offered to top up their glasses. He poured himself a large whisky, then returned to take his seat in the lounge.

“I wonder how your employees and neighbours would react if they were sent a copy of that DVD?” giggled Miss Forbes.

Timothy physically cringed at the thought.

“Don't worry, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, reassuringly, “We wouldn't dream of doing such a wicked thing, unless of course you fail to comply with all our instructions. You will obey us, Mr Corfield, won't you?”

“Yes, Miss Swift,” replied Timothy, obediently, still horrified by the idea of the video being made public.

“Good,” she replied, “So now we can get on with the main business of the evening – equipping the punishment room. We've made up a list of all the items we require you to purchase.”

She took a sheet of paper from her pocket and handed it to him. The typed sheet contained a whole list of items, along with suppliers’ names and prices. Top of the list was a whipping bench. Timothy had to read the price twice, imagining he has misread it. It was ridiculously expensive. He was about to say something, but he caught sight of Miss Swift's raised eyebrow and thought better of it. Other items on the list included more canes, tawses, gags and leather straps.

“Make sure you order the first item tomorrow, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Forbes, “It's a bespoke item so there is a two week delivery on it.”

“Yes, Miss Forbes,” he replied.

“Also, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, “We require a house key, I assume you have a spare one. We want to be able to let ourselves in when it suits us. We may occasionally wish to treat you to a surprise.”

“That's ridiculous,” protested Timothy, unable to suppress his outrage. “What happens if I want to entertain guests?”

“Then you must ask our permission, Mr Corfield,” she replied. “A simple text message will suffice. We will be quite likely to agree to your request provided you ask politely and provided we don't have any plans for you ourselves.”

“So you expect me to give you a key,” he said, still outraged, “So you can turn up here whenever you feel like it, even at three in the morning.”

“Precisely,” smiled Miss Swift.

He remained speechless.

“I think that concludes our business this evening, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, after a few moments, “I'd like you to send me a text message tomorrow confirming that you have placed orders for all the items and the expected delivery dates. Now, perhaps you could order a taxi for Miss Forbes and myself and fetch me the spare key.”

When they had gone, Timothy sat down with yet another whisky. He stared blankly at the wall for several minutes trying to make sense of what had become his life in just a few weeks. Two weeks ago he was a successful, respected businessman, in control of all aspects of his life. Now he was effectively a slave, at the mercy of two sadistic women. He briefly toyed with the idea of putting a stop to it, of calling their bluff. Surely they wouldn't really send a copy of the DVD to his company. Would they even dare to send a copy of the DVD showing himself spanking Miss Swift to the police or to HM Revenues? He wasn't sure what the limit to their sadism was.

He switched on the television set and DVD player. They had left the DVD with him. As he watched it for the second time he imagined Diane, his receptionist, watching it and laughing at his humiliation. He had always been attracted to Diane, and he was sure he had her respect and admiration. He knew he could never risk letting her see this video. Miss Swift and Miss Forbes had him where they wanted him.

The following morning, at work, his closed his office door and instructed Diane that he should not be disturbed. She looked at him curiously, but said nothing. He picked up the phone and placed an order for the whipping bench, then all the other items on the list, then he made bank transfers to pay for them all. The whipping bench would be delivered as a kit in ten days complete with final assembly instructions. He sent a text to Miss Swift as instructed, explaining that he had ordered everything and that the whipping bench would take ten days. She replied within a few minutes:

“Let me know the instant it arrives”

He had to keep the office door closed for ten minutes afterwards. He knew that in about two weeks’ time he would be thrashed again and it took those ten minutes for his massive erection to subside.

CHAPTER FOUR   

Over the course of the next few days the items he had been instructed to order began to arrive. The selection of canes that arrived was particularly worrying. There were eight of them, four appeared similar to the canes they had already used on him, but the other four were darker, heavier, and little thicker and longer, as well as being quite flexible. They were each labelled 'DRAGON CANE – VERY SEVERE'. His legs felt like jelly and he shuddered as he imagined how excruciating they would be when applied to his bare bottom. But it was the package that arrived the day after that disturbed him the most. It contained a selection of thick split leather straps called 'Lochgelly Tawses'. Again there were eight of them, two were labelled, 'heavy' with two tails, two labelled 'heavy' with three tails. They were made of thick, heavy, but pliant leather and as he slapped one lightly across his hand he realised they would be excruciating if applied to his bare bottom. But it was the other four that concerned him the most. They were each labelled “EXTRA HEAVY LOCHGELLY TAWSE' and he knew at once that a stroke from one of these monsters would be unbelievably painful. He felt physically sick as he slapped one of them lightly across his hand and tried to imagine the pain if applied hard to his bottom. He simply wouldn't be able to stand it. He shuddered as he put them back in their boxes.

He also took delivery of numerous retraining straps, leather cuffs, and leather gags.

He received an email from Miss Swift a few days later. All the items on the list, apart from the whipping bench had arrived. The email read:

'Dear Mr Corfield,

I trust you have now taken delivery of most of the items you were required to order. Please confirm this to be the case. We now require you to fit four inch thick insulating polystyrene blocks inside the window frame to block out light and sound. Panel the entire window opening with plaster board, then paint this, together with the walls, ceiling and the inside of the door, matt black. Purchase thirty metal hooks and fit them to one of the walls of the punishment room in a neat row five feet from the floor and three inches apart. Then please use them to hang the canes, tawses and additional restraints equipment. You are required to have this work complete within two days and we may carry out an unannounced inspection to confirm that you have complied.

Yours sincerely,

Miss Swift'

He obediently confirmed that all items had arrived and agreed to carry out the work.

The following day he purchased the items he needed from a local DIY store and told his staff he would be working from home the following two days.

He felt quite ridiculous the following day as he completed the sealing up of the window and began painting the walls of what was once his second bedroom, black. He worked late into the evening to complete the painting. He felt even more ridiculous the next morning as he began fitting the brass hooks he had purchased. He felt a chill of fear run through him an hour later as he stood back to look at the completed work. The canes, tawses and restraint equipment hung menacingly from their hooks ready for use on his bare bottom. He ran his eye along them and he shuddered with dread as his eyes came to a stop on the four extra heavy Lochgelly tawses. He took them down and put them back in the box. He couldn't bear to look at them, let alone allow them to be used on him. He took the box to his bedroom and put it under his bed. As he did so, the door bell sounded. A delivery van was parked outside. The whipping bench had arrived! This was all starting to happen too quickly.

As instructed, he sent a text message to Miss Swift to let her know that the whipping bench had been delivered and that he would start assembling it at once. He also told her that the other work was complete.

'Let me know as soon as you have finished assembling it', came the reply a few minutes later.

The whipping bench came in pieces. It consisted mainly of pre-cut and drilled, four inch square timbers painted matt black. Also included where some panels covered with padded black leather, numerous pulleys and shafts, a large quantity of heavy steel bolts and eye bolts, a quantity of sturdy leather straps with buckles and several pages of instruction complete with sketches. He could understand the high price now he saw how substantial all the materials were.

It wasn't until he began to slot and bolt the components together that he understood why it was so complicated. He became almost sick with fear as it dawned on him how the bench operated. It consisted of a sturdy frame for kneeling on with a multitude of leather straps to keep the victim secured in the well bent-over position. The upper surfaces were padded with black leather. This entire frame was located within another sturdy wooden frame on a heavy metal shaft. A series of gear wheels allowed the angle of the inner frame to be adjusted, so once secured, the victim’s bottom could be presented at any angle from the conventional, bent-over a desk position to bottom up high towards the ceiling and head down close to the floor. The most chilling feature of the bench was the strength of the entire structure and restraints. It was over engineered in the extreme. It sent out a crystal clear message – it was designed to hold its subject firmly in position for the most severe punishment. Once restrained, escape would be absolutely impossible.

It was with trembling fingers that, later that day, Timothy sent a text to Miss Swift to confirm that the whipping bench was complete. There was no reply. Timothy didn't sleep at all well that night.

* * *

Timothy arrived home late the following night. His two days away from his desk had allowed work to pile up. He was tired as he opened the front door of his house and the first thing he noticed was the smell of the emulsion paint still lingering. He didn't particularly like the smell, so he went straight upstairs to open all the first floor windows to air the house. He opened the door to the punishment room. The ominous whipping bench stood in the centre of the black room. He shuddered in dread. Then he looked up at the neat row of hooks and the collection of menacing implements hanging from them. Something was wrong! He switched the light on. The extra heavy Lochgelly tawses were back on their hooks!

At first he thought he was going mad, then the probable reason swept over him. They had been here. He rushed downstairs and into the lounge.

“Good evening, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift. They were both sitting on his settee, each with a glass of wine on the table in front of them.

He was rendered speechless. He just stood, wide eyed in panic.

“We're very pleased with the whipping bench,” said Miss Forbes, smiling, “And we're particularly pleased with the extra heavy Lochgelly tawses – the ones you hid under your bed.”

Timothy felt his bladder go weak. He felt that he may wet himself.

“We thought we'd call in to make sure that your money had been well spent,” said Miss Swift, “and our first impression is that it was indeed. But, of course, we can't be sure with just a visual inspection, and that's why we've waited her for you, Mr Corfield. We need to test your purchases. They need to be christened.”

Timothy began to tremble with dread. He hadn't had time to mentally prepare for this. He knew it was coming, but he felt ill prepared to deal with the agony he knew they were planning to inflict on him.

“Would it be possible to do it another day?” he pleaded, almost in tears.

“Well, yes it will be,” said Miss Forbes. Relief welled up inside Timothy.

“In fact we will definitely do it another day,” she continued, as Miss Swift chuckled, “But we will also be doing it today. Right now.”

Timothy began sobbing with self-pity as he digested her cruel joke.

“Go up to your bedroom, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, firmly, “Take off all your clothes, then wait for us in the punishment room. Miss Forbes and I will finish our drinks then we will join you. I would advise you to be ready.”

Timothy was panic stricken. Wild eyed, he looked down at their drinks. Each glass had just a sip of wine left in it. Miss Forbes picked up her glass, studied it, then placed it to her lips. She looked up at Timothy, who remained petrified in the doorway.

“Are you still here, Mr Corfield? She asked, in mock surprise, taking the glass away from her lips.” You do realise that you are just making things worse for yourself.”

“And better for us,” said Miss Swift.

They both laughed as Timothy turned and made his way, on unsteady legs, towards the stairs and up to his bedroom.

Shaking with fear, he could hear them laughing in his lounge as he took off his clothes.

* * *

It was mental torture. They kept him waiting for about half an hour. He could hear them chatting and laughing downstairs in his lounge, while he stood naked in the punishment room with only the whipping bench, the canes and the tawses to look at. His eyes kept returning to the extra heavy Lochgelly tawses, and each time he did he felt the muscles in his bladder go weak. Eventually, he heard movement downstairs, then footsteps on the stairs. He screwed his face up in mental pain. His ordeal was about to begin. He kept his head down, eyes on the floor, as they entered the room.

“He's still quite marked from the last caning,” commented Miss Forbes as she looked at his bared bottom.

“I anticipate that Mr Corfield will permanently have marks on his bottom from now on,” replied Miss Swift.

“In future, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, “I want you in position over the whipping bench when you are waiting for us. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss Swift,” he replied, in a whisper.

“Assume the position on the bench, Mr Corfield,” ordered Miss Forbes, menacingly.

Timothy thought his legs would give way, as trembling with dread, he walked to the whipping bench, knelt on the two leather padded knee rests that were placed about two feet apart, then draped his torso over the higher padded top. He was immediately aware that his bottom was placed in a much more humiliating position that it had been over his desk. With his knees so far apart and his body bent at a more acute angle, his buttocks were spread apart, rendering him in an excruciatingly exposed position. He sobbed, pathetically, as they took positions on either side of him and began to coil the numerous thick leather straps around his limbs and torso, before pulling them tight and buckling them up. Like all aspects of the whipping bench, the number of straps was far in excess of what was needed. Four straps secured each leg, three straps secured each arm, and three broad, thick straps passed over his shoulders, middle and lower back. By the time they had finished he was clamped to the bench so tightly that he might as well have been part of it. Movement of any part of his body, apart from his feet and head, was absolutely impossible.

“I like it,” said Miss Forbes, as they stood back to admire the bench with its first ever victim secured over it, with bare bottom inviting punishment perfectly.

“Now the beauty of this particular whipping bench,” said Miss Swift, “is that as well as being strong enough to hold down Goliath, the centre part rotates, so we can present Mr Corfield's bare bottom at just about any angle we wish, and the abundance of straps will ensure he could never slip off.”

She stepped forward and began to turn a large, spoked, metal wheel that was located low down on the side of the whipping bench. As she did so, Timothy felt his head being lowered towards the floor and his gaping bottom being turned to point at the ceiling as the whole inner part of the structure rotated. She stopped turning the wheel only when his torso was almost vertical and his head was just a few inches from the ground. He remained in the tight embrace of the dreadful contraption.

“The nice thing about mansions like this one,” continued Miss Swift, “is that they have high ceilings, so in this position we can stand either side of Mr Corfield, then cane or tawse him from above.”

“How wonderful,” said Miss Forbes, gleefully.

“And of course it also means that gravity is on our side. Not only can strokes be administered exceedingly hard, by both of us at the same time, but his bottom will benefit from the full weight of each implement being added to the energy that we will impart. I'm sure that will be particularly effective when we administer the extra heavy Lochgelly tawses.”

“I wonder which are most effective,” said Miss Forbes, “The two or three tailed tawses?”

“We should be able to answer that question later this evening,” replied Miss Swift.

By now Timothy was sobbing uncontrollably. He was utterly terrified by what he was hearing.

“I had Mr Corfield block the window, by the way, Penny. He's fitted sound insulating material behind the panelling. As long as you aren't bothered by his screaming, nobody else will hear him,” continued Miss Swift.

“I enjoy his screaming,” said Miss Forbes, running her tongue over her upper lip, while she studied the array of implements of correction.

“So many to choose from,” continued Miss Forbes, as she toyed with a tawse. “Where do we start?”

“Perhaps,” replied Miss Swift, “As today is Thursday, we should rename it 'Tawseday'. Why don't we evaluate the tawses? Try each in turn until we find our favourites?”

“Good idea,” agreed Miss Forbes, looking more closely at the eight tawses. “I see that there are four different designs, two of each. Why don't we try each of the four tawses, each giving marks out of ten for each tawse? We could eliminate the tawse with the lowest score, then keep repeating the procedure until we are left with our favourite. Then we could give Mr Corfield a proper thrashing with that.”

“That sounds like a sensible plan,” replied Miss Swift, “I'll fetch a pen and paper from his office.”

Miss Swift left the room, returning with two sheets of paper and a pen. She looked around the room for somewhere to rest the sheets while she wrote. There was nowhere. The room had been cleared. After a second, she smiled, then rested the paper on Timothy's upturned bare bottom, where she drew up a chart listing the four different tawses and spaces for each of them to give marks out of ten. Timothy continued sobbing as he felt the name of each tawse spelt out by the sharp pen tip through the paper.

“OK,” said Miss Swift, “Can I suggest that you administer, shall we say, two strokes with each tawse, perhaps standing on opposite sides of him for each stroke – that should keep the marks nicely even, then give me your marks out of ten for each tawse. Then it will be my turn.”

“With pleasure,” replied Miss Forbes, cheerfully.

“Good,” said Miss Swift, “The first tawse on the list is the two tailed heavy Lochgelly tawse. One stroke from either side, please. Obviously as hard as possible.”

As Timothy began to whimper with dread, Miss Forbes unhooked the tawse and approached him with an excited glint in her eye. She swung the tawse through the air a few time to get the feel of it. Then taking her position to his left, she dropped the twin tails onto his upturned bottom with a gentle slap. Timothy squeaked with fear as he registered the considerable weight of the implement. Miss Forbes adjusted her stance until the tawse lay square across his bottom with her right arm stretched out in front of her to afford her maximum swing. With her eyes locked onto his bottom, her delicate features turned to a hard grimace as she lifted the tawse sharply over her shoulder. She brought her arm back so far that the tips of the tawse almost slapped against her own bottom, before changing direction sharply as she put all her effort into bringing the tawse down across the perfectly presented bottom that she still had her eyes locked on.

CRACK!

The tawse landed with the crack of a firecracker right across the centre of his offered cheeks. As the energy of the tawse dissipated into his buttocks they were momentarily flattened, then the tawse bounced back to leave twin, white, bands that rapidly coloured to red. Timothy's eyes widened and he hissed in a gasp of air, as he tried to deal with the intense sting. Within half a second he realised he couldn't deal with it. The intensity was too much, and he began to shriek. Miss Forbes smiled with delight as she took up her position at the other side of Timothy.  

She raised the tawse again. She intended the next stroke to be harder and she gave a little yelp as the tawse she had swung back over her shoulder snaked down and clipped her own bottom. It didn't affect her determination to improve on the previous stroke, however.

CRACK!

The tawse bit into the same bands of fire, but from the opposite side. The shrieking reached a higher intensity as fire overlaid fire. Miss Forbes giggled with Miss Swift, as she rubbed away the moderate sting the light slap of the tawse had produced on her own bottom. Timothy was still blubbering and sobbing as Miss Forbes lined up stroke number one with the three tailed heavy tawse. She was careful to avoid catching her own, pert, rump this time. Nevertheless, the stroke was severe.

CRACK!

As the shrieking was reignited at previous levels, Miss Forbes moved quickly to Timothy's other side and delivered another ferocious stroke while his cheeks were still burning insanely from the previous stroke.

CRACK!

Timothy gurgled, then almost coughed a scream as he failed to cope with yet another increase in the intensity of agony that blazed across his helpless bottom. As the pitiful shrieking continued, Miss Forbes, under the excited gaze of Miss Swift, selected the two tailed extra heavy tawse. She looked briefly at her friend as she took her position to Timothy's side, unable to suppress a gleeful smile. As she raised this monster, she at once realised that it was in an altogether different league from the first two implements. She was very careful not to catch her own bottom with this one. Her downward stroke was savage.

CRACK!  

The increase in volume of the loud crack, as heavy leather made contact with already burning flesh was quite startling. Timothy's bottom cheeks were flattened grotesquely as they absorbed the incredible energy that had been put into the extra heavy tawse tails. Timothy had thought he knew what agony was, but this raised it to a level that his brain could not comprehend. The white hot agony that blazed across his helpless bare bottom was off the scale. His sharp intake of breath was followed by a blood curdling scream as the intensity of the pain seemed to escalate as it matured.

CRACK!    

Miss Swift's eyes briefly widened as she watched the tawse bite savagely into his already raging red bottom. Timothy's eyes looked as if they might pop out of his red face as his bottom was forced to absorb even more excruciating agony. His shrieking reached fever pitch as he looked around to see Miss Forbes approaching him with the three tailed extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. The sadistic, excited smile on her face horrified him. There was not one hint of compassion to be seen.

“I beg you, PLEASE!” he pleaded desperately, “No more, PLEASE!”

CRACK!

The animal like scream that burst from his mouth brought a yelp of delight from Miss Forbes and while the maniacal screaming continued, she was eagerly taking up her position to his other side, keen to apply fresh agony before the burn of the previous stroke had faded.

CRACK!

The shrieking rose to a new high pitch. Timothy's head began to gyrate wildly, as if he was trying to desperately shake of the agony that was eating into him. The two ladies watched his futile display with excitement.

Timothy's vocal protestations took a few minutes to subside to pathetic sobbing. Miss Swift picked up the piece of paper and pen. She was quite surprised by the level of heat radiating from Timothy's severely wealed and bruised bottom as she placed the paper on it to record Miss Forbes' scores.

“Eight out of ten, eight out of ten, ten out of ten, and eleven out of ten,” said Miss Forbes, face flushed with excitement, unable to suppress her glee. The three tailed extra heavy tawse is the one for me.”

“I'll try not to let that influence my own judgement,” said Miss Swift, as she finished her marking, then reached for the two tailed heavy tawse.

The sharp sound of leather cracking down on bare flesh and the resultant screaming of agony once again filled the room as Miss Swift repeated to exercise of her friend, Miss Forbes. Both women were in a state of high arousal as the shrieking escalated. The savage application of the three tailed extra heavy tawse again forced the most chilling scream from Timothy.

“I agree with you, Penny,” shouted Miss Swift to make herself heard over the screaming, holding up the extra heavy three tailed tawse, “This is my favourite, too.”

As they waited for Timothy to compose himself, Miss Forbes selected the second extra heavy three tailed Lochgelly tawse. Timothy, who eyes had remained squeezed shut as he had shook his head wildly as he shrieked in agony, opened them to see the two ladies were standing either side of him, bright eyed with excitement, each brandishing the tawse they deemed the most severe.

“No,” he whimpered, “”No, PLEASE, No more.”

“A dozen each? Alternate strokes?” asked Miss Swift of her friend, totally ignoring Timothy's desperate pleading.

Miss Forbes simply smiled her approval and raised the tawse.

CRACK!

As the tawse bit deeply into his burning, swollen buttocks, Miss Swift was already raising her tawse.

CRACK!

The volume of Timothy's screaming reached a new high as the savage tawsing turned his bottom to a mass of colourful weals and bruises. The tawses cracked down from alternate sides every second. As the tawsing progressed, the strokes became more savage as each lady tried to improve on her friend's previous stroke. Each wanted the pride of forcing the most pitiful scream from Timothy's lips. It was the most agonising twenty-four seconds of his life. He was still shrieking as the ladies replaced there tawses on their hooks then stood back to admire their work.

“It feels like a furnace,” chuckled Miss Forbes, as she placed a hand on a crimson and purple, swollen buttock.

“By the way, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift when his screaming had quietened to a pitiful sobbing, “We had to wait here for at least half an hour this evening. It would be convenient for both Miss Forbes to know what time you expect to be home each day, so from now on you are required to send us a text each day by noon at the latest with your ETA. Is that clear?”

“But I don't always know what time I'm going to be home,” he sobbed, “It's the nature of my work.”

“Yes, I can understand how that might be a problem,” said Miss Swift, as she selected a senior cane and lifted it off its hook, “But it would be wise to send the text messages all the same.”

“Yes,” answered Timothy, with urgency, as he caught sight of the cane in her hand, “Of course I will. I'll send a text to each of you every day, before noon.”

“You must understand, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Swift, flexing the cane menacingly, “That if your ETA proves to be wrong and we subsequently inconvenienced, you will be soundly punished.”

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

The cane bit savagely and briskly into his already burning flesh, resulting in a fresh eruption of screaming.

“But the punishment your will receive for getting the time wrong will pale into insignificance to the punishment you will receive if you fail to send the text messages by noon,” continued Miss Swift, when it was quiet enough for her to be heard. “Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss Swift. Perfectly clear,” he sobbed obediently.

“I think we need to be quite sure Mr Corfield doesn't forget,” said Miss Forbes, smiling, as she too selected a cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

It was an immense relief when Timothy finally felt his restraining straps loosened and he was able to climb stiffly off the whipping bench. He was ordered downstairs to serve them drinks, still naked so they could observe his vividly coloured bottom. They obviously noticed his erection, but said nothing. When they had finished their drinks they instructed him to order them a taxi. He lay face down on his bead all night, again that night.  

* * *

The following day Timothy's buttocks were so stiff, swollen and bruised that he couldn't walk and was forced to stay at home. It didn't occur to him to send the required text messages until later that afternoon. In a panic he sent off text messages to both Miss Swift and Miss Forbes, apologising and explaining why he had forgotten and promising it wouldn't happen again. The reply, when it arrived some thirty minutes later, had him sobbing with despair.

'We will deal with your failure to comply with instructions this evening. Make sure you are naked and in position over the whipping bench, ready for us at 7.00pm. Miss S'

It was unthinkable that he was to receive yet more punishment! His bottom was sore that he even winced when his clothes brushed against it. Sitting down was out of the question. The prospect of another severe thrashing was horrifying. He felt he had no choice but to appeal to them to show some compassion. He sent another text message, apologising profusely, pleading for a few days to recover before being punished again because he was so sore that he was unable to even walk properly, promising that he would take his much deserved punishment willingly and without fuss when the time came. The reply was swift:

'No'

Timothy spent a miserable afternoon contemplating his fate, frequently looking at the clock as the hours and minutes before he was to be thrashed again slipped away. As the time approached 6.45pm he began to shake and he felt physically sick as he climbed the stairs to his bedroom to strip naked. He caught a glimpse of his purple and crimson bottom in the mirror. Surely they wouldn't subject him to anything severe when they had seen just sore he was. But he knew they would. At 6.55pm, he left his bedroom and made his way to the punishment room. His legs felt unsteady as his eyes fell on the whipping bench, then on the array of implements that would be used on him.

At 6.58 he stood at the foot of the whipping bench, then bent forward over it. As he did so, he felt the skin of his buttocks tauten. He whimpered as pain shot through his tender bottom. He began to sob openly when, at 7.05, he heard the front door open. They entered the punishment room without speaking and within seconds he felt the leather restraining straps being tightened around his limbs and body. He was crying with terror when the large gear wheel was turned to lower his head towards the floor and elevate his poor, bare bottom up into the air.

Through tear filled eyes he saw the each select an extra heavy three tailed Lochgelly tawse. He was howling uncontrollable as, still without a word, they took up positions on either side of him.

CRACK!

The agony was even worse that he had dreaded. It was unbelievable! He convulsed and shrieked as never before as the fire burn into his tortured flesh. There was no compassion, no mercy. To the accompaniment of his hysterical screams, the tawsing progressed savagely.

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

CRACK!

With his eyes bulging and shedding copious tears as he shrieked and convulsed with the excruciating and totally unbearable agony, he failed to see the tawses being replaced on their hooks and the canes taken from theirs.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

He was still convulsing and sobbing as he felt his body returned to the horizontal and the restraining straps being loosened. They left without a word, leaving him lying over the whipping bench, dripping with perspiration, his blazing, throbbing, bottom cheeks being gradually cooled by the air. He spent a second night lying on his stomach. He took the following day off work again, but he didn't forget to send two text messages before noon.

CHAPTER FIVE

For the next two weeks Timothy heard nothing from his tormentors. He never forgot to send off the two text messages, but didn't receive an acknowledgement. As the bruises and weals that had covered his bottom began to fade, so too did his memory of the intensity of the agony he had suffered. However, his arousal at the prospect of being under the control of these two beautiful ladies was gradually becoming more pronounced. He was developing a 'need' to be thrashed by them again. Each time he returned home from work a part of him wanted them to be there waiting for him. When there weren't, he felt frustrated. He would frequently go to the punishment room to look at the array of canes and tawses. He would become very erect when he tried to imagine Miss Swift and Miss Forbes holding them with the intention of thrashing his bare bottom. He imagined himself pleading for mercy and, of course, being ignored.

* * *

Miss Forbes' car was in his drive! It was almost three weeks since his last thrashing. His heart was pounding as he opened his front door to let himself in. He was very excited and very scared. She was sitting in his lounge, wearing a smart beige suit with a very short skirt and she appeared to be alone.

“I've dropped in to see how you are recovering from your punishment, Mr Corfield,” she said, as he entered the room.

“Oh, er…quite well, I would say,” he replied, nervously.

“Well, I wonder what I would say?” she replied, as he stood in front of her, awkwardly.

“I can't say much if I can't see, can I?” she added after a few moments.

“No Miss,” he replied, looking at the floor.

“Well, take off your clothes, then,” she said, firmly. “All of them.”

Slowly, Timothy began to remove his clothes under her amused gaze as she remained seated in front of him. His stubborn erection was rock hard as he removed the last item, his underpants. He automatically put his hands in front of him to conceal it.

“Hands on your head, please,” she ordered, crisply.

Hesitantly, he raised his hands. She watched, amused, as his erection sprang up.

“Come here,” she instructed.

He moved towards her until his erection was no more than a few inches from her face. Her eyes were on it.

“Turn around,” she said, quietly, after a few moments.

He slowly turned to show his bare bottom to her. She said nothing for several minutes, but he could feel her warm breath on the bare skin of his bottom. He flinched slightly, as he felt her fingers on his bottom, gently tracing the contours of his bottom cleft.

“In spite of all the fuss,” she whispered, “It's quite clear that you enjoy being thrashed, Mr Corfield.”

She put a hand on each of his hips and guided him to make a half turn, so she could watch his erection. As she did so, it stiffened further.

“That's most convenient,” she continued, the fingers of her right hand still tracing lines over his bottom, “because I adore thrashing you – hard.”

His erection stiffened further still.

“There is something else,” she said, as her fingers continued to tease him, “I've been looking at your company website. It's rubbish.”

“I think it's good,” he protested, unable to accept the criticism of his own company.

“Believe me, Mr Corfield – it's rubbish. I know about these things.” She continued to stroke his bottom in silence.

“I think we should continue this conversation upstairs,” she said after a few more minutes of silence. She took her hand away from his bottom. “I want you over the whipping bench. I'll be up in a few moments.”

He knew it was coming, but even so the confirmation shocked him and he felt himself go weak at the knees as the fear rose up in him. He knew better now than to argue.

“Yes, Miss,” he whispered, before walking unsteadily into the hall then upstairs. He was concerned again that he may lose control of his bladder as he draped himself over the dreaded whipping bench.

He heard Miss Forbes climbing the stairs within seconds of taking his position. She began tightening and buckling his restraints at once.

“What do you know about me Mr Corfield?” she asked, as she turned the large gear wheel to raise his helpless bare bottom high.

“I know very little, Miss,” he whimpered. “Apart from that you like riding horses, and you are a friend of Miss Swift.”

“But surely you know other things, too, Mr Corfield?” she said, coolly, as she selected a cane from the collection hanging on the wall.

“You know I like to use the cane...”

SWISH – CRACK!

“Ahhh...” Timothy gasped as the cane laid a line of fire across his bottom.

“You know I'm quite beautiful...”

SWISH – CRACK!

“Ahhh...Yes Miss. You are very beautiful.”

“I studied business at university, Mr Corfield, and photography,” she continued, as she replaced the cane on its hook and selected a heavy, three tailed Lochgelly tawse. “I work for a business consultancy.”

CRACK!

Timothy shrieked as the tawse bit hard into his already burning bottom.

“Your website is rubbish, isn't it Mr Corfield?”

CRACK!

“Ahhh...Yes, Miss,” he squealed, “It's rubbish.”

“The photographs of the auction lots on your website are rubbish, aren't they, Mr Corfield?”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh...Ahhhhhhhhhhhh, Yes, Miss, they're rubbish,” shrieked Timothy.

“But just a few minutes ago, Mr Corfield, you told me you thought your website was good,” said Miss Forbes, as she returned the tawse to its hook and took down a fearsome cane. Now you tell me it's rubbish. Why is that?”

Timothy whimpered as she measured the cane slowly across the centre of his upturned, blazing hot bottom.

“I was wrong,” he sobbed, desperate not to avoid any more punishment, “I was wrong when I said it was good. I was mistaken.”

“Shall I tell you what I think, Mr Corfield,” she said, tapping the cane gently across his bare bottom, “I think it's complacency. Your making do with what you consider to be just about good enough. Do you think I'm right?”

“Yes, Miss Forbes. I've been complacent,” he agreed at once, “But I'll put that behind me. I'll improve the photographs and the website. I promise.”

“Excellent, Mr Corfield,” she said, sweetly, “Now all I need to do is to make sure you don't forget.”

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

The caning was brisk and blisteringly hard. Twelve venous strokes buried themselves into his tortured bottom cheeks. His hysterical shrieking merely encouraged her to thrash him harder. She was flushed and aroused as she hung up the cane, turned the gearwheel to raise his torso to horizontal, then unbuckled his restraining straps. She left the room without a word.

Timothy remained motionless over the bench for several minutes as he tried to compose himself. Eventually he prised his sweating body off the structure and sank down onto his knees, before rising to his feet and walking stiffly out onto the landing.

“Come here, Mr Corfield,” came her voice from his bedroom.

He turned to enter his bedroom to find Miss Forbes lying naked on his bed. Her face was flushed, the nipples on her firm breasts were erect and she appeared very aroused. His erection began to harden again.

“I want to feel your tongue inside me,” she said, unable to conceal the urgency in her voice, “Deep inside me.”

Timothy knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed, then moved slowly forward, parting her obliging thighs as he did so. She was ready for him as he placed his mouth to her wetness and pushed his tongue deep inside, drinking noisily from her. He felt her fingernails biting into his back as she clawed him to pull him deeper still into her.

“Tell me how much you love to be thrashed by me,” she demanded, breathlessly, finger nails biting painfully into his back. “Plead with me to thrash you harder next time.”

“Yes, Miss, please,” he replied, panting as he momentarily took his mouth away from her, “You were too lenient tonight. I need to be thrashed harder. Please thrash me harder next time.” He plunged his tongue back inside her.

“Oh, I will,” she moaned, “I will, MUCH harder. I promise.” Her sharp finger nails began to draw blood as she clawed him deeper into him. He couldn't breathe. He was drowning, and he loved it.

Suddenly, she pushed him away, and lifted his chin. His face was dripping with her juices. He looked into her hard, bright, sadistic eyes. She glanced down at his huge, rock hard, erection.

“Now,” she said, between gritted teeth, “As you fuck me, hard, you must beg me to thrash you and cane you harder, much harder. You must beg me to make you scream with agony. Now fuck me like you have never fucked before.”

As he sank his erection deep inside her she sank her finger nails into his tender buttocks to keep him there. He gasped with both pain and ecstasy. Her hips began to writhe and gyrate, and as he pleaded for his thrashing to be more severe, she breathlessly promised to oblige. He knew she meant it. He knew that he meant it too. The eventual orgasm was explosive.

* * *  

“There's a lady to see you, Timothy,” said Diane, the receptionist, as he picked up his office phone. “She says her name is Miss Forbes.”

“Oh...yes...er, well...would you show her to my office, please Diane.”

He was flustered and confused. He hadn't expected this. This was his other world, the world where he ruled. Now it was about to collide with the part of his life where he had become a slave. He didn't know how to handle it. He didn't know who he was any more.

“Good morning, Mr Corfield,” said Miss Forbes, crisply, as she marched into his office. She was dressed in an impeccable, smart, grey business suit and looked stunning.

“Good morning, Miss Forbes. I wasn't expecting you,” replied Timothy, rising to his feet and closing his office door to prevent his staff hearing their conversation. “I do have an appointment shortly, so…”

“I decided not to give you the opportunity to prepare for my visit, Mr Corfield,” she said, unapologetically, as she took a seat at his desk, “I wanted to see how things really are here. Who is your appointment with?”

“Well, it's a magazine. They want to talk about advertising space.”

“Cancel it,” she replied.

“But...”

“Cancel it,” she repeated, “They can come back another time.”

“But the deadline to place our advertising is today,” objected Timothy.

“What magazine is it?” asked Miss Forbes.

Timothy gave her the name.

“That's how they usually sell their advertising space,” replied Miss Forbes, “I know of them. They put pressure on clients to make quick decisions. Cancel it. I'm quite sure they will manage to extend the deadline for you.”

Timothy picked up the phone and cancelled the appointment, apologising, explaining than something unexpected had come up. The deadline, he was told, might possibly be extended for twenty-four hours if the representative could call the following day.

“Now,” said Miss Forbes, “We'll start with your accounts. I want to see sales, purchases and payroll. I want to know who you have working for you, what they all do, and how much you are paying them to do it.”

Miss Forbes kept Timothy in his office, firing questions at him, all day. When his staff began to leave for the day, she continued her inspection and interrogation. She was thorough and she missed nothing. It was past 8.00pm when she summarised her findings:

“The only thing that baffles me about your business, Mr Corfield,” she said, as she put down her pen and looked him coolly in the eye, “Is that you manage to make any profit at all.”

Timothy looked as if he had been slapped in the face. He was dumbfounded. “But I've always been profitable,” he protested, “I'm proud of my business. Everybody considers us one of the best auctioneers.”

“Well, I don't,” she replied without hesitation, “Your control over the finances of this business is appalling. To keep things simple, I am awarding you two points out of a possible ten for your running of this business. This will have very painful consequences for you. Anything less than ten out of ten will incur punishment.”

Timothy sat with his mouth hanging open as she spoke. She was serious!

“You punishment will take place later this week at your house,” she continued in a business-like manner, “Miss Swift may wish to assist. Be under no illusion, Mr Corfield, your punishment will be very severe.”

The prospect of yet another thrashing so soon after the last was both horrifying and exciting, but it was the humiliation Timothy felt at having his business skills belittled that hurt the most. Up until now, he had been hugely proud of his success, and now this pretty young lady was tearing him apart.  

“There are some issues that need to be addressed at once,” she continued, looking down at her notes, “You employ a gentleman called Tomkins?”

“Yes,” replied Timothy, “Gary Tomkins is my ideas man. I don't know what I'd do without him.”

“Well you're about to find out,” she replied, “Because you will be firing him tomorrow. If he's your 'ideas' man he deserves to be sacked for not having the idea of sacking himself.”

“But he's my Business Development Executive,” protested Timothy. “He's one of the company’s most valuable assets.”

“He's next to useless and he's robbing you blind,” replied Miss Forbes. “He's the person who is responsible for your website and company image. If I described it as poor, it would be generous.”

Timothy sat looking at her in disbelief.

“Does Mr Tomkins need do a lot of travelling on company business?” she asked, “More than yourself, for example?”

“Not a lot,” he replied, “Most of the time he's in the office.”

“So why is he being supplied with a top of the range Mercedes?”

“Well,” replied Timothy, a little uncomfortably, “It's in keeping with his senior position within this company.”

“Well you'll save a fortune when you fire him and sell his car. He's claiming more than four times as much as you for petrol each month.”

Timothy looked genuinely shocked.

“Tell me,” she continued, “Is Mr Tompkins a friend of Miss Harvey, your bookkeeper?”

“Well, yes,” he replied, “I believe he is. They usually take lunch together.”

“She will have to be fired too,” said Miss Forbes, “She's complicit in his fraudulent petrol bills. I haven't scratched the surface yet. There will be more to uncover if I wanted to look deeper. I know it. You will fire them both tomorrow morning as soon as they arrive.”

“I don't know if I can do it,” replied Timothy, in genuine distress, “They're almost old friends. They've been here since the start.”

“Then I will do it for you,” she said, simply. She rose to her feet, picked up her coat, and made for the door. “I will be here at 9.00am.”

“But we can't manage without a bookkeeper,” he said weakly.

“I can quite easily manage both Miss Harvey's and Mr Tompkins' workload in my spare time, make a far better job of it, and save this company a fortune in fraudulent expense claims. I will take over their combined salaries. I may initially need some help from you, but you will have plenty of time to assist me because you are giving up golf until your score here is at least nine out of ten. You will also be thrashed regularly until it is.”

Timothy sat in a state of shock as she left the building. He needed a coffee to calm himself before he left.

He found Miss Forbes car parked in his drive when he arrived home! His hand was shaking as he offered his key to the front door. Both Miss Forbes was sitting in his lounge sipping wine.

“We have so much punishment to get through, Mr Corfield,” she said, smiling, “that I thought I should start right away. Go upstairs at once, strip naked and place yourself over the whipping bench. I will be up to deal with you in due course.”

“I'm still very sore from yesterday,” he whimpered.

“Good,” she replied, smiling.

Timothy slowly made his way upstairs. He took his clothes off in his bedroom then entered the punishment room. A shudder went through him as his eyes fell on the whipping bench that would shortly offer his very sore, wealed bare bottom to the implements that hung ominously on the wall.

He had to arrange his erection carefully as he laid his weight on the whipping bench. The soreness of his bottom was accentuated as the skin of his buttocks tautened when he assumed the correct bending over position. No sooner was he in position than he heard her feet on the stairs. She was impatient to begin. He could tell from her eyes as soon as he'd arrived home that she was lusting to thrash him. He craved it too, but the pain he had to endure to satisfy his carving was still way more that he could take. The clutches of the whipping bench and the total domination of Miss Forbes were the only way he could be forced to endure the agony. He was almost relieved when the first restraining strap was tightened and the decision of whether or not he would submit to the thrashing was snatched from him. Now he had no choice. Now he was where he craved to be, totally at the mercy of this beautiful lady. A lady who had no mercy. The atmosphere was thick with conflicting emotions of fear and desire. Nothing was said as each restraining strap was tightened, gradually rendering him more hopelessly secured, with his helpless bare, and very sore bottom, perfectly presented for punishment. Miss Forbes was almost salivating as she tightened the last sturdy leather strap.

Still saying nothing, Miss Forbes turned the large gear wheel and Timothy felt the blood flow to his head as his hips were raised to offer his exposed bottom skyward. She spent some time studying his presented bottom, then selected an extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. Fear and dread overcame his craving as she approached and he braced himself for imminent agony. But she pondered, she seemed unsure about something. He felt a finger gently trace a line over his swollen weals, then down his unmarked bottom cleft.

“I'm a little concerned,” she said, thoughtfully, “that if I thrash you as severely as you deserve over the damage you already have, I will break your skin quite badly. However, the area between your bottom cheeks and thighs are unmarked and very accessible. The problem is this.” She gently tapped his genitals.

“I wonder,” she said to herself, as she replaced the tawse on its hook and left the room.

She was gone for some minutes, then returned holding a towel and a length of cord. She folded the towel twice then knotted the cord tightly around one collected corner, then placed the folded towelling over his genitals, running the cord up the centre of his bottom cleft and securing it to one of the leather straps holding down his waist. She finished her task by tucking the towelling tightly inside his thighs to snugly encase his private parts. She stood back to admire her handiwork, then reached again for the tawse.

“That's perfect,” she said in self-congratulation, “Now I can attend to all the white parts.”

She took her position to his side then laid the tawse across his nearest bottom cheek so the tawse tips were hovering over the centre of his gaping bottom cleft. Timothy, realising with dread what she intended, tried with all his strength to clench his bottom cheeks, but the restraints made it impossible. He was whimpering with fear as she raised the tawse.

CRACK!

Timothy shrieked with agony as the tawse tips bit savagely into his far bottom cheek. Miss Forbes shook her head slowly, disappointed that she had missed her intended target. She took half a step back, then raised the tawse again.

CRACK!

This time she smiled with satisfaction as Timothy let out a blood-curdling scream. His entire body went into a frenzied struggle with his restraints as the twin tongues of fire bit deep into his sensitive bottom cleft. His shrieking was interjected with desperate pleadings for mercy. Miss Forbes, totally ignoring him, raised the tawse again, intent on improving on her previous stroke. Her smile turned to a grimace as she put all her strength into the downward trajectory of the extra heavy tawse.

CRACK!

She was delighted to see the tawse tips bite deeper still into exactly the same place, overlaying the unbearable agony with even more. A spasm passed through Timothy's body as his brain tried to comprehend this new level of excruciation. His eyes bulged as he screamed. His head shook like a dog shaking off water. His feet gyrated.

CRACK!

Unbelievably, Miss Forbes managed to find the same spot again. White hot tongues of fire sank deep into his flesh. His screaming reached a new shrill tone. This appeared to excite and encourage Miss Forbes further. Her face was a picture of arousal and determination as she perfected her aim and increased the venom she put into each savage stroke. His screaming and gurgling drowned out the sharp grunt that escaped from her mouth at each downward stroke. She was delighted and excited to find that her skills had honed to the point where she could accurately place each stroke exactly where she wanted it, as the twin tail of fire gradually worked their way lower down his bottom cleft, each stroke overlapping the previous. Such was her determination to make every stroke as agonising as possible that she was oblivious to the occasional sharp sting in her own left buttock as the tawse tails snaked over her own shoulder and made contact with her own clothed bottom. By stroke twelve, the tawse was cracking down at the point where his bottom cheeks met his thighs. Strokes thirteen to eighteen bit deep into his inner thigh. She swiftly took her position to his other side and began the whole process again. She was flushed and panting as his shrieking escalated further still, his brain managing to comprehend that he was only half way through his unbearable ordeal at best. Panic welled up inside him as the fresh burning agony continued to sink deep into his bottom cleft. It was beyond unbearable, but he was helpless to prevent it. The louder he screamed, the more he struggled, the harder she thrashed him. When he had received a full thirty-six strokes she dropped the tawse.

She was breathing heavily, flushed and sweating as she tore at his restraints to release him. He was still whimpering as she dragged him, his naked body glistening with sweat, to the bedroom. She tore off her own clothes in seconds and fell back on the bed, pulling him roughly by the hair, forcing his mouth and tongue up to her flowing wetness.

“Deeper!” she demanded, as he pushed his tongue inside her.

Within a few minutes they had both experienced the most explosive fuck of their lives. A few minutes after that she was gone, leaving him lying face down on his bed. His purple, swollen bottom was throbbing and burning. He felt completely exhausted. She took his office keys with her, instructing him that she didn't expect him at work until 10.00am the following morning.

He didn't sleep much. Within an hour of her leaving he had another erection, which stayed with him all night. The following morning the bruising of his bottom and thighs made it almost impossible to walk.  

* * *

“Take a seat, Timothy,” said Miss Forbes, as he walked stiffly into his office just after 11.00am. She was sitting in his office chair. The hint of a smile passed across her face as he winced with pain when gingerly taking his seat. It was the first time she had called him by his first name.

“You're an hour late,” she said, any hint of amusement now gone.

“I'm sorry,” he found himself saying, feeling ridiculous at having to apologise. This was his office and his company.

“Tomkins and Harvey have both resigned, with immediate effect,” she said, after regarding him coolly for some moments. “They've both cleared their desks and gone.”

Timothy was speechless.

“I invited them into my office together,” she continued, “Then confronted them with the evidence of their fraud. They resigned at once. Hopkins' Mercedes has been sold already.”

“What do you mean, your office?” protested Timothy.

“This office is now mine, Timothy,” she said, smiling wickedly. “I've decide to take over the running of this company. You are my auctioneer. There will be a few changes, but your position as auctioneer is quite safe.”

He stared at her in disbelief. She had marched in and taken over his company. Miss Swift and Miss Forbes had taken over his life.

CHAPTER SIX

“You can have Tomkins' desk,” she said, as he sat opposite her, still in shock.

“What do I tell my staff?” he said, almost to himself.

“You don't need to tell them anything,” she replied, “I've already told them that you have appointed me as MD to allow you more time to concentrate on what you are good at – auctioneering.”

“Didn't they question your authority?” he asked, still unable to come to terms with events.

“No,” she replied, “I think the sight of Tomkins and Harvey clearing their desks into cardboard boxes then leaving the building fifteen minutes after arriving may have helped them accept my authority.”

Timothy was still looking at her with glazed eyes, wondering if this was all a bad dream.

“I can't get into the bottom draw of my desk,” she complained after a few moments, “It's locked and the set of keys you gave me last night didn't include a key that fits.”

Suddenly, Timothy was shocked back into reality. He tried to think of all the things he kept in his private draw that he wouldn't want anybody to see, especially Miss Forbes.

“Oh, er…I don't think there's anything in it,” he lied. “The lock jammed soon after I had the desk delivered and I haven't got around to having it fixed.”

“OK, we can address that later,” she said, much to his relief, appearing to believe him, “I've cleared all the other things from your desk and office and had them moved to Tomkins' old office. I believe you are conducting this week’s auction in a few days. No doubt you need to prepare.”

For the first time he realised that all his shelves and the top of his desk had already been cleared. She was dismissing him from his own office! He looked at her, trying to find something in her face to tell him that this was all an unkind joke. He found nothing. Painfully, he rose from his seat, then walked stiffly and self-consciously to his new, much smaller office. His remaining staff kept their heads down, unsure of how they should react to his humiliating demotion, but he was sure he saw Diane, the receptionist, attempting to suppress a snigger.

In a daze, Timothy began to arrange his files in his new office. He failed to notice the locksmith arrive and being shown into his old office.

* * *

Later that afternoon, the sound of Timothy's phone ringing intruded into the dazed, confused dream that had become his day.

“I'd like to see you in my office,” said Miss Forbes, crisply, “Now.”

Timothy winced with discomfort as he prized himself out of his chair and made his way to his old office. The colour drained from his face as he opened the door to Miss Forbes office to find both her and Diane sitting there, glaring at him, and the contents of his secret drawer spread across his old desk.

“So, Timothy,” said Miss Forbes, as she lifted one of several pairs of knickers on the desk between the forefinger and thumb of her right hand, “You lied to me when you said you said this drawer was jammed and there was nothing in it. That, you will soon learn, is most unwise.”

Timothy just stood, gaping at the display of embarrassing secrets on the desk, as the two ladies regarded him with distaste.

“Quite apart from this collection of degrading pornographic magazines, I see you like to steal knickers, or more accurately, Diane's knickers.”

“They're definitely mine,” said Diane, staring at him with furious eyes. “You must have been taking them from my badminton kit bag when I was away from my desk. I couldn't work out why they've been disappearing over the past year. Now I know.”

“I don't think there is anything else to say,” said Miss Forbes. “I will deal with this sordid matter this evening. Diane has agreed to assist. You may return to your office.”

Timothy was almost in tears. He was ashamed and terrified. The look in Miss Forbes eyes left him in no doubt that he was in for another severe thrashing. He looked down at the contents of his drawer again, then up at Diane. She was studying his reaction carefully. The hint of a smile passed her lips.

“I said you may return to your office,” repeated Miss Forbes.

Miserably, Timothy returned to his office. As he settled painfully into his chair, the prospect of yet another thrashing made him shudder. He was so, so sore. But he was also aware that he had another erection. He could see Diane, who had now returned to the reception desk, through his window. During the remainder of the afternoon she occasionally glanced at him. Her manner towards him had changed completely. Before today she had always been respectful and polite, but now she was regarding him with amusement.

At 4.30, Diane marched confidently into his office without knocking, something she had never done before.

“I'll be leaving a little earlier today, Mr Corfield,” she informed him. “Miss Forbes and I have some preparations to attend to. She said that you would answer any phone calls.”

Timothy didn't know what to say. It wasn't a question, it was a statement, and Diane's delivery had left him in no doubt that she did not expect any objection. She continued to regard him with a hint of amusement. He felt intimidated by her cool eyes and was forced to look down at his desk.

“Until later this evening, then,” she said, menacingly, as she turned and left the office. He watched her leave his office, then she and Miss Forbes left the office together. He couldn't hear what they were saying, but they were laughing.

* * *

Timothy had broken out into a cold sweat as he drove home to meet his fate. His erection rose then fell repeatedly as dread and arousal vied for his emotions. He could hear the thud of his own heart as he pulled into his drive to find three cars parked – Miss Forbes', Diane's and Miss Swift's. He thought, momentarily, of turning and fleeing, but he had nowhere to go. They had infiltrated and taken over his entire world. The prospect of even one stroke of the cane or tawse across his already sore bottom was unthinkable, let alone a severe thrashing from all three of them. He was once again reminded of just how very sore and bruised he was as he lifted his weight off his car seat and made his way to the front door of his house. He was so frightened that he felt as if his legs might give way.

“Ah. You're just in time to top up our glasses,” said Miss Forbes, as he entered the lounge.

The three of them had made themselves comfortable, lounging in his sumptuous chairs. An opened bottle of his finest Borolo, along with three drained glasses and the knickers from his secret drawer were all on the coffee table in front of them. Obediently, Timothy topped up the three empty glasses as they watched him. His hand was shaking so much that he spilled a little of the wine.

“Clumsy,” said Miss Forbes, “You may fetch a kitchen towel to clean it up.”

Timothy put down the bottle. They all watched him in silence as he made his way to the kitchen, then returned with a paper towel to mop up the wine. Having done so, he stood awkwardly beside the coffee table as they continued to study him.

“Take off your clothes, Timothy,” said Miss Forbes, quietly.

In silence, with all eyes on him, face flushed red, shaking with fear, Timothy began to remove his clothes. Within a minute he was standing before them, naked, with his hands clasped in front of his erection.

“Hands by your sides,” ordered Miss Forbes.

Hesitantly, he complied. Three pairs of eyes fell on his erect member. His own eyes fell on the floor.

“There's still something inside him,” observed Miss Forbes, as they continued to study his erection, “that is telling him he will enjoy the thrashing he is about to receive.”

“He won't,” said Diane, with a firmness in her voice that terrified Timothy.

“Turn around, Timothy,” said Miss Forbes, after several long seconds of silence.

Slowly, Timothy turned.

“My word!” gasped Dianne, as she caught sight of the weals and bruises that covered his bottom, “That does look sore.”

“But obviously not sore enough,” replied Miss Forbes, quietly, as she took a sip of her wine. “You can turn back to face us.”

Obediently, Timothy complied, this time leaving his hands by his sides.

“What did you do with my knickers?” asked Diane, after a few moments of silence, “After you'd stolen them, what did you do with them?”

Timothy's face reddened and his erection stubbornly stiffened.

“Nothing,” he whispered most unconvincingly

“It seems he has a very guilty secret,” observed Miss Swift, as the three ladies watched his erection harden.

“Yes,” agreed Miss Forbes, “He's quite obviously lying. No matter, we will thrash it out of him. Go upstairs to the punishment room, Timothy. We will commence your punishment when we have finished our glasses of wine. We expect to find you in position over the whipping bench.”

“Yes, Miss Forbes,” replied Timothy, his voice trembling. He left the room while they watched, their eyes fell on his wealed and bruised bare bottom. Each lady was imagining how they intended to add more vivid colour.

Timothy’s legs felt like jelly and needed to support himself by grasping the balustrading as he slowly climbed the stairs to await his fate. Three beautiful ladies had gathered in his lounge with the sole intent of thrashing him. The agony he had already endured was mind blowing, and he knew that worse was to follow. It was exciting and arousing beyond belief, while being absolutely terrifying. He was only too aware that there would be no compassion. They delighted in his shrieks of agony and suffering, and it only encouraged them to thrash him yet harder. Now they were joined by Diane, and he could tell by her eyes and her manner that she too was revelling in his fear. He had no choice in the matter. He was completely subservient and he had to submit to their will. The fact that he had no choice made it easier, but even so, as he pushed open the door to the punishment room and his eyes fell on the array of canes and tawses, he whimpered in fear. Laughter drifted up the stairs, adding to his isolation in fear. Slowly, trembling with terror, he lowered himself over the whipping bench. He closed his eyes as the tautening skin of his bruised buttocks sent fresh spasms of pain through his body and raised his level of dread of what was now imminent. The laughter from downstairs continued.

He kept his eyes closed, feeling the cool air on his exposed bare bottom, listening to every sound drifting up from downstairs. He couldn't hear most of what was said, but knew they were talking about how they intended to punish him. Occasionally he made out a few words: he heard Miss Forbes say “Don't even think of holding back – as hard as you can.” She was obviously priming Diane, making sure she thrashed him as severely as possible. He tried to pretend to be somewhere else, to relieve his torment, but he kept picking up words that brought him back to his imminent ordeal.

“It's quite obvious you've been too lenient, far too lenient” he heard Miss Swift say, jovially, “He must be taught to never, ever, even dream of lying to us. You say he lied about the locked drawer and he was quite plainly lying about doing nothing with your knickers, Diane. I think we should give him a thrashing that will make all the previous thrashings seem like a walk in the park.”

“I agree,” replied Miss Forbes, “I have been too lenient, and you have my word that I will correct that in a few minutes. Are we ready to get started, ladies?”

Timothy heard three glasses being placed firmly down on the coffee table, then the sound footsteps on the stairs. His bladder felt weak and a trickle of urine ran down the inside of his leg.

He was whimpering with dread as they entered the room. Miss Forbes and Miss Swift immediately went to work securing the various leather restraining strap to hold him in place, while Diane toyed with the various canes and tawses hanging on the wall. Within a minute Timothy was prepared for punishment – his bare and humiliatingly exposed bottom thrust high and almost saying 'thrash me'. Miss Forbes produced some towelling and a cord, explaining to the other two ladies, as she arranged the towel to protect his private parts, how she had used the method to good effect the previous evening.

“I think we are ready to start,” said Miss Forbes, cheerfully, “As we agreed, Diane, Miss Swift and I will address the two instances of lying first, then, when we are quite sure that he will never even think of lying to use again, and you have had a chance to observe how severely he should be thrashed, we will give you free reign to interrogate him punish him for theft of your knickers.”

“Perfect,” replied Diane, moving to stand directly behind Timothy so she could watch the punishment.

Miss Forbes closed the door, then selected an extra heavy, Lochgelly, three tailed, tawse and took up her position to Timothy's left. Miss Swift selected an identical implement and took her position to his right. There were several, long seconds of silence as minds concentrated on what was about to unfold. Three pairs of eyes were riveted on Timothy's expectant bottom. Miss Forbes and Miss Swift briefly made eye contact, then Miss Forbes raised her tawse. It snaked over her shoulder, she grimaced with exertion as the tawse changed direction and began its journey towards Timothy's gaping, and helpless bare bottom with maximum severity. Miss Swift had already raised her tawse before the impact of Miss Forbes' implement.

CRACK!

Diane's jaw dropped and her eyes widened. She was astonished by the severity of the stroke and watched with disbelief as the tawse tails bit savagely into his tender, offered bottom.

CRACK!

Miss Swift's tawse bit in hard from the other side as Miss Forbes' raised her tawse again. Timothy had not even had a chance to begin to comprehend the severity of the first stroke as the second stroke bit in.

CRACK!

An ear piercing shriek of agony filled the air as the tips of the three heavy tails of stroke three buried themselves deep into his gaping bottom cleft, and Timothy's brain began to register the enormity of the agony that was burning into his exposed flesh. Diane winced at the suddenness of his blood curdling scream. She watched in amazement and fascination, as his feet gyrated, his body strained against the restraints, and the muscles in his limbs stood out like rods of iron as he fought to pull his bottom out of the path of the tawses.

CRACK!

They were getting their aim more refined and the strokes were even harder. Diane found herself becoming highly aroused by the sadistic display unfolding in front of her.

CRACK!

“Yes,” hissed Diane, “Harder. Thrash the liar harder. YES. HARDER!”

CRACK!

Encouraged by her obvious delight, Miss Forbes and Miss Swift obliged. The tawses blazed down from alternate side with relentless severity. The shrieking of Timothy was totally ignored. His gaping bottom was soon crimson, but the thrashing continued.

Eventually, with both Miss Forbes and Miss Swift breathless and perspiring from their exertion, the tawsing stopped. Timothy had received twenty-four eye-watering strokes. His bottom was ablaze.

“Now, Diane,” said Miss Forbes, as she and Miss Swift replaced the tawses on their hooks, “He's all yours.”

Timothy was sobbing and whimpering, and being ignored. Diane was flushed and looked excited. She ran her tongue over her upper lip as she selected a cane.

“I've never done this before,” she said, apologetically, “But I'll do the best I can.”

“Take all the time you need, Diane,” said Miss Swift, encouragingly. “If you need any help we will be delighted to oblige.”

Diane smiled. Her eyes glistened with excitement as she approached Timothy, flexing the cane.

“So, Mr Corfield,” she said, as she tapped the cane lightly across Timothy's vividly coloured bottom, “Now you know what happens when you lie. I shall ask you again. What did you do with my knickers after you had stolen them from me? If you lie to me again I will ask my Miss Forbes and Miss Swift to repeat the tawsing – harder still.”

Timothy was still sobbing and whimpering.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Timothy shrieked in fresh agony. Diane beamed at her first attempt at caning. Although the strokes had landed rather untidily, they were sound and bit in well. The sound, thought Diane, was fantastic. She loved it.

“I'm still waiting for an answer,” she said, sweetly, when his shrieking had faded.

“I just wanted to touch them,” whimpered Timothy, “To feel them.”

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

“I'm quite sure you did more than that,” she said, when he had quietened down after receiving three much improved strokes. “I'd worn them to play badminton. They needed washing. Admit what you did.”

“I smelt them,” admitted Timothy, tearfully. “I'm sorry. I'm ashamed.”

“And why would you want to smell my knickers?” persisted Diane.

“Because I fantasised about tasting you,” offered Timothy, weakly.

“Then you should have asked,” replied Diane, triumphantly. “Now we know the truth, your caning can begin.

Diane smiled excitedly at Miss Forbes and Miss Swift. Miss Forbes gestured with her hands that Diane could do exactly as she wished. She turned her attention back to the upturned bottom in front of her, then raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

A symphony of screams filled the room as the cane lay lines of white hot fire across his bare bottom. Nobody was counting the strokes. Diane was in a frenzy. She didn't recognise herself. The louder he shrieked the harder she caned. Every inch of his bottom and upper thighs felt the cut of the cane as the caning continued. Exhaustion finally set in. Diane, panting and perspiring, hung the cane back on its hook. Her eyes were bright, her face flushed.

“I wanted to continue,” she said breathlessly.

“Well, why don't you,” offered Miss Forbes. “We can take a break downstairs. Timothy isn't going anywhere. You can continue when you've recouped your energy.”

To Timothy's dismay, that's exactly what they did. They left him, strapped down, bottom burning and throbbing and went back downstairs.

More laughter wafted upstairs. The sound of a cork being pulled from a bottle reached his ears as his stock of fine wine was further depleted.

Later, the sounds became confusing. Timothy heard a car engine. Goodbyes were said. The front door opened and closed. The car drove away. Then there was silence. Timothy strained to hear any sound, but there was none. They had left him, helplessly secured over the whipping bench! How could they do this to him? Was there no end to their cruelty? He began to sob again.

* * *

“Did you think we'd left you all alone?”

The sweet, teasing, voice of Diane came from behind him.

“Yes, Miss,” he sobbed.

“I wouldn't do that,” she said, soothingly, running a finger lightly over his angry weals. “I haven't finished punishing you yet. Miss Swift and Miss Forbes have taken a taxi. They have work tomorrow, but I've decided to take the day off – with your permission, of course, Mr Corfield?”

“Yes... yes, of course,” he replied with a mixture of relief and dread.

“Oh yes,” she continued, “Miss Forbes asked me to tell you that she will need you in first thing in the morning. She wants you to show around the new Finance Director, Miss Swift. She'll be starting as soon as she's worked out her notice at the tax office.”

Timothy went quiet at the news. This meant that their control over him was now total – at home and at work.

“Right,” she said, slapping his bottom firmly with the flat of her hand, “So now I have you to myself – all night if I wish.”

Timothy turned his head and watched through his red eyes as Diane pondered over which implement to select from the array on the wall.

“It's difficult to choose,” she said, as she handled a cane and then a tawse, “there's so many to choose from.”

Timothy was sobbing again. He was so very sore. He simply couldn't take any more.

“I know,” said Diane, brightly, “I'll give you six with each, then pick my favourite.”

Timothy groaned as she selected the first cane and approached him, smiling.

“And all this, just because you wanted to know what I tasted like,” she chuckled.

SWISH – CRACK!

“All you need to have done was to ask.”

SWISH – CRACK!

“I'd have said yes.”

SWISH – CRACK!

“But, instead you decided to steal my knickers so you could sniff then.”

SWISH – CRACK!

“So now I have to punish you for it – you bad boy.”

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Diane replaced the cane and selected another. As she continued to sweetly scold him and thrash him with the various canes and tawses, and he continued to shriek in agony, she systematically worked her way, agonisingly, through all the different implements. Six strokes with each. Often, he couldn't hear what she said, deafened by his own screaming, as she cheerfully chatted and scolded him.

“Well,” she said, as she hung the final tawse up on its hook, “I've tried them all and I just can't decide which I like best. It's a toss-up between the extra heavy tawses and the senior dragon cane. They seemed to be the most effective.”

“I know,” she said, cheerfully, after a few thoughtful moments, while Timothy groaned and sobbed in despair, “I'll use both. A dozen of the very best with each. But first we'll have a little chat.”

Diane walked to face Timothy, then stooped down to look into his red, tear filled eyes. She lifted his chin so he had to look into her bright, excited eyes.

“If you want to taste me, all you have to do is ask,” she whispered, seductively. “Do you want to?”

“Yes,” sobbed Timothy, “Yes please, Miss.”

“Very well,” she replied quietly, “Then you shall. But first we must complete your punishment.”

She remained staring into his eyes for several seconds before rising and reaching for the extra heavy, three tailed, Lochgelly tawse.

CRACK!

And so began Timothy's final thrashing of the day. There was no mercy. Timothy shrieked and Diane grunted with effort as she applied first the tawse the cane to his helpless bare bottom with all the strength she could muster.

Timothy had never been more relieved in his life than when he eventually felt the restraints being loosened. He was totally exhausted, and she almost dragged him to the bedroom. He was kneeling on the floor by his bed. He looked up to see that she was already naked. She took hold of his hair and guided his face to her wetness as she lay back on the bed.

“It would have been so much easier to ask, Mr Corfield,” she panted, as he plunged his tongue into her, “But not nearly so much fun.”

THE END
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