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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    If you visit a busy railway station during rush hour, you're going to be in the company of a diverse assortment of people, each with their own ambitions and tastes. Logic dictates that a percentage of those people will likely share your tastes. These were the thoughts that occupied Daniel's mind, as he fought his way home through the London rush hour.  
 
      
 
    The problem was that Daniel had no way of knowing which, of the numerous people jostling past him, shared his fantasies. Daniel had a secret spanking fantasy, where he craved to be spanked, or even, caned, by a beautiful lady. He had never been spanked or caned, and he had never confided in anyone about his fantasy, so it remained just a dream. He was a good looking, thirty year old, and had never had any problems attracting girlfriends. On a couple of occasions, when he had been very keen on a particular girlfriend, he had come close to confessing his secret desires, but had held back through fear of being ridiculed.  
 
      
 
    The spanking fantasy had been with him since his teens, and in over ten years, nothing had changed. He had recently heard a quotation that had resonated with him: 
 
      
 
    “If you carry on doing what you've always done, then the same things will happen to you that have always happened.” 
 
      
 
    Based on that, Daniel reasoned that, unless he made a change in his life, he might never realise his dream of being punished. But what could he do? He'd obviously discovered the wealth of information about spanking on the internet, and he'd been particularly interested in the writing of Annie Bee, especially her 'Notes on Discipline'. He's also been tempted to visit one of the numerous professional ladies who advertised online, many of whom would be more than happy to spank him, or cane him. But he knew it wasn't the answer for him. He needed to be disciplined by a lady who was doing so purely for her own pleasure, and the demand of payment for services didn't work for him. It wasn't that he begrudged paying, but he felt it left a question hanging over the motivation of the lady who would be turning his fantasy into a reality. He wanted his first taste of discipline to be pure, and unsoiled by profit.    
 
      
 
    As he continued his journey home, he fantasised about plucking up the courage to do something really wacky: He could walk into the busy station with a banner saying something like: 
 
      
 
    'I'D LOVE TO BE SPANKED BY A BEAUTIFUL LADY. PHONE XXXXXXXXXX' 
 
      
 
    Who knows, it might work, but he knew he'd never do anything as outrageous as that. He'd almost certainly be the subject of ridicule. A video of him might even end up on social media, or he might even be arrested. He had no idea if he would be breaking any laws. 
 
      
 
    As his train journey neared its end, with the all too familiar view from the train window, the sky darkened, and it began to rain heavily. If the rain continued, he would get wet, as he didn't have his umbrella with him. There was an attractive lady sitting opposite him, and she too had noticed the worsening weather. Their eyes briefly met. He was tempted to start a conversation, but the carriage was crowded, and he was too shy, especially with an audience. His mind drifted back to his spanking fantasy, and he wondered if the lady opposite him would enjoy dealing with him. In the event, the downpour ended before his stop. There was another brief meeting of eyes with the lady as he left the train. 
 
      
 
    Daniel had always enjoyed writing, and as he drove home from the station, still thinking about the lady on the train, the beginnings of a story began to germinate. Perhaps he hadn't yet been able to turn his fantasy into a reality, but he was free to feed his fantasy with a story inspired by the girl on the train. As soon as he arrived back at his flat, he typed his ideas into his laptop. In his story, he was sitting opposite the same lady, but they did talk, and he would later discover that this lady was very happy to discipline him. He called his story 'LOST LAPTOP' and once he started writing, the words flowed, and it reinforced his craving for the real thing. The first part took him just two evenings to write. It would eventually change his life: 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LOST LAPTOP - PART ONE 
 
      
 
    James had a secret. It was a secret that he had never shared with anyone. He was fascinated and excited by the idea of being spanked and caned by a beautiful lady. He'd never experienced it, never had the courage to confess his desires to the numerous girlfriends he had had, always frightened that they might ridicule him. As he matured through his thirties, his craving to be at the mercy of a beautiful lady seemed to intensify, and now, at the age of thirty-eight, he sometimes found he could think of nothing else. 
 
      
 
    The internet, of course, offered an endless source of videos for James to consume.  He tried to imagine himself on the receiving end of the punishments he watched. He was sensible enough not to view the videos on his office computer, as he knew his secret would probably be discovered by colleagues who knew more about computers that he did. He only watched the videos on his own laptop at home. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes, his craving for punishment was so intense that it almost hurt. It was on occasions like this that the idea of visiting a professional disciplinarian loomed large, but he never had the courage to actually take that step. He had found the websites of numerous professional ladies, and had even drafted emails to them, but they were never sent. Also, his favourite fantasy was to be at the mercy of a lady who was punishing him purely for her own pleasure, so ladies who wanted a fee, he reasoned, were probably doing it more for the money, and this didn't really work for him. 
 
      
 
    When he set off for work this particular Wednesday morning, his cravings were more intense than usual. On impulse, he decided to take his laptop with him. He had his own private office, so at lunchtime, he could close the door, then watch some spanking videos. He knew this was risky, but it was more sensible than viewing videos on the company system, and he feared that today, he might be tempted to. 
 
      
 
    James worked for an insurance company as a Loss Adjuster. He was in a senior position in the company, and had enjoyed his own private office for the past four years. His office overlooked the general office, where he had worked himself prior to his promotion. About fifteen people worked there, most of them female, and several of them very attractive. James often fantasised about being punished by one of these ladies, but he knew it was unwise to date people at work. It could so easily end in tears. James was very sensible, usually. 
 
      
 
    After that Wednesday, taking his laptop to work became quite normal. He was very careful when he watched spanking videos to have another screen window open, so he could switch screens should  anyone intrude on his privacy. The volume was always turned to low, so the sounds of spanking and swishing canes didn't leave his office, and his right hand was always poised over the mouse, so he could act at once if needed. He always closed down his laptop before leaving his office, so he was confident that he had taken every precaution to ensure his secret was safe. It became a frequent fantasy exercise for James to choose one of the more attractive girls in the office, then log into as spanking video, then imagine it was the girl in the office who was punishing him. It was all harmless fun, he reasoned, and as long as he was careful, no harm would come of it. It was also very frustrating, and he longed to experience the real thing. Unfortunately, unless he made some sort of move, nothing was going to change. However, it would only take one mistake for his secret to become known, and three months after James first took his laptop to work, he did make a mistake. But it wasn't in his office. 
 
      
 
    James commuted to work by car to the local railway station, and then by train into the city. He was on the train, making his way back home one evening, later than usual. It had been a long day, he was tired, and the rain was falling in torrents. As his stop approached, the downpour intensified. He would have to make a dash for his car, and he hadn't brought his umbrella. He was going to get a real drenching. 
 
      
 
    “I wish I'd remembered my umbrella,” he said to the attractive lady opposite, as the train slowed to a stop and he rose to his feet. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you should have brought your water wings,” she suggested, in a refined voice, clearly amused by his plight. 
 
      
 
    He did indeed get a soaking. The ticket office was closed, so there was no shelter for him, and by the time he was fumbling for his car keys, he was completely drenched. He fell into his car seat with water flowing off his hair and down his neck. As he watched the train pull away, he realised, horrified, that he had left his laptop on the train. 
 
      
 
    Phone calls to the rail company lost property department over the following days bore no fruit. His laptop had gone, probably forever. He just prayed that, whoever now had it, didn't guess his password. He cringed at the thought of what might be discovered about him if they did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    James bought a new laptop the following weekend, and was quite excited as he powered it up. His old laptop had been out of date, and the graphics on this new one were much better. As soon as he had it set up, he checked his emails. The colour drained out of his face as one email, in particular, jumped out at him: 
 
      
 
    'I HAVE YOUR LAPTOP – AND YOUR PASSWORD!' 
 
      
 
    His hand was shaking as he opened it: 
 
      
 
    What a silly man you are, James. Not only did you leave your laptop on the train, but the password was so easy to guess. How silly of you to have left a document called 'PASSWORDS', listing all your passwords and user names. I now know that you have £2,113.46 in your bank account. You are very lucky, James, that I'm quite an honest lady, so I won't steal your money. 
 
      
 
    However, I am quite an inquisitive and wicked girl, and I was fascinated by your browser history. You have quite an interest in spanking and caning. I also noticed that you have drafted a lot of emails to professional disciplinarians, where you say you have never been punished, but crave to be. I note that none of these emails appear to have been sent, so presumably you still haven't received the punishment you obviously so badly want. 
 
      
 
    So, where do we go from here, James? Presumably you want your laptop back, and I will be pleased to negotiate its return when I have finished viewing the content. 
 
      
 
    Don't worry, James, your secrets are safe with me, as long as you are a good boy. 
 
      
 
    Look forward to hearing from you. 
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    James was stunned. How dare she read all his private documents! What did she mean by 'negotiate' the laptop's return? 
 
      
 
    His reply was written in anger and dread, but part of him was excited: 
 
      
 
    Dear Claudia, 
 
      
 
    It is outrageous that you are reading all my private documents. However, I am grateful that you will keep the contents confidential. I will be pleased if we can arrange for the laptop to be returned to me. 
 
      
 
    Are you the lady I spoke to about the rain on the train as I was getting off? 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
      
 
    James 
 
      
 
    She replied a few hours later: 
 
      
 
    Yes, it is outrageous, isn't it James. But, you need to understand, I'm an outrageous lady. 
 
      
 
    Yes, I am the lady on the train. I did call after you as you left, to tell you you'd left your laptop, but you didn't hear me above the rain, so I decided to look after it for you. Your secret is probably far safer with me than with the rail lost property department – provided you don't annoy me, of course. 
 
      
 
    What, do you suggest, should be the price of your laptop's return? I don't want money, that would be sordid, and the contents are priceless.  
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    James tried to recall the lady who had sat opposite him. He remembered that she had been very attractive, with shoulder length, shiny, black hair. She had dark eyes, and wore dark red lipstick. He remembered looking up at her when he noticed she was looking at him. They had made eye contact briefly. He now remembered that he had briefly thought she was studying him. 
 
      
 
    Dear Claudia, 
 
      
 
    I'm grateful for you for saving my laptop from the lost property department, but why are you doing this? What is it you want from me? 
 
      
 
    James 
 
      
 
    James had to wait until the following day for a reply: 
 
      
 
    I'm doing it because it amuses me to have power over you. I know all about you, there's so much information on your laptop, and you know almost nothing about me. I'm sure you think it’s not fair, but life isn't fair, is it James. 
 
      
 
    As for what I want from you, well, would it help if I told you that I once spanked a past boyfriend. It was his idea, but when I obliged, he didn't like it. He complained that I had spanked him too hard, and it hurt too much. I liked it though, very much. I made him cry. When I saw you on the train, you reminded me of him, so you can imagine how interested I was when I saw all the videos you've been secretly watching. 
 
      
 
    So, James, I ask again, what do you think would be an appropriate price to pay me for the return of your laptop? 
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    James was now very excited, but also very nervous. This lady wanted to spank him. Up until now he had been living in a fantasy world, but now he appeared to be facing reality: 
 
      
 
    Dear Claudia, 
 
      
 
    I wonder if, perhaps, you would consider returning my laptop if I suggested that you should spank me? 
 
      
 
    James. 
 
      
 
    He didn't have to wait long for a reply: 
 
      
 
    How clever of you James. What a splendid idea. I think something along the lines of a spanking would be very appropriate step in the right direction, after all, you've been such a  silly and careless boy, haven't you? 
 
      
 
    I shall continue to entertain myself with the wealth of material on your laptop, paying particular attention to some of the more interesting videos you appear to have watched over and over again, then I shall decide what should be done with you. 
 
      
 
    I shall contact you in due course with your instructions. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy the rest of your weekend. 
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    James was now so excited, that he was unable to function at work. All he could think of was his first spanking. She kept him waiting until Wednesday: 
 
      
 
    I've just about finished studying the content of your laptop, James. Some of it was very interesting. I especially liked the imaginary card and dice spanking games you had links to. 
 
      
 
    You may be interested to know that your most watched video was of a 48 stroke judicial style caning. I'm sure you remember that one. That lady certainly knows how to swing a cane, doesn't she! I suspect you would benefit from a caning like that. 
 
      
 
    Now, to your spanking. I shall spank you this coming Saturday morning at 10.00am. I will send you my postcode and a telephone number just before our appointment. I'm about 5 miles from where you live.  
 
      
 
    Please confirm your availability.  
 
      
 
    Bye for now, 
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    To be continued ... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Starting the story had focused Daniel's mind on what he really wanted, and he knew he would have to step outside his comfort zone to make it happen. One idea that had been lurking in his mind was to try meeting ladies who lived some distance from him, in which case he might have more courage to open up about his spanking desires. If rebuffed, he would be unlikely to ever see them again, and none of his friends or associates would get to hear about it. Being based in London, he reasoned that the coastal town of Brighton would be a good place to start. He'd heard that Brighton was a magnet for people looking to socialise, so Brighton it was. Next he needed to come up with an idea for introducing himself to ladies, and he had soon thought of a plan that might work. All he needed was to book a hotel in Brighton for next Saturday night, buy a train ticket, and the final ingredient needed was the courage to execute his plan. 
 
      
 
    Three days later, on a sunny Saturday evening, Daniel was putting his plan into action. He'd checked into his hotel, he'd spent some time wandering around the bars near Brighton sea front, and he thought he'd found a promising bar to put his plan into action. 'Bar Fatale' had seats inside and out. There was a colourful and quirky menu board outside, that people stopped to look at.  
 
      
 
    Daniel bought himself a glass of chilled white wine, found a seat outside, close to the menu board, took a sip of wine, then waited a few minutes for the alcohol to flow, hoping it might help him relax.  
 
      
 
    About five minutes later, a stunning looking lady stopped to look at the menu board, then she looked inside the bar. She was dressed in a tight, red skirt, with matching jacket, and he could see she had a superb figure. She was tall, with long, shiny, black hair, and was very pretty. He took a deep breath, rose to his feet, then approached her. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, are you Annie?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” she said, looking at him for the first time. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I'm sorry. I was supposed to be meeting a lady called Annie. It's a blind date, and it's beginning to look as if she's not coming.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm afraid I'm not Annie,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “That's a shame. I really hoped you were.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope Annie turns up,” she said, smiling, before she turned and walked away. 
 
      
 
    Daniel returned to his seat, feeling just a little dejected. His plan needed time to work. It was too much to expect it to work on the first pretty girl. He took another sip of wine, focused his mind positively, to wait for his next opportunity. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, after another two glasses of wine, and three more failed attempts, Daniel was finding it hard to remain positive. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you another one? You might lose your seat if you leave your table. We start to get busy this time in the evening.”  
 
      
 
    He looked up to see the barmaid standing by his table. She had served him his previous drinks at the bar, each time with a smile. She was a pretty girl, had an accent, and he guessed she was East European.  
 
      
 
    “I suppose I might as well have one more,” he said, realising he probably sounded less grateful than he should. “Thanks, by the way, that's thoughtful of you.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem. Same again?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please, but I think this better be my last.” 
 
      
 
    She returned few minutes later with his drink, and he paid her, including a tip. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” she said, grateful for the tip, “I know it's none of my business, but I've been watching you, and I think I should tell you something.” 
 
      
 
    “What's that?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it looks to me like you are trying to find a girlfriend.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm failing to find a girlfriend,” he replied, with a smile, “and I've drunk too much and I'm giving up.” 
 
      
 
    “This is a gay bar,” she said, with some sympathy in her voice, “the girls you have been talking to would probably prefer you to also be a girl.” 
 
      
 
    “I hadn't realised,” he replied, laughing at his own stupidity. Now, taking a closer look at the clientèle, he could see she was right. “I thought I had a plan, but I've been wasting my time.” 
 
      
 
    “You shouldn't give up,” she said, encouragingly, “you just picked the wrong bar. You're good looking. You shouldn't have trouble finding a nice girl.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm not looking for a nice girl,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” he continued, seeing her confused expression. “That must sound really bad. I'm a bit demoralised. I've given up for tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “Look,” she said, looking at her watch, “I finish my shift in five minutes. I'm meeting a friend in an hour, but I'd be happy to talk with you while you finish your drink. I'm gay, by the way, so I'm not looking for a boyfriend.” 
 
      
 
    “I'd be very happy to talk with you. You've already helped me. I'm Daniel, by the way. Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm Krystyna. I'll have the same as you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    Krystyna was Polish, and she was meeting a friend to go clubbing. After they had finished their drinks, Daniel felt he had drunk enough, and she suggested it might be good for him to walk along the sea front with her on her way to meeting her friend. 
 
      
 
    “It seems a bit strange to me, Daniel,” she said, as a welcome gentle sea breeze helped clear his head. “It's none of my business, but why are you looking for a girlfriend in Brighton, when you live in London, and why did you say you don't want to find a nice girl?” 
 
      
 
    “Good questions,” he replied. “It's not easy for me to answer that, without revealing some secrets.” 
 
      
 
    “You're not a criminal, are you?” she suddenly seemed quite wary. 
 
      
 
    “No, no, not at all.” 
 
      
 
    “You don't have to tell me if you don't want to, but if you want to talk, you can.” 
 
      
 
    They walked in silence for a while, as Daniel fought a battle inside himself. Perhaps it would be good to share his secrets with this stranger. If her reaction was negative, then they could simply say goodbye, never to meet again. If her reaction was more positive, then it might make it easier to tell others, when it mattered more. It would the first time he had ever told anyone. 
 
      
 
    “I will tell you, if you are happy to listen. You will be the first person I've ever told.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm happy to listen.” 
 
      
 
    “Can we sit down?” he asked, as they passed a bench facing the sea. 
 
      
 
    “OK.”  
 
      
 
    He took a breath, as they both looked out at the shimmering sea. 
 
      
 
    “I think I'm a masochist,” he managed to confess. “well, I know I am. Do you know what that is?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course, it's almost the same word in Polish. You like to be hurt. How do you like to be hurt?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I never have been, yet, but I have a craving to be spanked, by a lady.” He felt his face flush red with embarrassment. He looked to his side, to see she was smiling. 
 
      
 
    “So you want to have your bottom slapped?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that's what I think I need, but I've never told anyone before, and it's never happened.” 
 
      
 
    “There are ladies who will be happy to do that. There are ladies here in Brighton who will be happy to do it. You can find them online.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, but they want money. I don't want to be spanked by somebody who is doing it for money. It needs to be because they want to. I'm not mean with money, it's just that money spoils the idea for me” 
 
      
 
    “There, now you've said it,” she said, cheerfully. “I can understand your reluctance to talk about it. I kept my gay side hidden until I came to England. Now I'm much happier, and now I have gay friends. But I still haven't told my friends and family back in Poland.” 
 
      
 
    They sat in silence, looking out to sea, as Daniel enjoyed the relief of unburdening his secret. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for listening to me, Krystyna,” Daniel said, eventually, “I feel good about it. I'm so pleased I came to Brighton, and that I met you. I suppose you should be meeting your friend now.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I should be going now. If you want to talk again, I'd be happy to. I can give you my number.” 
 
      
 
    “I'd like that. I might like to.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel remained sitting on the bench after they had exchanged phone numbers, and she had left to meet her friend. He felt his meeting with Krystyna might be a turning point in his life. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later, as he remained looking out to sea, he sent Krystyna a text: 
 
      
 
    'I'm so grateful to you, Krystyna, for taking the time to talk to me. I'm staying at the Ballington Hotel. Would love to buy you lunch tomorrow if you are free' 
 
      
 
    He was delighted when she replied a few minutes later. 
 
      
 
    'OK. See you at 12.00?' 
 
      
 
    Daniel looked out to the sea for another ten minutes, reflecting on the events of the day. His plan hadn't worked, but he felt he had made a step forward. He'd been brave enough to step outside his comfort zone, and he was pleased he had. He returned to his hotel and slept well. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “When are you going back to London?” asked Krystyna, as they enjoyed a light lunch the following day.  
 
      
 
    They were sitting out in the hotel garden, at a secluded table. She had been telling him about her move to England, and she was interested to learn about his university education, and his career in finance. 
 
      
 
    “Later this afternoon, I have to be in the office early tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “Will you be coming back to Brighton?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't know. I haven't decided what to do. Confiding in you last night was a big step for me. You're the only person who knows at the moment. I think it will be easier next time. I need to get used to the idea.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm not the only person who knows, my friend Nadia also knows. I told her last night.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I see. I should have asked you to keep it to yourself,” he replied, feeling uneasy, “but I suppose it doesn't matter.” 
 
      
 
    “If you keep it quiet, you may never get what you want. I told Nadia because I know she likes to spank her boyfriend. He's in Poland at the moment, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, is this leading somewhere?” he asked, feeling both uneasy, and excited. 
 
      
 
    “It might be. Nadia wants to see what you look like, so I could take a photo of you and send it to her. This is Nadia.” She held up her phone, displaying a photograph of herself with a pretty girl, with long, dark hair. Both were smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I suppose that will be OK,” he said, cautiously.  
 
      
 
    Before he had time to reconsider, she had taken a photo with her phone, and her thumbs were moving across the keyboard of her phone at dazzling speed. 
 
      
 
    “There, it’s done,” she said, cheerfully.  
 
      
 
    Less than a minute later, Krystyna's phone warbled. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder who that could be?” she said, almost giggling. 
 
      
 
    She took the call, and the conversation was in Polish, but he knew he was the topic of conversation by the way Krystyna kept looking at him. It was a few minutes before she ended the call, then leaned back in her chair with a smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Nadia said she will be very happy to give you your first spanking, and she really likes it that you will always remember that your first ever spanking was from her, but there are conditions.” 
 
      
 
    “When? What conditions?” Daniel was now very nervous. This was all happening a bit too quickly. 
 
      
 
    “She will spank you now. She lives five minutes walk from here. The conditions are no sex, and she wants me to be there. She doesn’t want to be on her own with you.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'm not sure,” he replied, beginning to feel panic rising up inside him. 
 
      
 
    “OK, shall I tell her you're not interested, then?” 
 
      
 
    “No, no, don't do that. I just want to think about it.” 
 
      
 
    “What's there to think about? It's why you came to Brighton. It's what you want, isn't it?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
      
 
    “So, shall I tell her that we're coming?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I suppose so.” 
 
      
 
    Krystyna's thumbs immediately went to work on her phone. 
 
      
 
    “That's settled then. She's expecting us in about fifteen minutes, so you've just have time to pay the bill.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR  
 
      
 
    For over ten years, Daniel had craved to be spanked by a beautiful lady, but suddenly, faced with the reality of it imminently happening, he was very apprehensive. It was all happening too fast, but he couldn't now back out. Krystyna had invested time and effort in him as an act of kindness, so he felt he couldn't let her down. The walk from the hotel to a nearby block of flats, took only five minutes, and passed in a blur. Krystyna chatted cheerfully about some of the colourful customers she served at 'Bar Fatale', but he wasn't listening to her. 
 
      
 
    As they climbed the stairs to the top floor flat, Daniel realised that his heart was pounding. The door to the flat was opened by a smiling Nadia, who looked every bit as lovely as her photograph. She was wearing a short-sleeved, white blouse and a short, grey skirt. Her long, dark hair fell over her shoulders. It was immediately apparent that she was quite athletic in build, and the muscles in her arms and legs were well toned. It only served to increase Daniel's apprehension. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, Daniel,” she said, as she looked him up and down, clearly pleased by what she saw, “you look even nicer than your photograph. Come in.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel stepped nervously into the tidy hall, followed by Krystyna. 
 
      
 
    “I always like to offer my guests tea when they visit,” said Nadia, as she led them to her lounge, “but let's do the spanking first.” 
 
      
 
    The lounge was tastefully decorated, with a settee and two armchairs sited around a coffee table, and a dining table with four chairs set to the side. An opening at the far side of the lounge led to a kitchen, and the rear window offered a distant view of the sea. Nadia sat down on the settee. 
 
      
 
    “Take a seat, Krystyna,” said Nadia, indicating that her friend should sit in the armchair opposite the settee. Daniel remained standing, awkwardly, just inside the lounge door. 
 
      
 
    “So, Daniel,” said Nadia, turning to him, “I understand that you've never been spanked, but have travelled here from London in the hope that you will meet a lady who will correct that for you. Is that true?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Nadia.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever received any kind of discipline, such as the cane?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Nadia.” 
 
      
 
    “Then it will be my pleasure to introduce you to some of these pleasures. I regularly spank and cane my boyfriend, Jakub, but he's working in Poland for the past three weeks, and I'm missing the feeling of him wriggling over my lap, and the sound of my cane biting into his writhing bottom, so your visit here is most welcome. Come here.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel stood rooted to the floor, as she beckoned with her finger. The reality of what was imminent now terrified him, and he wanted to go home. 
 
      
 
    “I said come here, Daniel,” she said firmly. Her smile had disappeared, and she didn't look like a lady to be disobeyed. 
 
      
 
    Daniel hesitantly walked towards her.  
 
      
 
    “Take your jacket off,” she said, “Krystyna will hang it up for you.” 
 
      
 
    Now wishing he had stayed at home, Daniel took off his jacket, handing it to Krystyna. As soon as he had done so, Nadia began to unbuckle his belt. He instinctively pushed her hand away. 
 
      
 
    “Is this really necessary?” he almost whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “Of course it is,” she said, returning her hand to unbuckle his belt. She slapped his hand when he tried to stop her. 
 
      
 
    “My spankings are always given on the bare bottom. It's the only way, Daniel.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel flushed red, as she confidently pulled down his trousers. He glanced sideways, to see Krystyna watching his humiliation with amusement. He flushed a deeper red, as his underpants too were pulled down.  
 
      
 
    Nadia wasted no time in pulling him, firmly, where she wanted him, and his humiliation escalated as he found himself face down over her lap, with his head and shoulders resting on the settee to her side. 
 
      
 
    “Ah, what a lovely, unmarked bare bottom,” said Nadia, as he felt her hand stroking his bare bottom, “and just crying out to be spanked.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP!  
 
      
 
    Daniel gasped at the intense sting of the hard slap on his right bottom cheek. Obviously, he knew a spanking would hurt, but he hadn't expected to be spanked quite so hard. 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Ouch,” he gasped, as she landed another firm slap, this time to his left bottom cheek. 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Please, not so hard,” he gasped, as the sting of his right bottom cheek escalated. 
 
      
 
    “I decide how hard you are spanked, Daniel.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!.. 
 
      
 
    To his dismay, she began to spank briskly and hard. The sting was unbearable. 
 
      
 
    “Please! No!” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!.. 
 
      
 
    Her answer was to spank even harder. He tried to struggle free, but she pushed down on his back. The sting was too much. He reached back with his right hand to protect his burning bottom, but she caught his right wrist with her left hand, then pressed it into the small of his back. The spanking continued. 
 
      
 
    Then it was over. It had probably lasted less than a minute. As the burning in his bottom cheeks began to fade, she began to gently rub his tender flesh. He was aware, however, that she had not released her grip on his right wrist. 
 
      
 
    “So, Daniel,” she said, as she continued to gently massage his hot bottom, “how did you like your first spanking?” 
 
      
 
    “It hurt more than I expected.” 
 
      
 
    “That was only moderate, Daniel. Spankings can be a lot more painful than that.” 
 
      
 
    “I can't imagine anything more painful than that.” As soon as he had said it, he realised it might have been a mistake. Her grip on his right wrist tightened. 
 
      
 
    “There's a hairbrush on my bedside table, Krystyna. Would you fetch it for me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course,” replied, Krystyna, rising to her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Nadia,” he begged. “I think I've had enough.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll decide when you've had enough, Daniel. You've gone to so much trouble to get yourself spanked, so I intend to make sure your efforts were not in vain.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel began to panic, as Krystyna returned with an oval headed wooden hairbrush. He instinctively knew that it was going to be very painful. Nadia sensed his unease, and with one swift movement, she shifted his weight on her lap, then raised her right leg over his legs, to scissor him. Krystyna handed her the hairbrush. 
 
      
 
    “Just a quick dozen, to give you a brief taste of what a hairbrush spanking feels like,” she said, as she gently patted his tender right bottom cheek. Daniel's panic escalated, as he registered the weight of the wooden implement. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!... 
 
      
 
    Daniel gasped in disbelief, as she set his bottom ablaze. The sting of the hand spanking paled into insignificance, as the fierce sting of the hairbrush took his breath away. She held him firmly between her strong thighs, as the hairbrush cracked down hard, alternating between left and right bottom cheeks. It was over in about twelve seconds, but it had been the longest twelve seconds of his life. The burn of the hairbrush had been horrendous.  
 
      
 
    “How do you like my hairbrush, Daniel?” 
 
      
 
    “Unbelievable,” he replied, breathlessly, as she began to gently soothe his burning bottom with her hand. The spanking had brought tears to his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Jakub has a lot of respect for my hairbrush. He thinks it's almost as painful as the cane.”  
 
      
 
    “I'm very grateful to you, Nadia, for introducing me to spanking. I never realised how painful it could be. I think I've had enough, now.” 
 
      
 
    “You are doing it again, Daniel,” she said, in a disapproving tone of voice. “I thought I told you that it is for me to decide when you've had enough.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Nadia,” he said while acutely aware that she had not released the grip of her thighs on him, and that his right arm was still pinioned behind his back.  
 
      
 
    She was still gently stroking his bottom. There was a long silence as Daniel waited for her to decide on his fate. 
 
      
 
    “I don't think I should let you leave here without a few strokes of the cane,” she eventually said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, please, no, Nadia,” he begged, “I really do feel as if I've had all I can take.” 
 
      
 
    “You have a choice, Daniel,” she said, quietly, as she continued to stroke his still burning bottom, “you can agree to accept six strokes with my cane, or you can decline, in which case I will administer twenty-four strokes with my hairbrush, and I will make sure they are harder than the twelve you've just had. The choice is yours.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll agree to the caning,” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “Very wise,” she said, still stroking his bottom. “I want your word, Daniel, that you will obey my instructions when I release my hold on you. Do I have your word?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Nadia.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll fetch my cane,” she said, as she freed him. He slipped off her lap onto his knees with his hands clasping his burning bottom, with his trousers and underpants bunched up around his ankles, and dreading what he now faced. 
 
      
 
    Nadia returned a few moments later, carrying the first real cane Daniel had ever seen. As Nadia flexed it, smiling sadistically, he thought his bladder might fail him. The cane was about a metre long, and obviously very flexible. 
 
      
 
    “I want you bending over the end of the table,” she said, tapping the dining table with the cane. “You might as well remove your trousers and underpants completely.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I have a few minutes to recover, Nadia?” he pleaded, “My bottom feels very sore and tender.” 
 
      
 
    “No, you may not. I want to cane you now, while you are still sore, and if you are not in position in the next few seconds, I will add strokes.” 
 
      
 
    There was no doubt in Daniel's mind, that she meant it. He glanced at Krystyna, who was sitting on the settee, still looking amused, and certainly not showing any compassion towards him. He wasted no time in shedding the bunched up clothes. 
 
      
 
    Feeling humiliated and terrified, with the eyes of both ladies following him, he stepped towards the table end.  
 
      
 
    “Right over. Reach forward and grip the far side,” instructed Nadia. 
 
      
 
    This was it! He was about to receive his first caning! He leaned over the table, feeling his bottom cheeks separate. He had never felt more exposed. He cringed at the sight he must be presenting. With trembling hands, he gripped the far side of the table as instructed. 
 
      
 
    “Keep a grip of the table,” warned Nadia, “I will add strokes if you move out of position. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Nadia,” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Daniel let out an involuntary sob, as he felt the cane measured across his sore, presented, bare bottom. Nadia was adjusting her footing. The cane was tapping gently across the centre of his bottom. Once again, he feared he might lose control of his bladder. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The white hot line of fire that seared across his bottom was of an intensity that defied belief! He gasped in shock and agony, as he tried to digest the enormity of the pain. He had dreamt of this moment for years, and never had he imagined that the pain would be anywhere near the agony he was now suffering. The temptation to rear up, grasping his burning bottom, was almost impossible to resist, but the dread of additional strokes was enough to make sure he kept his grip on the far side of the table. Through tear filled eyes, he saw the his knuckles were white, as he strained to keep a grip. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He cried out in agony and despair, as another line of fire joined the first. The burn was incredible, and seemed to intensify in the moments after the cane had bitten in.  
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    A high pitched squeal left his lips as the cane bit deep into his raging bottom. Holding on was almost impossible. The agony was off the scale. He forced himself to maintain his grip. He was half way through, he told himself. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He howled, as the most painful stroke so far bit sickeningly deep into the crease at the very top of his thighs. All he could think was 'hold on, hold on'. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    If there had ever been any doubt in his mind that Nadia was a sadist, it was wiped away by the final two strokes. They were the hardest of all, applied briskly, and both aimed to overlay stroke four. His world turned red.  
 
      
 
    “Stay in position until you are given permission to rise,” warned Nadia, with the cane still poised for use. 
 
      
 
    It took all his willpower to comply, and it was quite obvious that Nadia would be more than happy to continue the caning. The horrendous burn of the cane slowly faded to a sharp throb.  
 
      
 
    After about a minute, the cane was put down on the table beside him. His first caning was over. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE  
 
      
 
    The train journey back home was a blur. His fantasy had been replaced by a reality that was far more painful than he had imagined. He was sad, in a way, that he would no longer experience the excitement of anticipating being punished. He was quite sure that he would never submit to the cane again, but it did leave a void in his life. He would need to find a distraction. 
 
      
 
    As soon as he arrived home, he made straight for his bedroom to view the damage to his bottom in the mirror. There was bruising from the hairbrush, and distinct, raised, red and purple weals from the cane. He shuddered as he recalled the agony that Nadia had inflicted with so much enthusiasm. Never again. 
 
      
 
    He was grateful to Krystyna, and especially Nadia, for 'educating' him. Now he knew the reality of corporal punishment. Now he knew why the cane was used in days gone by, and regarded as such an effective deterrent. The ladies had been very nice to him once his punishment was over, making him tea, and making sure he was steady on his feet before he left. Nadia had explained that she had been so strict with him because that's the way it had to be. Nadia had to be in control, and he had had to be subservient. Limits needed to be pushed, otherwise it simply didn't work for her.  
 
      
 
    Sleep evaded Daniel for most of that night, as he relived the events of the day. His sore, throbbing bottom was a constant reminder. The following morning, the sting of the cane was partially reignited by the hot water of his shower, and as it did so, he realised that he had woken with a completely different thoughts regarding corporal punishment. As he remembered the spanking and caning he had received, he felt himself becoming hugely aroused, and he felt a craving to be punished again growing to become more intense than ever. Now he needed to be punished so badly, that it was almost mentally painful. 
 
      
 
    He found it difficult to concentrate on his work, as the craving seemed to blossom further. He wanted to be spanked and caned again, urgently and harder. He couldn't belief how strong his craving was. Nadia had said she would be quite happy to punish him again, provided her boyfriend was away, but he knew he needed to find a girlfriend of his own to discipline him. It was no longer something he wanted to try, it was now something he needed. 
 
      
 
    On Monday evening, with spanking very much on his mind, Daniel continued his story called LOST LAPTOP. He had started the story as a 'punishment virgin', but now he had some experience so was better equipped to write about James' first taste of discipline: 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LOST LAPTOP – PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It was 9.00am on Saturday morning, and James still didn't know where he had to go to meet her. He was very nervous and excited, but now he was beginning to wonder if she was just playing a cruel hoax. Perhaps she had no intention of meeting him. 
 
      
 
    Her message arrived at 9.30. His heart was beating as he scribbled down the postcode and phone number. The short message instructed him to phone when he had arrived. 
 
      
 
    The address was a tree lined street of modest detached houses. He came to a stop when his satnav told him he had reached his destination. This was it. His hand was shaking as he took his phone from his pocket. He needed two attempts to key in the number she had given him, because he was so nervous. She answered almost at once. 
 
      
 
    “Hello James.” She had a refined voice. 
 
      
 
    “I'm parked where you told me,” he replied, still shaking. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I can see you. I'm at number thirty-eight, with the red door, just across the road from you. Would you like tea before I spank you?” 
 
      
 
    “Er, yes, er, well, no. I think I'd rather get it over with.” 
 
      
 
    “As you please. You might need one afterwards.” 
 
      
 
    He was still shaking as he climbed out of his car. He fumbled with his keys as he locked it. This was it. After years of fantasising, he was about to receive his first spanking from a complete stranger. A stranger who knew more about his secrets than anyone else, and about whom he knew almost nothing, other than a vague memory of what she looked like, and that she enjoyed spanking. He worried that he might stumble as he crossed the street, he legs were so unsteady. He tried to calm himself, after all, he reasoned, she was only going to spank him. She had referred to caning, but she had made no mention of using one. 
 
      
 
    She opened the door before he had a chance to knock. She was smiling and she was stunning. She'd been wearing a coat on the train, but today she was wearing a short, figure hugging, black dress. It matched her shoulder length, black, shiny hair. She had sharp, dark eyes, a flawless complexion, and was wearing a hint of make-up, but quite bold lipstick. It flashed through his mind that she would be perfect in the role of a beautiful vampire if her flawless, white teeth developed fangs.  
 
      
 
    She stood aside to allow him into the conservatively decorated hall.  
 
      
 
    “Each time I've met you so far you have been heading for trouble,” she said, as she closed  the door behind him. “Last time you were heading for a soaking, and this time your heading for a spanking.” 
 
      
 
    She was smiling as she spoke, but her eyes were roaming his body. She raised them to look into his frightened eyes. His fear seemed to amuse her. She exuded confidence. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me,” she said, turning to walk away from him towards the kitchen at the far end of the hall. She didn't bother to check if he was following as he obediently fell in step behind her. She led him through a smart, functional kitchen to a back door that overlooked the rear garden, mostly well maintained lawn. 
 
      
 
    “Close the door behind you,” she instructed, as he followed her into the garden. 
 
      
 
    To the left, set about ten metres from the rear of the house, was a large log cabin, and it was to this that she led him. 
 
      
 
    “My ex-partner is a musician,” she said, as she unlocked the cabin door. “He plays the drums, and we had this built to with special sound insulation, so he could practice without annoying the neighbours. When we parted, I had it converted to an annex, so I can have friends stay.” 
 
      
 
    The cabin was spacious, and had everything needed for an overnight stay, including double bed, shower room, kitchenette, dining table and chairs, settee, armchair, coffee table and TV. 
 
      
 
    “The insulation makes it perfect as a spanking room,” she said, when she had closed the door, then turned to face him. He was standing awkwardly in the middle of the room, frightened, and wondering if he was mad. 
 
      
 
    She walked past him, then sat down on the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Your first ever spanking, James. How exciting.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm not sure if this is right,” he said, in a shaking voice, as he spotted a dark, wooden hairbrush on the bed. 
 
      
 
    “I'm absolutely sure it is right,” she replied, “Here. Now.” She instructed him, indicating with her finger that he should take his position to her side. She had an authority that was impossible for him to disobey. 
 
      
 
    As soon as he was at her side, her hands reached for his trouser belt. His face begun to flush red. It was both terrifying and erotic. His hands hung limply by his sides as she unceremoniously pulled down first his trousers, and then his underpants. 
 
      
 
    “My word,” she said, as her eyes fell his erection, “you really do need this spanking.” 
 
      
 
    With that, she took hold of his left arm and pulled him firmly over her lap. It was totally humiliating. He felt his face flush deeper red as he imagined her looking down at his bare bottom. He felt his erection press hard against her naked thigh where her dress had ridden up. 
 
      
 
    “Two flawless bare bottom cheeks just crying out to be spanked,” she said, dreamily, almost to herself, as he felt her right hand gently stroking his naked bottom. She seemed in no hurry to start, her hand continued to caress his exposed flesh. He felt his erection harden further, she would have felt it too. 
 
      
 
    Then her hand slapped down on his right bottom cheek. It stung, but not much, and James even felt himself beginning to relax, as Claudia's hand now gently rubbed the sting away. 
 
      
 
    Her attention now turned to his left bottom cheek. As soon as she had slapped it, she soothed the sting again with sensual rubbing. 
 
      
 
    Her attention switched back to his right cheek. The sting was a little more uncomfortable now. It was definitely a harder slap. Once again she soothed the sting away with the most exquisite touch of the very hand that had just spanked him. 
 
      
 
    James gasped for the first time as the next slap landed with a loud report. It had been hard, and the sting was quite fierce. 
 
      
 
    Now she started spanking him even harder, and she wasn't pausing, there was no gentle massage this time, and the sting was becoming very intense. 
 
      
 
    James cried out in shock and pain as the spanking began in earnest. He realised that she had been just toying with him until now. This was a real spanking, and the sting was very intense, and increasing with every hard slap. His right hand reached up behind him to shield his burning bottom, as he wriggled and gasped over her lap, but she collected his wrist with her left hand, then pressed it firmly into the small of his back. 
 
      
 
    The spanking continued with increased vigour, and James was now squealing and writhing. The sting was unbearable, and she was giggling, obviously thoroughly enjoying herself.  
 
      
 
    Just when he thought he couldn't stand any more, the barrage of stinging slaps ceased. She once again began to gently caress his burning bottom, and as the sting slowly faded to a hot, almost pleasant, throbbing glow. Her gentle touch was now drifting lower to explore between his upper thighs. His erection hardened further at her sensual touch.  
 
      
 
    He was almost bursting for the relief of an orgasm, when, after about five minutes of bliss, he saw her reach for the dark hairbrush with her free hand. 
 
      
 
    “Can't let you go without a taste of my grandmother's hairbrush,” she said, as her right hand slipped away from between his thighs, and he felt her left hand press down firmly into the small of his back. 
 
      
 
    Even after the first spank, James was squealing. What had previously seemed an intense sting, now paled into almost insignificance compared to the eye-wateringly intense sting of the heavy wooden hairbrush. His right hand shot back in panic to shield his squirming bottom as she alternately spanked his right and left bottom cheeks hard and briskly, but she was ready for him, and caught his hand with her left hand, then pressed it into the small of his wriggling back. 
 
      
 
    The spanking continued. The sting rose to an intensity that was beyond belief as she continued to energetically apply the wicked hairbrush to alternate bottom cheeks. He was wriggling insanely, his legs were flaying around wildly, as he gasped and squealed. He almost managed to wriggle his way off her lap.  
 
      
 
    The spanking stopped. He was desperately relieved, but his relief was short lived. She shifted her position, hitched up the hem of her dress, parted her thighs, then hoisted him over her left thigh. She gathered up his left hand, pressed it into the small of his back again, then scissored his thighs firmly between her own. 
 
      
 
    He went into a blind panic as she resumed the hairbrush spanking with increased vigour. The sting was breathtaking. He squealed and writhed for about another thirty seconds, before the spanking eventually ended. His bottom felt as if it had a fire burning on it. He had never felt more relief than when he saw the hairbrush put back down, and his right wrist was released. 
 
      
 
    “I'm so pleased I kept grandmother's hairbrush,” she said, breathlessly, as her right hand gently caressed his burning, throbbing bottom cheeks. “My hand was getting quite sore, and the hairbrush seems far more effective, doesn't it?” 
 
      
 
    “It was unbearable, unbelievable,” he gasped. 
 
      
 
    “I think that's how a spanking should be,” she said, as her hand once again slipped between his upper thighs. “I'm sure I've read somewhere that a proper spanking only really begins when the recipient can't take any more.” 
 
      
 
    She let him slip off her lap after a few minutes of blissful toying and massaging with her right hand. His erection was ready to explode. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not ready to help you with that, yet,” she said, smiling, as her eyes fell on it. “Perhaps another time. Tea?” 
 
      
 
    He was desperate to have her, but as he reluctantly made himself decent again, she smoothed down her dress over her superb shapely figure. He would have given anything to undress and devour her, but he would have to wait. She went over to the kitchenette to make tea. 
 
      
 
      
 
    LOST LAPTOP - PART THREE     
 
      
 
    By the time she returned, he was a little more composed. He was sitting on the settee, with his bottom still hot and throbbing. She sat down beside him. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” he said, when he had taken a welcome sip of hot tea. “Are you going to let me have my laptop back, now?” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet,” she replied, smiling. “I'm having too much fun. I want to keep my power over you a little longer.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, when will you let me have it back?” 
 
      
 
    “When I've caned you, perhaps, we'll see,” she said, looking into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I don't think I could take a caning. I'm totally shocked by how agonising the spanking was.” 
 
      
 
    “You might have to take a caning if you want your laptop back,” she said, cheerfully. “Just think, it is your number one fantasy, and I've made it mine too.” 
 
      
 
    “It was my number one fantasy. I think that spanking has changed that. I couldn't take a caning for some time anyway. My bottom feels like it will be sore for ages.” 
 
      
 
    “Don't worry. I don't have a cane, yet. I thought I'd see how today went. But now I'm sure I want to cane you, so I shall be ordering one today. In fact it might be fun to choose it together before you leave.” 
 
      
 
    He was relieved to hear that there wasn't a cane on the premises, and decided to go along with her idea in case she decided to spank him again. All he wanted at the moment was an invitation to her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “I've already given your caning some thought,” she continued, as if it were now a foregone conclusion that he would submit, “I'm going to secure you over the back of that,” she pointing to the armchair the other side of the coffee table. “I'll secure you with rope, to stop you jumping up, but as it will be your first caning, and mine, I will administer just six strokes, then we'll see where that leads.” 
 
      
 
    To her bedroom, he immediately hoped, although he was still reeling from the pain of the spanking. The prospect of a caning now horrified him. 
 
      
 
    “They will be hard, though,” she continued, with obvious enthusiasm, “I shall make sure of that. I'll need to practice before I take the cane to your bare bottom. I thought I might secure a cushion over the back of the armchair, then pretend it's your bottom. When you receive your instruction to report for the cane, you can be sure that I will know what I am doing. We both want your first caning to be memorable, don't we?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Good, then that's settled.” She rose to her feet. “I'll fetch my own laptop so we can order it now. Wait here.” 
 
      
 
    She returned a few minutes later, then set the laptop up on the table in front of them. It was obvious that she had already done some research into canes, and had bookmarked the one she wanted. It was called a 'Senior Kooboo Cane' and was 8-10mm in diameter and 70–80cm long, with a lambskin grip. 
 
      
 
    “That's the one I think we should start with,” she said. “They also sell canes called 'Dragon Canes', and they are apparently more severe, so we could progress to one of those, and they also sell tawses, but it's best to take one step at a time, do you agree?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I suppose so.” 
 
      
 
    “Good.” She placed the order. “More tea?” 
 
      
 
    Over tea, she told him about herself, and as the heat in his bottom cheeks slowly faded, he learned that she had divorced only recently, and she worked as a software development technician, which explained why she was able to access his laptop so easily. She didn't mention her age, but he guessed her to be about the same age as him. She played badminton regularly at a local club, which explained her strong right arm, and she enjoyed cooking and foreign travel. She had a good sense of humour, and James really liked her. He no longer feared that she would do anything to damage him in any way by holding on to his laptop, it was just part of an erotic game for her, and she didn't want the game to end. 
 
      
 
    He also learned that the breakup of her marriage had been due to her partner having secret affairs, while she had remained totally faithful. She had felt betrayed when she discovered his infidelity. The cheating would have continued if she had not accidentally come across an email from one of his lovers while she was investigating a bank charge he had told her he was not happy with. James wondered if some of the anger she had inside her was destined to be vented on him.   
 
      
 
    When they had finished their second cup of tea, and they had chatted for about half an hour, she looked at her watch, apologised that she had work to do, and suggested it was time he should leave. 
 
      
 
    “I'll contact you when the cane has arrived,” she said, at the front door, then placed a brief kiss on his cheek. 
 
      
 
    What a remarkable, beautiful, exciting and wicked lady, he thought to himself, as he lowered his sore bottom into his car seat. He looked back across the road to see her still at the front door. She smiled and gave him a little wave as he pulled away. She liked him, and she wanted to punish him.  
 
      
 
      
 
    LOST LAPTOP - PART FOUR   
 
      
 
    The cane has arrived, and I love it. I love the sound it makes when I swish it through the air. I think your first caning will be imprinted on your mind permanently. I shall get some practice in, then summons you. Can't wait! 
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    It was Tuesday. He had read the email while at his desk, and his bottom was still bruised and sore from her grandmother's wicked hairbrush. He remembered the unbearable sting of that nasty hairbrush, and he shuddered at the thought. The cane, he was quite sure, would be even more agonising. Although he was fascinated and excited by Claudia, and her obvious delight in punishing him aroused him, the dread of the agony ahead dominated his thoughts. He now assumed he had a low pain threshold. The painful reality of his years of fantasy was simply too much for him to bear. He didn't think he would ever have the courage to report to her for the cane. 
 
      
 
    On the other hand, he couldn't get her out of his head. When he imagined her standing over him with a cane, while he was restrained, helpless, at her mercy, he became hugely aroused, and now he had known that excitement, something inside him craved for it. 
 
      
 
    He couldn't be sure how best to respond. In the end his reply was weak: 
 
      
 
    I'm glad you are pleased with your new purchase, and I am very much looking forward to seeing you again. Perhaps I could take you out to dinner soon. 
 
      
 
    James x 
 
      
 
    On Thursday he received the email he had been dreading: 
 
      
 
    I'm ready for you. Practice over a cushion has been amazing. You wouldn't believe how much dust I have coaxed out of that cushion, and as my proficiency has developed, the dust clouds driven into the air with each resounding whack have grown ever more impressive. I now consider myself skilled enough to give you a memorable introduction to the cane. Your years of fantasising are soon to become reality, James. I expect you here at 10.00am this coming Saturday. The lady with her cane will be ready for you. I wonder where this journey is leading, James. I look forward to your affirmative reply. 
 
      
 
    Claudia x 
 
      
 
    His mind was in a turmoil. He was terrified. Occasionally his excitement overcame the fear, but it was mostly fear. It was quite obvious to him, from the passion in her messages, that she intended to cane him hard. He couldn't bear to imagine how agonising it would be. He didn't respond straight away, but left his reply until late the following evening. He was due to report to her the following morning, and he was simply too scared. 
 
      
 
    Dear Claudia, 
 
      
 
    I'm so sorry. I can't come. I think you're amazing, and I'd love to see you again, but the caning is going to be too much for me. I feel awful to have let you down. I know you were looking forward to it. Perhaps you would like to come out to dinner with me? 
 
      
 
    James x 
 
      
 
    The relief he felt, as he clicked on 'send' was overshadowed by frustration and despair. He knew she wouldn't be interested in just going out for dinner with him, it wouldn't be enough for her. She wanted to cane him, and if she couldn't, she would lose interest. 
 
      
 
    He sat up half the night, checking his emails, part of him hoping that she would dismiss his excuses and order him to report. If she was firm with him, he suspected he would fold, and obey her command. He eventually drifted off to sleep. He awoke deeply depressed. Still no email. He watched as the clock passed 10.00am, when he should have been at her mercy, but there was still no email. He had lost her, the most exciting woman he had ever met. He was a fool, and he doubted he would ever meet another lady like her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    LOST LAPTOP - PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    'Password incorrect' 
 
      
 
    He must have made a mistake. He tried again, this time taking care to type his bank account password correctly: 
 
      
 
    'Password incorrect'  
 
      
 
    It was Tuesday evening. James had spent the last couple of days feeling completely depressed and a total failure. Now he was attempting to pull himself together and accept that he was too cowardly to follow his dream, and that he was not worthy of Claudia. He had an overdue insurance bill to pay, and he couldn't access his bank. It had to be Claudia. He couldn't face phoning her, so he decided to send her an email. 
 
      
 
    He couldn't access his email account, either! She must have changed his password in the last few minutes, because he had checked his emails less than fifteen minutes earlier. He sent her a text message: 
 
      
 
    I can't access my bank account or my emails 
 
      
 
    She replied within a minute: 
 
      
 
    You're a very silly boy. As soon as you discovered your passwords were known to me, you should have changed them. So I've done it for you. Ha ha. X 
 
      
 
    He replied at once: 
 
      
 
    But I have a bill that's overdue. I must make a payment tonight 
 
      
 
    Her response came less than a minute later: 
 
      
 
    Then you have three options: 
 
      
 
    Report to me tonight for your caning (which has now increased to 12 strokes) in return for your passwords. 
 
      
 
    Or, send me details of the payment. I will make it for you. There will be a 6 stroke administration charge for each transaction, so the total rises to 18 strokes when you eventually see sense. 
 
      
 
    Your final option is to default on your payment x 
 
      
 
    In a final, desperate bid to escape the caning, he replied: 
 
      
 
    This is outrageous. I think I should report you to the police 
 
      
 
    She dismissed his threat at once: 
 
      
 
    Are you going to tell them that this is all part of a spanking game? If you don't, I will 
 
      
 
    It took James fifteen minutes to make his decision. His fingers were trembling as he keyed in the text: 
 
      
 
    Perhaps I should visit you this evening 
 
      
 
    She replied within a minute: 
 
      
 
    Take a shower, then report to me at once. I expect you here within 45 minutes. You will be penalised if you are late x 
 
      
 
    Although he was absolutely terrified as he brought his car to a halt outside her house, a part of him was relieved. The depression had gone, replaced with dread and excitement. It was better than being depressed. He felt alive again. As he climbed out of the car, he tried to comfort himself. The caning would soon be over. Perhaps she would reward him with a bit more than a cup of tea. He looked at his watch, he had less than a minute to meet her 45 minute deadline. His legs felt like jelly as he walked across the road. The front door to her house opened before he reached it. 
 
      
 
    She looked stunning. She was wearing a short, beige, figure hugging dress, and she regarded him with the hint of a smile. Her eyes fixed on the fear in his, and her smile broadened. 
 
      
 
    “Come with me,” she instructed, crisply. 
 
      
 
    His eyes fixed on her graceful, shapely hips, as he followed her through the house, then into the garden, to the cabin. He feared his bladder might fail him as she closed the cabin door behind them. 
 
      
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she ordered, as she turned to face him. 
 
      
 
    “All of them?” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, all of them, and don't dawdle, or I will add strokes.” 
 
      
 
    Her eyes never left him as he began to undress. He looked around the inside of the cabin. There was no sign of the cane he was so dreading. Within a minute he was standing before her, naked, with his hands clutched in front of his erection. Even in this state of dread, he was enormously aroused by the prospect of being at her mercy. 
 
      
 
    “Hands by your side,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    His face flushed red, as his erection lost its hiding place. 
 
      
 
    “It's quite obvious, James,” she said, as her eyes took in his aroused state, “that you badly need a caning.” 
 
      
 
    She stood looking him over for a few moments, then circled him to stand behind him. He felt her hand gently stroke his bottom. 
 
      
 
    “Your bottom recovers quickly. The marks of grandmother’s hairbrush have almost gone. Perhaps I was too lenient.” 
 
      
 
    He heard her open a cupboard door. She appeared in front of him carrying coils of rope. 
 
      
 
    “You will need to be tied down for what I have planned for you,” she said, as she took hold of his right wrist, then began coiling a rope around it. 
 
      
 
    He was shaking with fear by the time she had tied lengths of rope securely to each of his wrists and ankles, leaving about a metre of free rope hanging from each.  
 
      
 
    His fate was imminent. He sobbed in dread as she took hold firmly of his arm, then led him towards the back of the armchair. It flashed through his mind that it was still possible for him to escape. But he was mentally unable to disobey her. 
 
      
 
    “Bend over,” she said, quietly, as he came to a stop against the rear of the armchair. 
 
      
 
    He felt compelled to comply. As he did so, he was aware of his bottom being offered up in the most exposed, helpless and humiliating manner. He had dreamed of being in this position for years, but without the fear that now gripped him. 
 
      
 
    She was at work with the ropes. As he lay over the armchair, bare bottom up, and with his face pressing on the seat of the chair, she methodically secured each of his limbs to the stout legs of the chair. As each limb was secured, his ability to escape the caning was dramatically diminished, until the final knot rendered him totally helpless and at her mercy. 
 
      
 
    “There,” she said, with satisfaction in her voice, as she stood back to soak up his helplessness. “I think your caning can now progress without fear of interruption. It's time to introduce you to my beautiful new cane.” 
 
      
 
    She stepped away, behind him, out of his sight. He heard a cupboard door open, then close. An involuntary sob passed his lips as she appeared before him, smiling, as she flexed a hideously severe looking cane. It was the first real cane he had seen, and the way she flexed it in an arc, demonstrated how flexible and whippy it was. It was a darkish bamboo colour, about 8mm in diameter, and almost a metre long. The handle was made of black lambskin. He had obviously seen a picture of it when it had been ordered, but now, seeing the real thing, and knowing that it was about to be applied to his helpless bare bottom, the cane looked terrifying. This was no toy, it had been made for serious punishment. 
 
    He jolted as she swished the cane through the air. She smiled as she saw the dread in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    This was it! He sobbed again, as she took her position to his side. He sobbed again, as he felt her lower the cane gently across the centre of his upturned bottom. He registered the weight of the implement, and knew he was facing unbearable agony. She was adjusting her footing. He instinctively knew that she wanted his first ever caning to be unforgettable. She was going to cane him hard. He could read her determination. Her expression had changed. She was no longer smiling. Her eyes were fixed on his bare bottom, Her lips were slightly twisted in concentration. She adjusted her footing again, then gently tapped the cane across her intended target. James was absolutely terrified. Even these gentle taps stung!  
 
      
 
    In the following ten seconds one could have heard a pin drop. The cane was resting on his bottom. Both of them were holding their breath in anticipation. It was the longest ten seconds of James' life. 
 
      
 
    The cane was lifted in a graceful arc. Her body twisted as the cane rose. Her face was a picture of determination as she put all her energy into bring the cane down with as much venom as she possibly could. 
 
      
 
    With a hiss, followed by a resounding 'crack', the cane sank deep into his bottom cheeks. For just a fleeting moment he felt no pain, then agony was redefined as a white hot line of fire seared across his bottom cheeks. The agony was beyond his comprehension, and the pain seemed to intensify, then blossom under his skin in the seconds after the stroke. He hissed in a lungful of air through clenched teeth as he fought to cope with the pain. 
 
      
 
    Before he had even attempted to comprehend the first stroke, a second line of fire, administered with perhaps even more venom, joined the first. He went into a blind panic. There was no way he could take even one more stroke, let alone another ten.  
 
      
 
    “Please! No! I've made a terrible mistake!” he pleaded, hysterically.  
 
      
 
    His pleas were totally ignored. He fought frantically with his restraints. His head shook like that of a drenched dog. He shrieked and begged for mercy. His hands clenched and unclenched pointlessly, as he failed to cope with each new line of agony. He lost count of the strokes, but half way through his caning, when the cane began to bite into burning weals fro previous stroke, his world turned red. Endorphins transported him to another place, where he began to devour the agony. 
 
      
 
    The caning stopped. Claudia stood, still holding the cane, breathless, as she looked down at the angry weals she had produced. Her face was flushed from both effort and arousal. 
 
      
 
    James was panting from his exertions. His entire torso was glistening with sweat. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations, James,” she said. “You have just received your first caning.” 
 
      
 
    “You were too lenient! Much too lenient!” the words flowed from his mouth as if he had no control over them. She at once recognised the passion in his voice. The cane was raised. 
 
      
 
    The caning resumed with increased venom. This time there was no holding back. No doubts about the severity. Every stroke was delivered as hard as she could possibly deliver it, and she wasn't counting the strokes. James absorbed each stroke in silence, but his torso trembled throughout. It was over in about thirty seconds. Claudia threw down the cane, then untied him from his restraints with urgency. He pulled himself stiffly off the back of the chair, then sank to his knees in front of her. 
 
      
 
    She stepped forward until his face rested in her crotch. As his hands reached under her dress to grasp her shapely bottom cheeks, she whisked the dress over her head, then tossed it aside. As his fingers clawed at her knickers, she tossed her bra aside, and as she parted her thighs, his greedy tongue found her wetness. He drank noisily from her as she gyrated her hips and pulled at his hair to force his tongue deeper. After thirty seconds, she pushed him roughly onto his back, then straddled his face, leaned forward, then took his huge erection into her mouth. The bed was just a few feet away, but their lust was too urgent to make the journey. 
 
      
 
    * * *   
 
      
 
    Claudia was very good at reading aloud, She read with expression and passion, she had a lovely voice, and was able to bring text alive. They were sitting up in bed, now in the bedroom of her house. They had made love for a second time, and had just taken a shower together. She had laughed when the hot water had reignited the sting of his cane weals. 
 
      
 
    Claudia had her laptop open and was reading Annie Bee's Notes on Discipline. When she had finished reading the notes about how Annie likes to use the tawse, she turned to James: 
 
      
 
    “I think we need to buy a tawse,” she said, with a sparkle in her eye. 
 
      
 
    “So do I.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll order it now,” she said, as she noticed his erection hardening again. “The Lochgelly two tailed tawse looks like an interesting tawse to begin with. The sooner I order it, the sooner it can be put to use. After all, Annie said a tawse can reach the parts a cane can't, so I missed quite a lot this evening. I think I need to rectify that as a matter of urgency.” 
 
      
 
    She already had the Lochgelly tawse bookmarked. Thirty seconds later the tawse had been ordered, and the laptop placed on the bedside table. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to let me have my laptop back now?” he asked, as he rolled on top of her. 
 
      
 
    “No, you haven't been punished anywhere near enough, yet,” she whispered into his ear. 
 
      
 
    THE END    
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    The story had been exciting to write, but now he'd finished it, and it had brought him no nearer to finding a partner to punishing him. However, he was quite proud of the story and he began to think he might share the it on the internet. He could remain anonymous, and there might be some pleasure to be gained from having his story enjoyed by others. He joined a social networking site that served people interested in BDSM, calling himself 'Sub D' and introduced himself as a thirty year old male, interested in being disciplined by a lady. Then he published his story, with the added note: 'This is my first attempt at a spanking story. It was inspired by a lady I saw on a train. Nothing happened, we didn't even speak, but my story is what I wished had happened. I hope you enjoy it, and feedback will be much appreciated. I'm single, and live near London'. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    It took a week for the marks from Nadia's punishment to fade, and Daniel's craving to be disciplined was stronger than ever. Now he knew what the cane felt like, and had had time to digest the reality of a real caning, he found himself constantly craving even more severe discipline. He began to fantasise about being caned, very severely, by a beautiful, sadistic lady, while tied down, so it was impossible to escape. He wanted to be in the position of being totally helpless and at the mercy of this lady, so she could cane him for as long  and hard as she wanted. She would have complete control, and he would have none. He began to wonder if Nadia would be prepared to deal with him more severely. He had no contact details for Nadia, so he sent a text message to Krystyna: 
 
      
 
    Dear Krystyna. Hope you are well. I'm so grateful to you and Nadia for introducing me to the reality of being disciplined. As you know, in the immediate aftermath of my punishment, I was left shocked by how painful it had been, and I left Nadia's flat feeling quite sure that I would never want to submit to punishment again. What a difference a week can make! Now, having had time to reflect, I find that my craving to be punished has returned with a vengeance. I'm no nearer to finding a partner who will be happy to punish me. Perhaps you might mention to Nadia that, if her boyfriend is still in Poland, and she wants to put her cane to use, I will be really happy to visit her again. I think I need to be dealt with more severely than last time. 
 
      
 
    Hope to see you again when I next visit Brighton. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
    Daniel. 
 
      
 
    She replied within the hour, saying that she would pass the message on to Nadia, and that as far as she knew, her boyfriend was still in Poland. The following day he received a text message from Krystyna: 
 
      
 
    Hi Daniel. I spoke to Nadia. She said that Jakub is still in Poland, so she would be happy to see you again. Below is her mobile number, so you can contact her direct. Good luck! Krystyna. 
 
      
 
    He wrote the number down on a notepad, then began to compose a text to Nadia: 
 
      
 
    Dear Nadia. Thank you again for introducing me to the cane and hairbrush. As you will have heard from Krystyna, I think I need to be dealt with more severely, and I wondered if you might be interested in seeing me again. Kind Regards, Daniel. 
 
      
 
    She replied within the following day: 
 
      
 
    Hi Daniel. I enjoyed our last meeting. Jakub is still in Poland, so I can see you again, but on condition that there can be no intimacy. I remain loyal to my boyfriend. You say you think you need to be dealt with more severely. Perhaps you could tell me in more detail what you have in mind, but should warn you that you should be careful what you wish for.  
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, Nadia.  
 
      
 
    Now Daniel was very excited. It seemed he was about to take the next step in his journey towards a life of discipline. He replied at once: 
 
      
 
    Dear Nadia. Thank you for your reply. Yes, I think I need to be punished more severely. I have already fully recovered from last time. I do realise that more severe punishment will be more difficult for me to endure, perhaps even impossible, so I think I need to be tied down, so it's impossible for me to escape. I realise this might seem mad, but I'm sure it's what I need. I need to be punished beyond what I can take. I hope you are not put off by my suggestion. Obviously, I will respect your condition of no intimacy. You can trust me on this. I look forward to hearing from you. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, Daniel. 
 
      
 
    Nadia replied about half an hour later: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel. I think we should talk. I want to be sure that you know exactly what you are asking for. Perhaps you could phone me at about 7.00pm? 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, Nadia 
 
      
 
    Daniel confirmed that he would. 
 
      
 
    He was extremely nervous as he picked up the phone to call Nadia at the agreed time. He was a man of his word, and if, as he expected to be the case, he made an appointment to report to Nadia for punishment, he knew he would be good to his word. Once again, he would be stepping over the line that separated fantasy from reality. The fantasy of being tied down, helpless, at the mercy of Nadia, to spank and cane as severely as she wished, was exciting in the extreme. But what would the reality be like? Without doubt, excruciating. He realised his hand was shaking, as he raised the phone to his ear. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Daniel. How nice to hear from you.” 
 
      
 
    “Hello Nadia. Thanks once again for what you did for me.” 
 
      
 
    “It was a pleasure, Daniel, but are you quite sure you want me to be more severe?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Nadia. I can't get the idea out of my head. It's more of a need than a want, but only if you are comfortable with it.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm more than comfortable, if you are absolutely sure that this is what you need.” 
 
      
 
    “I am sure, and I'm also sure that I want to be tied down, so its impossible for me to change my mind when things get too painful. I have this mad need for my punishment to be unbearable, but to be absolutely helpless, so I'm forced to endure it.” 
 
      
 
    “I can certainly do that. I'd enjoy it. I often punish in such a way. I must warn you, that once I have you tied down, I will punish you severely, and I won't stop until I'm satisfied, no matter how much you plead for mercy. And you will plead, Daniel.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel realised he was becoming hugely aroused by her words, words spoken with passion and sincerity. There were a few moments of silence before he replied. 
 
      
 
    “That's what I need, Nadia. That's exactly what I need.” 
 
      
 
    He could almost hear her smile over the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Then that's exactly what you will get, Daniel. Are you free this coming Saturday?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Nadia.” 
 
      
 
    “Report to me at 4.00pm. I'll send you my address, in case you can't remember how to find me. Make sure you are on time.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course, Nadia. Do you have everything you need to tie me down?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, I'm well equipped. I look forward to seeing on Saturday, very much indeed.” 
 
      
 
    click   
 
      
 
    What had he done! 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    He had been close to cancelling his appointment numerous times in the days that followed, but he knew he would never forgive himself if he didn't go through with it. There was no doubt that she was looking forward to punishing him, and would feel let down if he pulled out. She might not give him a second chance. As he stepped onto the Brighton train, he knew he had sealed his own fate. The train journey passed in a blur.  
 
      
 
    Daniel was both excited and terrified, as he pushed the call button to Nadia's flat at the appointed time. 
 
      
 
    “Daniel?” she asked, after a few seconds. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it's Daniel.” 
 
      
 
    The door lock buzzed, allowing him to push it open. This was it. He was just a few minutes away from being rendered helpless and at the mercy of a beautiful, athletic, sadistic woman. He was so nervous as he climbed the stairs that he felt unsteady on his feet. 
 
      
 
    The door to her flat opened as he approached. Nadia looked sensational, wearing a skin tight shiny short, black dress. He guessed it was made of leather, or synthetic leather. Her long, shiny black hair was down over her shoulders, and she was wearing tasteful make-up. She had stipulated that there would be no intimacy, but she was certainly making sure that she oozed sex appeal. She stood aside to admit him, then closed the door with her back, keeping her eyes on him. 
 
      
 
    “Are you frightened, Daniel?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, very.” 
 
      
 
    “Good, and so you should be. You must address me as Ma'am when you are here to be punished, understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
      
 
    “You must obey all my instructions immediately and without question. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
      
 
    “Come with me.”  
 
      
 
    He followed her to what appeared to be a large spare bedroom. He was absolutely terrified. The room was simply furnished, with double bed, two bedside tables, a dressing table and a wardrobe. But set in the centre of the room was a very sturdy saw horse. It had been modified, and its purpose was obvious. It had four thick, wooden, splayed legs. The foot of each leg was fitted with a heavy duty stainless steel eye bolt. The top bar of the horse was well padded, and finished with black, synthetic, leather. 
 
      
 
    “I had Jakub modify it for me,” she said, as she patted the top of the sinister structure. “He's a carpenter. It's very strong, and you will be absolutely helpless, with your bare bottom exactly where I want it, once I have you secured over it.” She smiled with delight as she feasted on his obvious fear. 
 
      
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she demanded. “I want you completely naked.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel seemed to be frozen to the spot as dread overcame him. Once again, he questioned his own sanity for putting himself in this position. 
 
      
 
    “Your punishment will be more severe if you don't obey me immediately,” she warned. “Take your clothes off at once.” 
 
      
 
    The sincerity in her voice jolted him into action. Under her constant gaze, he began to undress. She took each item of clothing from him, folded it, then placed it on the bed. In less than a minute he stood before her, naked, with his hands cupped in front of his private parts.  
 
      
 
    “Hands by your sides,” she ordered. He complied at once. 
 
      
 
    She began to slowly circle him. He could feel her eyes roaming over the body she was about to render helpless and punish. She stopped behind him, and he felt her fingers gently stroking his bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    “You recover from punishment quickly, Daniel,” she said, as her hand continued to caress. “That's very convenient if you need frequent discipline.” 
 
      
 
    Her hand left him, as she continued to circle him, before coming to a stop in front of him, close. She looked down to see that he was becoming aroused, before levelling her eyes on his. 
 
      
 
    “I will not allow any intimacy,” she said. He could feel her warm breath on his face. Her breath was fresh and sweet. She was radiating sexuality, and he sensed she was becoming aroused herself, and it seemed to Daniel that she was trying to convince herself. 
 
      
 
    She remained looking into his frightened eyes for several long seconds, before turning away. She opened the wardrobe, then removed four, thick, black, leather cuffs. Each was fitted with sturdy buckles and 'D' rings. 
 
      
 
    “Fit one to each wrist, and one to each ankle,” she instructed, as she placed them on the bed. “Make sure they are buckled tight.” 
 
      
 
    As he began to comply, she reached again into the wardrobe, then removed four padlocks. Now it was confirmed that, once restrained, he would be utterly helpless. She waited until he had finished fitting the cuffs, then inspected each one, making sure they were buckled securely. 
 
      
 
    “Bend over the whipping horse, Daniel,” she said, as she placed a hand on his naked shoulder. 
 
      
 
    This was it. It was his last possible chance of avoiding the agony he was destined for. He instinctively held back, but she guided him firmly to his fate, and within a few seconds, he was face down over the horse, with his bare bottom, pushed up, with cheeks spread. She wasted no time in securing the cuffs to the eye bolts with the padlocks. The last padlock snapped shut. He was absolutely helpless, and at her mercy. It was a terrifying position to be in. He had never felt more frightened, humiliatingly exposed, and vulnerable. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 “So, Daniel,” she purred, as she stood over him, looking down at his presented bare bottom. “Too late to back out now, you are at my mercy, for me to do with as I please. Perfect.” 
 
      
 
    He saw her step over to the wardrobe again. She spent a few moments looking inside, but from Daniel's angle, the contents were blocked by the open door. 
 
      
 
    “You will be severely caned, obviously,” she said, “but I think I might treat you to a few strokes with my heavy, leather, razor strop first. Jakub says the sting is incredible.” 
 
      
 
    Panic welled up inside Daniel, as she approached him with a terrifyingly large, thick, black, leather strap. 
 
      
 
    “I thought you were just going to use the cane, Ma'am,” he whimpered, in panic, “I've been mentally preparing for the cane. I'm not sure I can cope with that.” 
 
      
 
    “You have no choice but to cope with whatever I decide to use, Daniel. A dozen strokes, I think, just to get us started.” 
 
      
 
    She took her position to his left, then placed the razor strop across his bottom. The substantial weight of the sinister strap horrified him. He tensed himself as the strap was raised. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    His world turned upside down. She had brought the strap down across his helpless bare bottom with savage ferocity. The sharp impact flattened his bottom cheeks and even rocked the sturdy whipping horse. The resultant sting was absolutely mind blowing. There was no way he could endure even one more stroke.  
 
      
 
    “I've made a terrible mistake!” he gasped in blind panic. “I can't take this! It's absolutely unbearable!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He shrieked as the strap was brought down again with just as much venom. The unbearable sting escalated to pain he hadn't believed possible. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Please! Stop!” he begged, desperately. 
 
      
 
    To his immense relief, she did stop. Through tear filled eyes, he saw her return to the wardrobe. However, his relief turned to total dread, as she withdrew a leather gag, fitted with a rubber ball. Before he knew what was happening, the ball had been forced into his mouth, and leather straps had been tightened to keep it in place. He turned his head to see her taking up her position with the hideous leather strap. 
 
      
 
    “We don't want to disturb the neighbours, do we?” she said, cheerfully, as she measured the strap across his raging bottom. “I think we might as well start again. Twelve strokes.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    To a symphony of muffled shrieking, and the clanking of metal restraints, the razor strop was applied steadily and hard to his wildly gyrating bottom. Each resound 'crack' of leather against bare flesh coaxed ever more shrill muffled squealing. The burn in his bottom cheeks was so eye-wateringly intense that he felt as if his bottom had been thrust into a furnace. He lost count of the strokes as he failed, totally, to deal with the agony. 
 
      
 
    It was over. His vision blurred by tears, and breathing noisily passed the gag, he saw Nadia returning the heavy leather strap to the wardrobe, then select a cane. He was desperate for a pause in the punishment, to give him a chance to recover from the strapping, but it was impossible to ask. 
 
      
 
    “That's the warm up finished,” said Nadia, as she approached him with the cane. “I think I'll administer a dozen with the cane. I shall cane you harder than last time, then I might allow you to a break to recover and reflect.” 
 
      
 
    He only had himself to blame, he thought, in despair, as she took her position with the cane. He had placed himself in this position, and requested severe punishment. Once again, he questioned his own sanity. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The blazing white hot line of fire that seared across his bottom confirmed she was a lady of her word, she was caning him harder. The agony blossomed under his skin, and the burn intensified to insane levels. A muffled groan fought passed the gag. If he hadn't been tied down, he doubted he could have stayed in place to accept even one more stroke. But he had no choice. He was helpless. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The agony was absolutely unbearable, totally. She was caning him harder than his worst nightmare could have imagined. He was overcome by panic. He simply couldn't take any more. He began to desperately fight against his restraints. The padlocks rattled against the eye bolts and 'D' rings. The wooden joints of the whipping horse creaked. His colourfully decorated, upthrust bottom, gyrated, clenched and unclenched wildly. Muffled shrieking and pleading bubbled past the gag, causing saliva to spray from his mouth as his head twisted and turned. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Nothing he did could stop the steady, merciless, caning. Nadia was doing what she adored: caning a bare bottom hard, and she had no intention of stopping until she had delivered all twelve strokes. Daniel fought, pleaded and shrieked his way through all twelve.  
 
      
 
    He was hyperventilating, and covered in globules of sweat, as she returned the cane to the wardrobe. Then she stood over him, looking down at the vivid stripes she had decorated his bottom with, as she waited for him to regain some composure. 
 
      
 
    “I'm going to treat you to a break, Daniel,” she said, as she traced the weals on his bottom, gently, with her fingers. “I can remove the gag if you promise to behave yourself. I don't want to hear any tedious pleading for mercy. Is that understood?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded his head enthusiastically. 
 
      
 
    “If you give me the slightest cause to regret removing the gag, I will replace it, then administer another twelve with the razor strop, and that will be in addition to the final part of your caning. Is that quite clear?” 
 
      
 
    Once again, he nodded his head, and to his relief, she began to unbuckle the gag.  
 
      
 
    “The final, and most severe part of your caning will be administered after I've had a cup of tea,” she said, as he expelled the restrictive ball from his mouth. “It will give you a chance to reflect and anticipate. How did you like my razor strop, by the way?” 
 
      
 
    “It was absolutely unbearable, Ma'am.” 
 
      
 
    “Good, that's how it should be, and don't forget, you will receive another twelve, harder strokes, if you give me the slightest reason to.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
      
 
    She placed a hand on his still burning bottom, then stroked it gently. 
 
      
 
    “I will actually be very pleased if you do give me reason to use the razor strop again,” she said, quietly, before giving his bottom a playful, light, slap, then leaving the room. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    As the burning weals gradually faded to a hot, stinging, throb, Daniel did reflect. Of course, the prospect of an even more severe caning was terrifying, but also very exciting and erotic, and he now suspected that Nadia was becoming aroused. Perhaps that was one of the reasons she wanted to take a break, she wanted to make sure she kept herself under control. He also suspected that she would be more likely to become aroused when administering severe punishment. As these thoughts churned around in his head, he was aware of his own arousal, and the mad idea of goading her, to give her reason to punish him even more severely, started to become irresistible. He knew it would delight and excite her. 
 
      
 
    She returned to the room about twenty minutes later, and he had been unable to shake off the idea of goading her. 
 
      
 
    “So, Daniel,” she said, as she rested a hand on his back, “You've had time to reflect. Do you have anything to say before I continue with your caning?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am. I have a question.” 
 
      
 
    “And what is your question?” 
 
      
 
    “Does it please you to administer very severe punishment, Ma'am?” 
 
      
 
    “It does, Daniel, very much.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to please you, Ma'am, I want to please you a lot.” 
 
      
 
    “Then I'll make sure you do, Daniel,” she said, smiling with delight. “I think the gag will be needed again.”   
 
      
 
    Before Daniel could react, and questioning his own sanity, Nadia picked up the gag, forced the rubber ball into his mouth, then firmly buckled the various restraining straps making further conversation impossible. 
 
      
 
    “I was intending a further twenty-four strokes with the cane I have already used today, Daniel,” she said, as she browsed the contents of the wardrobe, “but as you want to please me, a lot, I think I'll use a more interesting cane.” 
 
      
 
    She withdrew a very sinister, long, dark, cane from the wardrobe.   
 
      
 
    “It's a bit longer, a bit thicker, a bit stiffer, and heavier,” she said, as she flexed the implement. “That means it will bite deeper into your helpless bare bottom. I think you will find this an unforgettable experience.” 
 
      
 
    A cocktail of extreme and conflicting emotions surged through Daniel's head, as she took her position. Excitement and dread were up at the top. The dread increased as she measured the cane across his already sore bottom, and he registered the weight of the new cane. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Agony beyond description seared across his bottom as the cane sank in deep. It was like being branded with a white hot steel rod. It took his breath away. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Another, perhaps even harder, bit in. The caning was already totally unbearable. The tightly fitted gag stifled the scream that tried to escape his mouth. His body seemed to have a mind of its own, as it fought desperately with the restraints. His rational mind already knew this to be futile, but rationality had deserted him, replaced by blind panic. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The caning continued. The agony escalated. Strokes began to overlay already burning weals. The stifled screaming increased in pitch, the rattling of the metal restraints grew more frantic. Froth bubbled past the rubber ball in his mouth, and was scattered by his wildly shaking head. He lost count of the strokes, as his world descended into a red mist of pain. 
 
      
 
    It was over. Twenty-four hard strokes with the heavy cane had left his bottom covered in vivid angry weals, and Nadia was flushed and breathless. He was dripping with sweat and hyperventilating, hissing breath past the gag. He saw, through tear filled eyes, that she was replacing the cane in the wardrobe. She loosened the gag straps, then removed it, allowing him to catch his breath more easily. Nobody said anything for about a minute, as Nadia stood behind him, with her hand resting on his back. 
 
      
 
    “That was the best caning I've ever administered,” she said, as she began to release him from his restraints, “Jakub has never taken a caning as severe as that. It was absolutely wonderful.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Over tea, with his bottom still burning and throbbing, he learned a little more about Nadia. She worked as a PA, and really didn't enjoy being subservient to a male boss, but it paid well. She asked more about him, and his plans. Daniel was disappointed to learn that Jakub was due to return from Poland the following weekend, so she probably wouldn't be able to see him again.  
 
      
 
    “When are you going back to London?” she asked, when he announced that he ought to be leaving. 
 
      
 
    “I'm staying at the same hotel as last time. I'm taking the train back in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    There was just a moment when he sensed she was going to invite him to stay the night with her, but then thought better of it. Daniel craved for her, and he could sense that she was hungry for him, but she had vowed to be faithful to Jakub. 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you call in for coffee in the morning, before you leave? Would ten be good?” 
 
      
 
    Daniel, of course, accepted. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Daniel was so battered and bruised the following morning that it even hurt to walk. Not only was his bottom extremely sore and tender, but he had pulled numerous muscles throughout his body in his desperate attempts to escape the whipping horse. There was no sympathy from Nadia, who listened to woes of his discomfort with amusement. 
 
      
 
    “That really was a very good caning,” she said, as she served coffee. “and I loved your reaction. All the noise you made, and the frantic struggling, it was absolutely wonderful. I loved it. It's a shame I had to gag you, I would have loved to hear you squealing and begging at full volume, but I have to consider the neighbours.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so grateful to you, Nadia. Now I know what it's liked to be properly caned. It's far more painful than I expected, but I'm totally hooked. I didn't realise just how erotic it is. Discipline definitely needs to be part of my life from now on.” 
 
      
 
    “It's a shame I can't continue to cane you, Daniel, but I'm afraid it's not going to be possible for me.” 
 
      
 
    “I understand, of course. I think it's a shame too. It makes it so exciting for me when I know you're enjoying punishing me.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what will you do now?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm not sure. I can't carry on as I did before, now I've tasted the real thing. If I can't find a lady who enjoys caning as much as you, I might have to visit professional ladies.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I wish you luck.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose I'd better be off, Nadia,” said Daniel, as he finished his coffee, “I'm so pleased to have met you. I'll never forget you.” 
 
      
 
    “It's been my pleasure too, Daniel. I'm very tempted to give you a final spanking before you leave, and besides, you haven't shown me the results of yesterday's caning.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm very, very, sore, Nadia. I'm not sure I could face a spanking.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you can. I'll fetch my hairbrush.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, please, Nadia, I'm far too sore for that!” 
 
      
 
    “Nonsense,” she said, as she rose to her feet, smiling wickedly, “and if I hear any more excuses I'll put you back over my whipping horse.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel couldn't begin to imagine how agonising her hairbrush would be when applied to his poor, sore, bottom, but he decided not to resist. It might be his last spanking for some time, and he knew it would make Nadia happy. 
 
      
 
    Nadia was back in just a few seconds, smiling, and gently tapping her left hand with the hairbrush. 
 
      
 
    “Over here,” she instructed, as she sat down on the settee, hoisting up her short skirt. 
 
      
 
    He nervously approached her, and as soon as he was within reach, she began to unbuckle his trousers. As his trousers, then his pants, were pulled down, she would have been aware of his arousal. He was firmly pulled down over her left thigh, then his legs were scissored between her strong thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Oh dear,” she said, in mock sympathy, “you do look sore.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!... 
 
      
 
    The spanking began at once. The sting was unbelievable. He was writhing over her lap, squealing and gasping within seconds. 
 
      
 
    “No! Please, Nadia, not so hard!” 
 
      
 
    “It's Ma'am,” she corrected, cheerfully. 
 
      
 
    The spanking continued, even harder! 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!... 
 
      
 
    It was all over in about two minutes, but had seemed an eternity to Daniel. The hairbrush was put down, but she kept him scissored over her thigh, although not so firmly. As the fierce burn slowly faded, she began to gently caress his bottom. She would have been aware of his state of arousal pressing against her thigh. Once again, he sensed that they were very close to breaching her rule of no intimacy. He knew she was also aroused and hungry for him. Unfortunately, for Daniel, she was a lady of her word, and her loyalty to Jakub eventually prevailed. The caressing ended, and he slipped off her lap. 
 
      
 
    He declined the offer of more coffee, and she placed a gentle kiss on the side of his face, as he left. He invited her to contact him if she ever felt able to see him again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    The bruises and weals decorating Daniel's bottom were quite spectacular. The discomfort was a constant reminder of what had happened, and he couldn't get Nadia out of his head. What a lucky man Jakub was. 
 
      
 
    When he got back to his flat on Sunday afternoon, he logged into his recently joined social media group to see if there was any feedback on his story. There were three comments. The first two were: 
 
      
 
    Thanks for sharing this. It was fun to read. 
 
      
 
    Nice. Lucky James.  
 
      
 
    However, it was the third feedback was far more interesting. It was from a member who called herself Sophie, and gave her location as London: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sub D. What a nice story. It made me wonder if I could be Claudia. Will you be writing a sequel? 
 
      
 
    To Daniel, it seemed almost an invitation, and deserved a thoughtful reply. The forum had a private message facility, so he replied to her using this: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie,  
 
      
 
    Thank you for your positive review. I hadn't considered a sequel, but in view of your comment, I might. Do you have any suggestions, or ideas? 
 
      
 
    I should mention that when I signed up to this forum, I had never actually experienced corporal punishment, but this has recently changed. I have very recently been on the receiving end of some amazing punishment, and I am completely hooked. Unfortunately, the lady who was kind enough to introduce me to the 'delights' of caning, has a partner, so it was a one off, carried out as a favour, and she may not be able to deal with me again.  
 
      
 
    It's nice to be able to chat on this forum, while remaining anonymous. Daniel is my real name, by the way.   
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    Daniel was quite excited when she replied: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    How interesting that you have just been caned. Did this lady cane you hard? How painful was it? Did it leave marks on your bottom? Were you allowed to keep any clothes on? 
 
      
 
    For reasons I can't divulge, I'm unable to reveal my identity, but chatting anonymously allows me to express my feelings freely. 
 
      
 
    If you wish to chat further, it might be easier by email. My email address is below. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Daniel replied a few minutes later, by email: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie, 
 
      
 
    The lady caned me very hard, on my bare bottom, and the pain was unbelievable. I still have vivid marks, and I'm reminded of it every time I sit down. Initially, when the first strokes of the cane were administered, I swore to myself that I would never submit to a caning again. The pain was such a shock. But the craving to be punished soon returned, and now it is stronger than ever. So here I am, craving to submit, and nobody to submit to. 
 
      
 
    I'm very happy to chat with you about this, Sophie. Who knows, perhaps we might even meet. Shall we swap photos? 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    She replied within minutes, attaching a blurred photograph of a seemingly pretty face, cupped by blonde hair, but with the eyes hidden by sun glasses: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    This is me, taken a few minutes ago. Sorry about the sun glasses, but as previously mentioned, I need to protect my anonymity. Sophie is not my real name. I hope you can forgive my caution. I would like to see a photo of you, if you are happy to send one.  
 
      
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    Daniel quickly took a self-portrait, then sent it, adding that he thought she looked very pretty, far too pretty to be disciplinarian, but that was that contradiction he found exciting. She replied, saying that she thought he looked nice, adding that she would love to hear the story of how he came to receive his first caning, and exactly what happened. Daniel agreed to do so, saying it would take some time. 
 
      
 
    And so, with his bottom still sore, Daniel wrote an account of how he had met Nadia. He left out nothing, including his failed attempts to meet new ladies at the Brighton bar, and how the barmaid had befriended him out of sympathy. He described the shock of the pain, and how, later, his craving to be caned had escalated. Then he detailed his return visit to Nadia in Brighton for more severe punishment. He became so engrossed in writing his account, that he forgot to eat. It was late at night when he sent the very long email to Sophie. 
 
      
 
    He made himself a snack and a drink, then checked his emails just before getting into bed. Sophie had replied: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    What a fascinating account! Certainly good enough to publish as a story. 
 
      
 
    As I've already said, I need to remain anonymous, but I am wondering if we might meet, with the possibility of exploring our mutual interest. I'll think about it, and contact you in the next few days. 
 
      
 
    This may sound a bit strange but I'd love to see the marks left from your recent caning. It's not just idle curiosity, but you described the caning as severe and if we do get together on this, it would be useful for me to know what your idea of 'severe' looks like. A photo of your bottom, before the marks fade, might be helpful. 
 
      
 
    Good night, Daniel. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie  
 
      
 
    Although it seemed a very strange thing to do, Daniel did take a photograph, then sent it to Sophie, with the note: A bum shot. Good night, Sophie. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    I've given some thought to this, and, subject to some strict conditions, I would like to cane you, but you will need to place an awful lot of trust in me, probably more than is wise. I plan to keep my anonymity, so if it doesn't work out, I can walk away, and you will never be able to find me.  If you agree to my totally unfair conditions, it will be the first caning I will have administered. I did take my riding crop to an ex-boyfriend some years ago, but he didn't like it. He said I whipped him too hard, so be warned! 
 
      
 
    I am very keen on the whipping horse and restraints that you say Nadia employed because I would like you to be totally helpless when I deal with you. Can you arrange for something like this? Also, is there sufficient privacy where you live for this to take place, and are you the only key-holder? I will buy a cane, and anything else that appeals to me. 
 
      
 
    I was impressed by the marks that Nadia decorated your bottom with. It sets a benchmark to aim for. 
 
      
 
    I know this is a lot to ask, but I hope you are happy to proceed, in which case I look forward to hearing the details of your restraints proposals. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie  
 
      
 
    It was a lot to ask, but Daniel's craving for another caning was so intense that he was prepared to throw caution to the wind, and assume that Sophie was sincere. He replied to her in the affirmative, saying that he lived in a private, modern, two bedroom flat, where privacy would not be an issue, then started looking online for a saw horse or whipping horse, and associated restraint equipment. She sent him another email the following day. 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    I'm very pleased you are happy to progress. However, there are more conditions you must comply with. When I arrive at your flat to cane you, I require that you are already secured over the whipping horse, naked, and totally helpless, so you will need to find a way to achieve this on your own. Perhaps using padlocks or handcuffs, to secure your wrists to the whipping bench. You must make sure the keys are out of reach, so once you are secured, there will have no way of escaping until I release you, after I have punished you. You will need to put a lot of trust in me. You will obviously need to make it possible for me to enter your flat. Perhaps you can hide your flat keys in a pre-arranged place. I appreciate this is an awful lot to ask, and I can quite understand if you don't wish to proceed.  
 
      
 
    The first reason for these conditions, as I have already said, is that I want the freedom to walk away at any time if I don't think it’s working for me. I would simply unlock one of your wrists, allowing you to release yourself from the other restraints. By the time you have released yourself and dressed, I will be gone, and you will never know who I was or where I came from. I have to have the confidence to know that I can walk away, remaining anonymous. 
 
      
 
    The second reason is that it excites me to know that I have total control over you, even before the punishment starts, and that you will remain at my mercy until I decide to release you. 
 
      
 
    One final consideration is that you should consider buying a gag, perhaps like the one Nadia used on you. I intend to cane you hard, so if you think there is a chance that neighbours will be disturbed if you are unable to take your punishment quietly, a gag might be required. 
 
      
 
    Please confirm that you are happy with these conditions, and if so, you should proceed with the acquisition of the required items. 
 
      
 
    I look forward to hearing from you. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie   
 
      
 
    To anyone thinking rationally, agreeing to Sophie's demands would be insane. The obvious danger was that she was a fraud, playing a cruel hoax, or even worse. What would happen if he locked himself over the whipping horse and she didn't arrive? It didn't bear thinking about. After some research he discovered that electronic, timed, padlocks were available, so he could use one of these in conjunction with a standard, key operated padlock on one wrist, so if Sophie didn't unlock the standard padlock, the electronic one would release him after a set time. He answered her again in the affirmative, mentioning that he would use a timed padlock to secure one wrist. She replied that she was happy with this, and encouraged him to get on with procurement of all items without delay, and to keep her updated with progress. 
 
      
 
    Daniel had come to the conclusion that receiving corporal punishment needed to be part of his life from now on, regardless of whether things worked out with Sophie, so he was happy to invest in some quality equipment. The second bedroom of his flat, which was currently used as a junk room could be cleared, and used as a punishment room. He continued his research, learning the names of items that Nadia had used, then made a list of what he needed: 
 
      
 
    Whipping horse 
 
    4 stainless steel eye bolts (for fitting to the base of each whipping horse leg) 
 
    2 leather wrist cuffs with stainless steel 'D' rings 
 
    2 leather ankle cuffs with stainless steel 'D' rings 
 
    2 stainless steel double end trigger hooks (for securing ankle cuffs to whipping horse eye bolts) 
 
    2 padlocks, with keys (for securing wrist cuffs to whipping horse eye bolts) 
 
    1 timed electronic padlock (for emergency escape, and fitted between one padlock and eye bolt) 
 
    1 ball gag 
 
      
 
    He sent the list to Sophie for her approval, which she did, but added that she wanted every item to be of the very highest quality and very robust, as there must be absolutely no chance of equipment failure. 
 
      
 
    The whipping horse, of course, was probably going to be the most challenging to source. After looking for a suitable saw horse, and failing to find anything that looked as sturdy as Nadia's, he found a small company that specialised in making bespoke BDSM equipment, including spanking benches. He referred the website to Sophie, and she picked out a wooden spanking bench they called their 'Deluxe Spanking Bench'. It was made from sturdy wood members, had a leather padded top, that sloped down, meaning that Daniel's bottom would be raised above his head. Two separated, lower, padded, kneeling platforms would support his legs. The spanking bench was fitted with numerous restraining straps, positioned to secure legs, thighs, and back. Two eye bolts were fitted low down at the front, for securing wrists. Using this spanking bench would mean the ankle cuffs, rear eye bolts and trigger hooks would no longer be required. 
 
      
 
    Daniel suggested to Sophie that it would be quite difficult for him to secure himself to this item in its standard specification, but if the two eye bolts were replaced by one central eye bolt to secure both wrists, he would be able to render himself helpless. All Sophie would need to do when she arrived would be to tighten all the straps to her satisfaction, and buckle the two leather straps over his back. These were only needed to restrict his ability to wriggle and buck while being punished. 
 
      
 
    The spanking bench was approved by Sophie, and after plucking up the courage to phone the manufacturer, and speaking to a very helpful gentleman, the modification needed was explained, agreed, and the order placed. Delivery of all items was expected to take about three weeks. Sophie was kept informed and commented that by then the cane marks will have 'conveniently' faded, for her to replace. 
 
      
 
    In the meantime, Daniel would have time to clear the new punishment room. He would keep the door locked to prevent any prying visitors accidentally stumbling upon his secret, explaining, if asked, that it was such an untidy junk room that he was ashamed of it.  
 
      
 
    When the whipping bench arrived, Daniel once again questioned his own sanity. The robustness of the sinister structure brought home to him the position he was willingly placing himself in. He was planning to secure himself over it, naked, then wait for a complete stranger to arrive. She would let herself into his flat with keys he had left out for her. She would buckle and tighten the additional restraints, before subjecting him to a caning. He had no idea who she was, where she lived, or her real name. He hadn't even heard her speak. All he knew was that she looked pretty in sun glasses and that she was a sadist. Over the weeks he had been corresponding with her, she had gradually been extracting information from him, while disclosing almost nothing about herself. She now knew a lot about him, including his address. 
 
      
 
    The spanking bench took him about half an hour to assemble. I was very well made, and the thick leather restraining straps were all beautifully finished with rounded edges, to prevent abrasion. The added stainless steel eye bolt looked strong enough to secure an angry elephant. Once secured over this menacing structure, escape would be totally impossible. He informed Sophie that it had arrived, and that he had assembled it. As their email correspondence had continued, she had become increasingly controlling, and now she instructed him to practice securing himself over it, naked, to make sure there were no problems on the day. She also wanted photographs of him, secured over it, so she could see what needed doing when she arrived to punish him. He promised to do so the following evening, after work. She told him that the canes, and some other items, had arrived, and that she was pleased with them. His punishment from Sophie was fast approaching. 
 
      
 
    Feeling foolish, frightened, and excited, the following evening, he stripped off, fitted the wrist cuffs, then worked out a sequence to secure himself over the new spanking bench. First, he kneeled on the padded leg platforms, then secured his ankles with securing straps. He was then able to secure and tighten the legs and thigh straps. Next he bent over the padded top and for the first time realised how humiliatingly exposed the position rendered his elevated bottom. The dread of what he faced was increasing. It was easy to secure his left wrist to the central eye bolt, but a bit more fiddly to secure his right wrist with the standard padlock, and timed padlock. The timed padlock, he had thoroughly tested, and on this occasion he had set the time to five minutes, but he had left the keys in the standard padlocks as a safety measure. There was no doubt that he would be helpless. All Sophie would need to do was buckle and tighten two leather straps across his back, as these were too difficult for him, but he was confident he would be able to release them on his own, when needed. 
 
      
 
    Five minutes after securing himself, the timed padlock made a reassuring 'click' and he was able to free himself. Next he set up his camera on a tripod, set it up to take photographs from a hand-held remote control, then re-secured himself for the photograph. 
 
      
 
    What was he doing?!! Looking at the photograph of himself, naked, helpless' over the spanking bench, with his bare bottom thrust up, perfectly presented for punishment, again brought home to him the lunacy of what he was doing. The doubts were now really setting in. However, he felt duty bound to send the photograph to Sophie. He mentioned in his email that all she needed to do was buckle and tighten the two straps across his back, check and tighten the other straps, and that the timed padlock had proved to be reliable. She replied within a minute, suggesting that she had composed her email in advance: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    I shall cane you this coming Saturday at noon. Leave the keys to your flat under the large blue flower pot at the rear communal entrance to your flats at eleven thirty, send me a text, confirming you have done so, then prepare yourself for punishment. Set the timer for two hours. Leave the keys to the padlocks on your kitchen table or worktop. 
 
      
 
    I look forward to meeting you and caning you, in two days. 
 
      
 
    Sophie  
 
      
 
    Now he really was frightened. This was insane! And, she had obviously carried out surveillance on his flat! A large part of him now wanted to call the whole thing off, but he felt he owed it to Sophie to go ahead. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    On Saturday morning reality hit him, and the dread of what he faced had escalated to a point that he couldn't go ahead. It was utter madness to allow a complete stranger into his flat, who he knew was a sadist. It was insane that he was rendering himself helpless for her. He wasn't even sure he was corresponding with a lady. He was simply too frightened to go ahead. He felt almost tearful, and a complete failure, as he composed an email to her: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie, 
 
      
 
    I'm so sorry, but I can't go through with today's plans. I'm too frightened, and I think it is reckless of me to engage in this sort of activity with a stranger. I need to know who you are, and build up some trust. I'm sure you can understand. I'm so sorry to have to let you down at such short notice. 
 
      
 
    Sincere Best Wishes, 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    He felt dreadfully depressed when he had sent the email. He guessed he might never hear from her again. She would write him off as a weak failure. However, she replied within minutes. 
 
      
 
    The caning will go ahead, Daniel. You will comply with your instructions. I have not gone to the trouble of all this preparation, only to have you back out due to your cowardice. Of course you are frightened, and so you should be, but this is not sufficient reason to cancel our agreement. If you let me down, you will feel bad about yourself, I will feel very frustrated, and very cross. I might even be tempted to embarrass you with the photograph of you, naked, over your spanking bench. I expect an email from you at once, confirming that you will honour our agreement. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie 
 
      
 
    It was blackmail! Perhaps she'd got the idea from his very own story. He had no choice but to confirm that he would comply, and it was with a mixture of relief, dread and excitement, that the hours and minutes to his caning began to pass too quickly.   
 
      
 
    The punishment room was ready for her, with the spanking bench placed in the centre of the room. All other restraint equipment was placed neatly around the spanking bench, to be to hand when he mounted the sinister structure. He looked at his watch. It was almost eleven thirty. He took a deep breath, then left his flat with a spare key to his front door, and a fob for the communal rear door, on a key ring. A few minutes later, he sent her a text, confirming he had left them in the agreed place. He didn't expect a reply, guessing that she would be driving.    
 
      
 
    At fifteen minutes before noon, he looked at himself in the mirror in his bedroom, questioned his sanity again, then began to undress, placing his clothes on the bed. Next he took the padlock keys to the kitchen, and put them on the table. He was now resigned to his fate. He anticipated that when he put his clothes back on, probably in about an hour from now, he would have a very sore bottom. 
 
      
 
    He shuddered when, completely naked, he stepped into the punishment room and his eyes fell on the spanking bench, patiently waiting to embrace him and render his helpless, with his bare bottom, thrust up, presented for punishment. The sadistic stranger, who would shortly appear in his flat, was possibly even now, waiting outside, watching the clock count down to noon. He took off his watch, placed it on the floor in front of the spanking bench, so he could watch the time count down, then mounted the structure and began the process of securing himself. Five minutes later, he completed his final instruction by setting the timer on the electronic padlock to two hours. He took a deep breath, it was the point of no return. He snapped the padlock shut, securing his right wrist to the forward eye bolt. He was now helpless, at the mercy of whoever was about to enter his flat. It was five minutes before noon. The only sound he could hear was his own breathing, as he watched the hands of his watch. He almost sobbed in dread as the time approached noon. His ears were on the alert for the slightest sound. 
 
      
 
    The suspense was unbearable as noon was reached, and the seconds, then minutes continued to pass. At five minutes passed noon, Daniel began to wonder, once again, if he was the victim of a cruel hoax. Perhaps Sophie, a woman he knew almost nothing about, had never had any intention of accommodating his craving to be disciplined. Perhaps he would remain locked over the spanking bench for the next two hours, while she laughed at his predicament from her home somewhere else. She had said she lived in London, but he had no way of confirming that. She might live anywhere. Perhaps 'Sophie' had surveyed his flat from satellite images that were now available online. The large, blue flower pot might be visible.  
 
      
 
    His attention was suddenly refocussed by the sound of a key rattling in his front door lock. It was seven minutes past noon. Sophie had arrived! He heard the door open, then quietly close. There was the rustling of clothing. His heart was pounding. She was perhaps taking off a coat. He heard a zip being pulled, then more rustling. He heard more movement in the hall, and he sensed someone briefly looking through the open door to the punishment room. She was making sure he was in place as instructed. He heard more rustling coming from the hall. The suspense was agony. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, she appeared in the door. His first sight of Sophie. She was tall, probably about five feet ten inches, shapely and athletic in build. She was wearing a short, grey, short-sleeved dress. She was also wearing a decorative black lace eye mask, but he could see enough of her face to confirm that she was pretty, but perhaps a little older than the blurred photograph she had sent him suggested. Her blonde hair was shoulder length. 
 
      
 
    She was smiling as she slowly circled him, her eyes taking in the restraints, before coming to a stop to his side. Without a word, she reached across his back, then buckled and tightened the two leather back straps, pinning him down firmly onto the top of the spanking bench. Then she inspected the straps securing his legs and thighs, tightening two of them. Then she stooped down in front of him to check the time remaining on the electronic padlock. Their eyes briefly met, hers were blue, she smiled, before rising to her feet, then leaving the room. 
 
      
 
    He sobbed in dread, when she returned with a wicked looking cane. He jolted, involuntarily, as she swished it through the air. She smiled, his reaction clearly pleased her. 
 
      
 
    “So, Daniel, I wonder how much I will enjoy administering my first caning.” 
 
      
 
    It was the first time he had heard her voice. She was well spoken, and obviously educated. It was a soft, refined, feminine, voice, which was in complete contradiction with what she was about to do. 
 
      
 
    “Are you frightened?” she asked, as she again stooped down to look into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Sophie,” 
 
      
 
    “Call me Ma'am, while you are at my mercy. Sophie is not my real name. When I have finished punishing you, if I decide I don't want to see you again, then I will disappear from your life, and you will never know who I am. It will depend on what happens in the next hour, and how much I enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “But I have to say, Daniel,” she continued, as she rose to her feet, “I'm enjoying myself so far.” 
 
      
 
    He jolted again, as he felt her hand gently stroke his bare bottom. He couldn't see her smile at his reaction, but he sensed it. 
 
      
 
    “Although this will be my first caning, Daniel, I hope you will be suitably impressed with my proficiency. I've been practising, substituting your bare bottom with a cushion, and I think I've got the measure and feel of the canes I've brought with me. I've also brought a tawse along, we'll see how much we both like that over the next hour, or so.” 
 
      
 
    Her hand continued to stroke his bottom. She seemed in no hurry to start, but content to revel in his fear. 
 
      
 
    “Six of the best, to start with,” she said, as her hand left his bottom. 
 
      
 
    He braced himself as she took her position to his right. He realised that she was left handed. The cane was gently sawed across the centre of his upturned, bare bottom. His grip on the frame of the spanking bench tightened, as she prepared for impending agony. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He gasped as a line of fire seared across his helpless bare bottom. This mystery lady was certainly intent on inflicting pain.  
 
      
 
    “I did so want my first stroke to be a good one,” she said, as she looked down at the white tramlines she had decorated his bottom with, as they slowly filled with colour. “I'm quite pleased with it, but I'm sure I can do better.” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    She did improve! The burn was fierce! Daniel hissed air between his teeth as he attempted to cope with the extreme pain. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The third stroke, even harder, was absolutely unbearable, and the prompted the first squeal. 
 
      
 
    “You must take the next three in complete silence, Daniel,” she said, quietly. “If not, I will repeat all six strokes, immediately. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I might fit the gag after the next three, but you must take these in silence.” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Three, brisk, spitefully hard strokes, had his bottom writhing and blazing. He clawed at the frame of the spanking bench, as he fought to contain a squeal of agony. 
 
      
 
    “Well done, Daniel,” she said, as she picked up the gag. 
 
      
 
    “There isn't anything to discuss while I have you at my mercy,” she said, as she pushed the rubber ball of the gag into his mouth. “I'm going to do whatever I like with you, and I won't be needing your opinion.” 
 
      
 
    She took her time to tighten the numerous gag straps. Daniel, in accordance with Sophie's instructions,  had bought a deluxe model, which kept the ball firmly in place, and straps tightened under his chin even prevented him from moving his jaw. 
 
      
 
    “Now, what next?” she said to herself, as she gently traced the weals on his bottom, with her hand. “I think I'll try something else.” 
 
      
 
    She left the room with the cane, returning a few moments later with a thick, two tailed, leather tawse. 
 
      
 
    “I bought a nice one,” she said, as she dangled the sinister, dark, implement in front of him. “I read up on tawses, and the name 'Lochgelly' kept coming up, so I've bought one of those. This one is stamped with an 'H' for heavy. I'll be interested to hear what you think of it, when you are able to tell me, of course.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel braced himself, as she took her position to his right. He registered the weight of the tawse with alarm, as she lowered it onto his upturned bottom. She spend some time adjusting her footing, as dread welled up in him. 
 
      
 
    “Six, I think, to start with.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK!   
 
      
 
    A breathtaking band of burning sting seared across his bottom. He gasped in shock through the gag, as he fought to cope with the agony. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    It was now quite obvious that Sophie was fit, and had a strong arm. She was wielding the tawse with vigour, but her aim was a little random compared to Nadia. The build up of sting, however, as she continued to tawse him, was incredible. The sharp sound of leather making contact with bare flesh was accompanied by muffled squealing, the creaking of stiff leather restraining straps and rattling of metal padlocks, as he fought, pointlessly, to escape the clutches of the spanking bench. He was hyperventilating by the time she had administered all six strokes, and his bottom felt as if it had been placed in a furnace. 
 
      
 
    “That seems to work quite well,” she said, as she looked down at his increasingly colourful bottom. “But I'm sure I can improve. I will try again shortly, but I think I'll try my other cane, now.” 
 
      
 
    She left the room, then returned with a slightly longer, slightly darker, cane. 
 
      
 
    “This one's a bit heavier,” she said, as she took her position, “so it should be more effective.” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    “Whoops!” she said cheerfully, as he suffered the agony of a low stroke across the back of his legs. “You won't be wearing shorts for a few days.” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The next stroke was on target, and bit in deep. The burn was unbearable. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK!... 
 
      
 
    As muffled squealing frothed past his gag, and he fought desperately with his restraints to no avail, she administered another four crisp, hard, strokes. The bite was deep, although the aim rather random. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes, I prefer this cane, Daniel,” she said, as she traced a weal on his bottom with her right hand. “Your bottom already looks almost as colourful as in the photograph you sent me, although not quite as tidy, so more work do on that. But I think I'll move on to the finale. I shall make it a trademark of punishments I administer. The final strokes will always be the hardest.” 
 
      
 
    She left the room again, then returned with the tawse. 
 
      
 
    “A final dozen with the tawse, then one final twelve with the cane, the heavier cane, I think.” 
 
      
 
    The tawsing began at once. It was brisk and hard. Muffled shrieking gurgled past his ball gag, with saliva. His body writhed insanely within the unyielding restraints of the spanking bench. It was all futile. He was utterly helpless and at her mercy. There was absolutely nothing he could do to stop the tawse turning his wriggling bottom to a blazing inferno, with the odd stroke catching the back of his thighs. 
 
      
 
    Twelve strokes were soon administered, but it had seemed an eternity of unbearable agony to Daniel. As soon as it was over, she immediately left the room to fetch the heavier cane. 
 
      
 
    “We don't want the fire to fade, do we Daniel?” she said, as she raised the cane. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    She was terrifyingly true to her word. The first stroke of twelve was the hardest and most agonising she had delivered. There was absolutely no way he would be able to take another eleven, but he had no choice. His muffled shrieking became hysterical. His frantic, pointless writhing became a frenzy, as agony seared across his helpless, writhing, bare bottom, with three catching the backs of his upper thighs. He lost count of the strokes as she caned him briskly, and with real passion. His world turned red.  
 
      
 
    It was over. He was hyperventilating noisily, through frothy saliva, past the ball gag. His body was glistening with sweat. Sophie stood over him, looking down at his spectacularly decorated bottom. She was breathless and flushed. The fingers of her right hand gently traced the angry weals decorating his burning bottom and upper thighs.  
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, her caressing ceased. She stooped down in front of him, looking into his frightened eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I haven't quite finished with you, yet, Daniel,” she said, quietly, smiling. “I want to administer a few more strokes with the cane. I'm enjoying this more than I imagined. I shall give you a choice. I'm going to remove your gag, then you must take six nice hard strokes in total silence. If you fail, the punishment will continue. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded his head. She looked into his eyes for a few more moments, then rose to her feet. To his relief, he felt the straps to the gag being loosened. He gasped in air as the restrictive ball gag was removed.  
 
      
 
    His relief was short lived, as she took her position with the heavy cane. 
 
      
 
    “So, Daniel. How does my caning compare with Nadia's?” she asked, as she gently sawed the cane across is very sore, throbbing bottom. 
 
      
 
    “Very well, Ma'am, absolutely agonising.” 
 
      
 
    “That was a diplomatic answer, Daniel, but this is my first caning, and I need to work on my accuracy, and I think then I will be able to increase the severity. I can only get better. How do you feel about that?” 
 
      
 
    “Terrified, excited, confused.” 
 
      
 
    “Then perhaps there will be more canings from me, but now, six in silence. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” He closed his eyes and braced himself for more agony. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The caning began. It was furiously hard and merciless. The white hot lines of fire that seared across his helpless, writhing, flesh, after each stroke defied description. He needed Herculean will power not to cry out. Four were across his bottom, one agonisingly hard, bit cruelly into his upper thighs, and the final, most painful of all, sadistically placed in the crease between his bottom cheeks and upper thighs. He gasped, involuntarily as the fierce sting of the final stroke registered. 
 
      
 
    “Well done, Daniel,” she said. He could hear the smile in her voice. “You almost took them in silence, but not quite.” 
 
      
 
    She stooped down in front of him again, looking into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “So we need to decide what to do about that, don't we?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” 
 
      
 
    “We'll have a short break, then we can have a chat about it.” She checked the time left on the padlock, then rose to her feet, and left the room. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, he heard what sounded like tea being made coming from his kitchen. He was still absolutely helpless. His bottom was burning and throbbing, and he was quite sure she wasn't finished with him. She returned about fifteen minutes later. She was carrying the tawse. 
 
      
 
    “I have rules, Daniel, that I apply to myself. I never make promises I can't keep, and if I say I will do something, you can be quite sure it will be done. I told you that you would be punished further if you failed to take the last six strokes in silence. You failed, so you will now suffer the consequences. How do you feel about that?” 
 
      
 
    “Part of me is terrified, Ma'am. Part of me is excited, very excited, and craving to be punished very severely.” 
 
      
 
    “Very well, Daniel. You will receive a severe thrashing with the tawse, which must be taken in silence. I'm not going to tell you how many strokes. I shall simply continue until I feel you've been sufficiently punished. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma'am.” It was a terrifying prospect. Up until now he had known how many strokes he was about to receive. It gave him a chink of light to hold on for. But this could be anything from a few strokes to any number. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!... 
 
      
 
    He didn't have long to worry about his fate. It was now underway. The escalating burn of the two leather tails was unbelievable. She wasn't holding back. The tawse was brought down with venom, again and again, rapidly building an inferno of white hot sting. Once again, a few stray strokes bit painfully into his upper thighs, but she was concentrating on making the strokes hard. His bottom wriggled, and his body writhed, as he fought to contain screams of agony.  
 
      
 
    It was over in about a minute. She stood over him, with the tawse hanging limply from her hand. Daniel was hyperventilating, and covered in globules of sweat. She was breathless, perspiring, and her face was flushed. Daniel sensed she was aroused. After a few moments, she left the room. Daniel thought he heard her packing her bag. After about five minutes she returned to the punishment room. She loosened the straps across his back, then stooped down in front of him with the padlock keys, and unlocked one. 
 
      
 
    “We'll talk later,” she said, before rising to her feet and leaving the flat.  
 
      
 
    It took Daniel a few minutes to free himself from the spanking bench. He still had no idea who Sophie was, but it was quite obvious that she had enjoyed punishing him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN    
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    I surprised myself by how much I enjoyed punishing you. I seem to have more of a sadistic streak than I realised. I especially liked having you securely restrained, so you were helpless, and at my mercy. 
 
      
 
    Now that you've had a day to reflect, I would be interested on how you feel about what happened. For myself, I think I have a lot to learn, and my accuracy was not so good, I need to work on that. 
 
      
 
    I still have your spare flat keys. I apologise for this. I put them in my pocket after letting myself in, intending to leave them on your kitchen table, but then forgot. I can return them, or perhaps you would like me to keep them in case I need them again? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie x  
 
      
 
    Daniel had thought of little else other than Sophie since his punishment. His bottom was a mass of angry weals and bruises, and extremely sore. He had several angry marks across the back of his upper thighs. He had pulled numerous muscles in his body in his futile attempts to escape the clutches of the whipping bench, making almost every movement painful. In spite of all this, he longed to be at her mercy again so much that the mental pain was even more intense than his physical pain. He replied at once: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie, 
 
      
 
    Your visit was incredible. The pain was unbearable, but incredibly exciting. I couldn't have taken it without the spanking bench restraints. I'm very grateful to you for giving me what I so badly needed. Please keep my keys. I hope you need them again soon. 
 
      
 
    Although I find it exciting that you are a mystery woman, and I respect your wish to remain anonymous, perhaps you might consider now telling me about yourself and who you are. I'm not sure where we are going, but you must realise that I am seeking a proper relationship with a lady I can submit to. 
 
      
 
    Also, although I am very keen to be punished by you again, and I'm particularly excited by being punished severely by you, it takes many days to recover. Perhaps you might consider more moderate punishment, so we can engage more often, saving the more severe encounters for special occasions. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
      
 
    She replied the following day: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    I shall be pleased to keep your keys.  
 
      
 
    Please let me know when you are sufficiently recovered for me to visit again. I note your suggestion that your punishment should be more moderate on occasions. I shall consider this, but I think you should submit to me not knowing your fate, so you won't find out what is in store for you until I have you restrained and helpless. I might  be more moderate, but I may well be more severe. I decide such things. 
 
      
 
    I might let you know more about me, if, and when, I consider it appropriate.  
 
      
 
    I hope you recover quickly, and I to hear from you soon. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie x 
 
      
 
    So, it seemed that Sophie was enjoying toying with him, and was happy to keep him guessing. If he was honest with himself, he was enjoying the game as well. Judging by the marks and soreness of his bottom, he probably wouldn't be fit to submit to Sophie again for at least a week, perhaps two. 
 
      
 
    Time dragged as the marks and soreness slowly faded. Each day that passed, he kept reminding himself, was a day nearer to the next visit from Sophie. It was ten days before he was able to look at his bottom in the mirror and judge himself sufficiently recovered. He was about to inform Sophie, when, out of the blue, he received a text message from Nadia: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel. Hope you are well. Jakub has unexpectedly returned to Poland for a few weeks, and I'm in the mood to give someone a really good caning. Do you have any suggestions? Nadia x 
 
      
 
    This was incredible! A few weeks ago he had never been caned, and was beginning to wonder if he ever would. Now he had two ladies who wanted to cane him. It was a flattering dilemma to have, but he decided to do what he considered the right thing. He replied to Nadia, thanking her for thinking of him, but informing her that he was now being punished by a lady in London, and was hoping their relationship might develop. He also decided that he should tell Sophie that Nadia had contacted him. It wouldn't hurt to let her know that another lady was interested in him. It might encourage her to be a little less secretive and give their relationship a chance to develop. With that in mind, he sent her an email: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie, 
 
      
 
    I can confirm that I can now be regarded as recovered, so I hope to see you soon. I am looking forward to seeing you. 
 
      
 
    I thought I should mention that I had an unexpected message from Nadia. She told me that her partner had gone to Poland for a few weeks, and that she was in the mood to give someone 'a really good caning'. I told her that I now have an arrangement with yourself, so wouldn't be able to report to her. I thought this was the right thing to do.  
 
      
 
    I look forward to hearing from with both excitement and dread. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN  
 
      
 
    His watch was on the floor in front of him, and it was five minutes before noon. It was time to take the final step to render himself helpless, as instructed. Feeling the now familiar dread welling up, conflicting with excitement, he set the time on the electronic padlock to two hours, then snapped it shut. He felt a surge of intense excitement at now being at the mercy of Sophie, due to arrive in a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    Sophie, for whatever reason, was still keeping her identity a secret. He still had no idea who she was, or where she lived. He had, however, now established some trust in her, and he was confident she would turn up, punish him, then release him when she had finished with him. 
 
      
 
    His pulse quickened as he heard the sound of a key rattling at his front door. He heard the door open, and almost immediately, something didn't sound right. He strained to hear the sounds from the hall. There was the rustling of clothes, and unzipping of bags, but to Daniel, it sounded as if more than one person had entered his flat. Now he was terrified. What was going on? 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, his suspicions were confirmed when Sophie appeared, again wearing her mask, accompanied by Nadia. Both ladies appeared delighted to see him. 
 
      
 
    “You look confused, Daniel,” said Sophie, smiling. 
 
      
 
    “I am. How do you know each other?” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! Sophie landed a firm hand slap across his bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    “You mean, how do you know each other, Ma'am?” she corrected.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, sorry, Ma'am. How do you know each other, Ma'am?” 
 
      
 
    “We don't, Daniel, not yet. But I'm an inquisitive lady, and when I was last here, and you were where you are now, secured over your spanking bench, I had a bit of a snoop around. I wanted to know more about you. I found Nadia's phone number written on a notepad on the kitchen table, so I copied it. Then, when you told me about the text message from Nadia, I thought she might like to join me, and perhaps offer me some tuition at the same time, so I phoned her, and here we are.” 
 
      
 
    “It's lovely to see you again, Daniel,” added Nadia, “I love your spanking bench, your bottom couldn't be better presented for the cane.” 
 
      
 
    “What a lucky boy you are,” added Sophie, as she began to tighten the restraining straps over his back, “After years wondering if you'd ever meet a lady who'd enjoy caning you, now you're at the mercy of two.” 
 
      
 
    When Sophie had finished tightening the straps, and checked all the others, she picked up the gag, then fitted it over Daniel's mouth. The numerous straps were tightened, making further speech impossible. 
 
      
 
    “So, Nadia. I'm hoping to learn from you. How do you suggest we begin?” 
 
      
 
    “I suggest we concentrate on the cane today. Perhaps you should administer a stroke, while I observe, then I'll tell you what I think, and offer any advise, if needed.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like a sensible plan. I'll fetch a cane.” 
 
      
 
    Sophie left the room, returning with her standard cane. Daniel braced himself as she took her position to his right. Once again, he questioned his own sanity, as felt the cane gently tap his helpless bare bottom, while she adjusted her footing. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    A line of fire seared across his bottom, as the cane sank in, leaving white tramlines. There was a muffled gasp from Daniel. 
 
      
 
    “What do you think?” asked Sophie, turning to Nadia. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it was a nice, crisp stroke, but I can suggest a few things. First, I think you are standing a bit too close, it might be more effective if you deliver the strokes with your left arm more extended, consider your arm and the cane to be one, so extending your arm will effectively give you a longer cane.” 
 
      
 
    “OK, that makes sense. Anything else?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I thing your action is a bit, what shall I say, rigid, or stiff. I think you should try to administer the cane more gracefully. Perhaps allow you body to twist as you swing the cane, adding to the energy that gets put into the cane, working with the cane, allowing it to do its work. Don't try to suddenly put venom into the cane, don't fight what it wants to do, but add energy gracefully, over the whole stroke, allow your free arm to swing out freely to counterbalance your caning arm. Free yourself up, as if you are dancing. When you feel comfortable with that, then try adding a bit of wrist action to add more venom. Don't force the cane, just add energy over a graceful swing. That way it will build up to an explosion of energy when it is stopped dead by the flesh of Daniel's poor bottom, and it will bite in deeper. Would you like me to show you what I mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please.”  
 
      
 
    Daniel was horrified by the description. Sophie handed the cane to Nadia. 
 
      
 
    “I'll just administer a few moderate strokes to start with, so you can see that working with the cane can be very effective.” 
 
      
 
    She took her position to Daniel's left. A muffled sob of dread bubbled past the ball of the gag as he felt the cane measured across his upthrust bottom. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The sting took his breath away, as the cane sank deep into his helpless flesh with a sharp report. His mind was in panic mode. That was a moderate stroke! 
 
      
 
    “My word, that was wonderful,” said Sophie, clearly impressed by what she was witnessing. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    A muffled squeal squeezed past the gag as a fierce line of fire joined the others. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    “Oh, very nice!” exclaimed Sophie, as the cane bit into the crease at the very top of Daniel's thighs.  
 
      
 
    The spanking bench shuddered, and muffled shrieking forced its way past the gag, as Daniel began to desperately fight his restraints.  
 
      
 
    “That's a particularly sensitive spot,” said Nadia, as she leaned towards Daniel, to watch the latest weal fill with colour. “I always like to place a few there. Why don't you try a few?” 
 
      
 
    “I'll see what I can do,” replied Sophie, accepting the cane. 
 
      
 
    “Take your time. I'm happy to spend as long as it takes.”  
 
      
 
    Over the course of about twenty minutes, as Sophie gradually honed her caning technique, and as the ladies cheerfully chatted, Daniel's increasingly angrily wealed bottom writhed and bucked under the cane. His muffled shrieking was treated as a source of amusement. Both ladies were quite sure that he was receiving what he needed, and they were thoroughly enjoying delivering it. 
 
      
 
    “I'm so grateful to you, Nadia,” said Sophie. “I think I have a real feel for the cane, now, thanks to you. I think we deserve a tea break, don't you?” 
 
      
 
    “Tea would be very nice. I'm sure Daniel won't mind if we help ourselves.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps, after tea, do you think we could try a double caning?” 
 
      
 
    “I was thinking exactly the same myself, especially as I'm left handed and you're right handed. We could stand either side, and perhaps try brisk alternate strokes.” 
 
      
 
    “Hard, brisk, alternate strokes,” corrected Nadia. They both laughed. 
 
      
 
    Daniel was left alone for about fifteen minutes, still restrained and gagged, with his colourful, burning bottom, still presented for the cane. He could hear them in his kitchen, making tea, chatting and laughing. 
 
      
 
    “A few of the strokes you delivered were really good,” he heard Nadia say. 
 
      
 
    “I thought so too,” agreed Sophie, “You can tell when you get it right by the lovely sharp crack the cane makes when it bites into his bottom.” 
 
      
 
    “And by the desperate wriggling of his bottom,” added Nadia. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I love that. It just makes me want to cane him harder.” 
 
      
 
    “Me too.” 
 
      
 
    “So what about the double caning? How many strokes do you think?” asked Sophie. 
 
      
 
    “Lets make it a memorable finale. Shall we say twenty-four really nice hard strokes, that's twelve each?” 
 
      
 
    “Perfect.” 
 
      
 
    Daniel, terrified, heard the tea cups being returned to saucers, then the scraping of chair legs on his kitchen floor, as the ladies rose to their feet. He felt his bladder might fail him as he heard their approach. He knew that his very sore bottom faced the most severe caning he had ever endured. The two ladies had been continually encouraging each other to cane him harder. They were obviously having fun, and he knew that the more he squealed and wriggled, the more they liked it. 
 
      
 
    “Final caning of the day, Daniel,” said Sophie, as they approached him, each holding a cane. “Twenty-four, nice, hard, strokes, that's twelve each.” 
 
      
 
    They took their positions either side of him, then each measured their respective cane across his bottom, as they adjusted their footing. 
 
      
 
    “You start,” said Nadia. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK!..  
 
      
 
    Daniel's world turned red, as both ladies caned him hard and briskly. There was less than a second between each excruciating stroke. Each white hot, searing burn was beyond belief. Hysterical, muffled shrieking, accompanied the steady hiss and sharp crack of the canes. The joints of the spanking bench creaked as he struggled desperately to escape it's clutches. His increasingly colourful, wealed bottom danced and wriggled, but remained stubbornly presented for the canes. The last four strokes were aimed to bite deep into the crease between upper thighs and bottom cheeks, and his muffled shrieking rose to fever pitch. 
 
      
 
    It was over. He was hyperventilating and dripping with sweat. The fire in his throbbing bottom slowly began to fade, as the two ladies stood behind him, satisfied that they had delivered a very sound caning. There was arousal in the air, Daniel could sense it, but he also knew that nothing would happen. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, the ladies retired to the hall. He could hear bags being packed, and clothes rustling 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Nadia,” he heard Sophie say from the hall, “That was tremendous fun, and so helpful.” 
 
      
 
    “It was a pleasure. Stay in touch. If you need any more help, call me.” 
 
      
 
    “Goodbye, Daniel,” called Nadia from the hall. 
 
      
 
    He could only reply with a muffled groan through the gag. He heard her leave through the front door. 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, Sophie came back into the room. Once again, he could sense arousal. She was definitely excited. Perhaps she would release him properly, then reveal herself to him. Perhaps lust would overcome her caution. She seemed to hesitate, unable to decide what to do, then she reached down to unlock his right wrist padlock. She dropped the keys where he could reach them, gave his raging bottom a playful slap, then left the flat. She had not even released him from his gag. It took him several minutes to navigate all the restraints, before he peeled himself off the spanking bench. Why was Sophie so determined to avoid any physical contact with him, when he was quite sure she was just as hungry for sex as him? 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie, 
 
      
 
    Thank you for visiting me today. It was an amazing caning, absolutely unbearable. I think inviting Nadia's tuition was very useful. I think it will be at least two weeks before I have recovered. 
 
      
 
    When are you going to let me know who you are? Is there any prospect of us sharing a closer relationship? I love your visits, they are very exciting and erotic, but they could be even more so. 
 
      
 
    Kind Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    He didn't hear back from her for two days, which was unusual. When she did, he was devastated by her reply: 
 
      
 
    Dear Daniel, 
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for allowing me to act out a fantasy I have secretly harboured.  
 
      
 
    I'm sorry I've been so secretive, it must seem that I've been deliberately stifling any chance of getting close to you. Regretfully, I've come to the conclusion that my circumstances are not compatible with our activities. I can't explain why, but please trust me when I tell you that I am very sad about it. Sometimes in life, one has to decide on priorities and make difficult choices. 
 
      
 
    I wish you well, and I think you know that I've loved our time together. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sophie x  
 
      
 
    This was a huge blow. Sophie, and the prospect of getting closer to her, had taken over his life. He had put his trust in her, and she knew almost everything about him. She had disclosed almost nothing about herself. All he knew was that she was pretty, had blonde hair, probably, and was well spoken, probably well educated. He didn't know her real name, or where she lived. Now she had abandoned him, with no real reason given, other than she had other priorities that she had decided were more important. His huge upset, slowly turned to anger. 
 
      
 
    The following day, still reeling from her rejection, he sent her an email: 
 
      
 
    Dear Sophie, 
 
      
 
    I am shocked and very upset by your decision. You are, of course, free to make your choices, and I respect that, but I think I deserve a better explanation. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps your decision to put an end to our association is because you feel you can't trust me to be discrete. I can be trusted, I promise you, so I would ask you to reconsider your decision. 
 
      
 
    Kindest Regards, 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Daniel 
 
      
 
    Daniel fell into deeper despair when his email was returned as 'undelivered'. She had closed her email account. He tried phoning her, and was not surprised to find the number had been disabled. Now he had no way of communicating with her. She had effectively vanished. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps Nadia would be able to throw some light on it. He sent her an email, explaining what had happened, and she seemed just as mystified. She said Jakub was still away, so he could phone if he wished. During the subsequent phone call, Nadia was unable to tell him much at all. She didn't have any contact details, other that those Daniel already had. She explained that she had spoken to Sophie on the phone when they were arranging to surprise him. They had met at a coffee bar close to where Daniel lived, before walking the short distance to his flat. Sophie had worn wrap-around sun glasses the entire time, only changing them for her mask in Daniel's bathroom, so Nadia hadn't seen her face properly. Sophie had explained her secrecy only by saying that what she was doing with Daniel might be regarded as inappropriate by people who knew her in her working life. Nadia hadn't pressed her on this. Nadia did, however, say she was surprised by Sophie's sudden change of mind about Daniel, because, in her opinion, Sophie seemed to really like him, and it was quite obvious that she had enjoyed the punishment session they had all shared. 
 
      
 
    Daniel thanked Nadia, and Nadia did say that she would be happy to deal with him on the odd occasions when Jakub was away, but other than that, she would remain loyal to Jakub. This wasn't what Daniel needed. 
 
      
 
    Sophie really had disappeared, and it left a huge void. Daniel suffered mood swings, between depression and anger at the way Sophie had abandoned him. She had teased him, aroused him, then abandoned him. He didn't have the energy or will to pursue his quest in the weeks that followed, and apart from work, he became a little more reclusive than was healthy. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    It was about three months since Sophie had vanished from his life, and Daniel was beginning to pull himself together. He had chatted to Nadia a few time on the phone, and she had encouraged him not to give up. There were other ladies out there who would be happy to give Daniel what he needed, and he wouldn't find them by sitting alone in his flat watching the television. 
 
      
 
    Daniel was busy writing another spanking story. The television was on in the background, when, suddenly his ears pricked up. A woman was talking on a political talk show, and not only did her voice sound familiar, but also the phrase she used: 
 
      
 
    “I never make promises I can't keep, so, if I say I will do something, you can be quite sure it will be done.” 
 
      
 
    He dropped what he was doing to sit facing the TV. He had never taken much interest in politics, but he was sure that the attractive blonde lady currently talking about funding the health service was Sophie, and the more he listened to her silky, refined voice, the more convinced he became. He had to wait until the end of the show before her name was listed in the credits. She was Polly Pertwegan, and she was the newly elected member of parliament (MP) for Daniel's constituency.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    After researching Polly Pertwegan, Daniel discovered that she was educated at Oxford, thirty-seven, and divorced. She held surgeries on alternate Saturday mornings, and he decided to confront her. He made an appointment, via the internet, to talk to her using a fictitious name, a Mr Smith, who wanted to complain about the lack of parking facilities being allocated to a development of flats local to him. He had no intention of saying or doing anything that might damage her. His only motive was to re-establish contact with the lady he was besotted with. 
 
      
 
    He was nervous on the morning of the interview, and he tried to tell himself that he had nothing to be nervous about, it was Polly Pertwegan who was in for a surprise. When he was ushered into her office, her shock at seeing him was obvious, but she composed herself quickly. 
 
      
 
    “Mr Smith. Take a seat. I understand you have concerns about the proposed allocation of parking at the Dalton Hill development?” 
 
      
 
    “Not really,” he said, as he took a seat opposite her. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, then why are you here?”  
 
      
 
    “I just wanted to confirm that you are who I thought you were, and the look on your face as I walked was all the confirmation I needed.” 
 
      
 
    Polly Pertwegan was lost for words, and obviously having difficulty hiding her discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “I haven't come here to cause any problems,” he said, after a long pause. “You can rely on my discretion, that's a promise.” 
 
      
 
    “I'd very much appreciate that,” she replied, looking anxious, “politicians invariably make enemies, some of whom will be only too happy to exploit the slightest hint of anything that might result in negative publicity.” 
 
      
 
    “They won't get anything from me. In case you've mislaid it, this is my phone number.” He slipped a piece of paper across the desk. 
 
      
 
    “Do you still have my keys?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    She nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Then I'll let you get on with your surgery. Thank you for seeing me.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    It was almost a week before he received the text message he had been hoping for: 
 
      
 
    I would be pleased to visit you this coming Saturday at 12.00am, and with the same arrangements as we had previously, so you will be naked and helpless, over the spanking bench when I let myself in. Please confirm by return. 
 
      
 
    Polly x 
 
      
 
    He already had his reply written: 
 
      
 
    I can confirm that I will be secured, naked, over the spanking bench when you arrive. But perhaps, now that circumstances have changed, you will release me after my punishment instead of leaving me to release myself? 
 
      
 
    Daniel x 
 
      
 
    She replied within minutes: 
 
      
 
    I'll consider it. Perhaps it will depend on how well you take your punishment :) 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Daniel experienced a different flavour of fear, as he heard the key rattling in the door to his flat. As instructed, he was naked and secured over the spanking bench, and at the mercy of the lady who had just let herself into his flat.  
 
      
 
    Polly Pertwegan looked sensational when she stepped into the punishment room. This time there was no mask, as her cool, blue eyes drifted over the naked body offered, helpless, for her to punish. She was wearing a figure hugging, short, black dress, that left no doubt that she had a superb figure. Her classically beautiful, angelic face was in complete contradiction to the punishment she was about to administer.  
 
      
 
    She slowly circled him a few times, then stooped down to look into his frightened eyes. Now, without the mask, Daniel could see her excitement more clearly. She was revelling in his fear, and the prospect of the punishment she was about to inflict on him. 
 
      
 
    “Daniel, Daniel, Daniel,” she said quietly, as she pushed the rubber ball of the gag into his mouth, “You've been such a naughty, naughty, boy.” She tightened the straps of the gag, forcing the ball further into his mouth.  “What an earth were you thinking when you made a fraudulent appointment to see your MP? Such behaviour needs to be punished, don't you agree?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded his head, unable now to speak. 
 
      
 
    “Severely punished, Daniel, very severely punished,” she whispered. Her face was close to his, and he could feel her sweet, warm breath on his face. She held his frightened eyes for a few long seconds, drinking in his fear, then rose to her feet and left the room. She returned a few moments later flexing a cane. 
 
      
 
    Without another word, she took her position, then measured the cane across his helpless, up-thrust, bare bottom. He braced himself for what he sensed would be the caning of his life. 
 
      
 
    “I'm told that I look sweet and innocent, Daniel,” she said, as she adjusted her footing, and the cane gently tapped his helpless bottom. “I'm told that I look as if I couldn't hurt a fly. I use it to my advantage to disarm my political opponents. But behind my gentle facade, I'm as hard as stone, as they find to their cost.” 
 
      
 
    She continued to gently tap his bottom as her eyes, now hardened, fixed on her target. 
 
      
 
    “But you're a special case, Daniel. You're the person I feel free to show just how cruel I can be. No more secrets.” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The caning began with a ferociously hard stroke across the centre of his bottom. It bit sickeningly deep into his naked bottom cheeks with a fierce burn that defied description. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Before he had even started to comprehend the severity of the stroke, a second line of white hot fire joined the first. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    It was a caning at a new level. Very hard, merciless, and absolutely unbearable. After just three strokes, muffled shrieking was bubbling past the ball gag. His feet were gyrating pointlessly, and clutching at air. His head was shaking from side to side, in a pathetic attempt to dissipate unbearable agony. His bottom was wriggling wildly, within the restraints of the spanking bench. The joints of the spanking bench creaked as he desperately tried to struggle free. 
 
      
 
    The caning continued. There was no mercy. He was in a blind panic. He had lost all count of the number of strokes he had taken, nor did he know how many more were to come. All he knew, as each stroke bit savagely into his blazing bottom, was that he could take no more. But he had no choice. He was at the mercy of a sadistic lady in her element. She had thrown aside all caution, and was administering the caning unimpeded by any inhibitions. She knew he needed it, and she knew it needed to be severe, very severe. 
 
      
 
    Daniel's world turned red. Agony on a level he had not previously believed possible engulfed him. He was aware of nothing other than unbearable pain, there was no room for anything else. Endorphins flowed, mixing ecstasy with agony.  
 
      
 
    The caning continued. Not one single area of his bottom had escaped the cut of the cane, so each stroke now sank into flesh that was already burning, adding to the fire. She was taking him to a place he had never been to, so far beyond unbearable, that it couldn't be put into words. The endorphin rush was now so intense, that he now craved for the severity of the caning to increase. As if reading his mind, his tormentor gritted her teeth, then put even more venom into what she had decided would be the final flurry of cane strokes. 
 
      
 
    The cane was tossed the floor. He felt the straps of his gag being loosened.  
 
      
 
    “Another twelve,” he gasped, as he spat the ball gag from his mouth, “harder!” 
 
      
 
    “Better make it another twenty-four, just to make sure,” she said, breathlessly, as she picked up the cane again. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He threw his head back, groaning, as she caned him as hard and mercilessly as she could. Polly was gasping with the effort she put into each stroke, as twenty-four excruciating strokes added to the furnace in less than a minute.  
 
      
 
    Now it really was over. The cane was tossed to the floor, and she was grappling urgently with his restraints almost before it had hit the floor. He was free within seconds, breathless and covered with perspiration. No words were needed. She lifted her dress over her head, as he sank down onto his knees in front of her. As her dress was tossed onto the floor, he was clawing at her knickers. As he sank his tongue into the flood of her wetness, he looked up to see her shapely breasts being released from the constraints of her bra. He had an erection that was so hard that he felt it might explode. 
 
      
 
    “Deeper,” she gasped, as she grasped the hair on the back of his head to pull his tongue deeper into her. 
 
      
 
    His tongue ached as he strained to push further into her. She was groaning in pleasure, gyrating her hips, as he drank noisily from her. 
 
      
 
    “Now fuck me!" she gasped, as she pushed him away, then dragged him to his bedroom. The resultant orgasm was mind-blowing. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “I've never fucked an MP before,” he said, half an hour later, as they lay side by side in his bed. His bottom was still burning and throbbing, and he felt great. 
 
      
 
    “You'll soon get used to it. This one likes it hard and often,” she replied, as he felt his erection stirring.  
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
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