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STORY ONE

MAINTENANCE CANINGS

CHAPTER ONE

He'd been in suspense, exited, most of the afternoon. He was waiting for a reply from Miss Martin, a professional disciplinarian, who would instruct him to report to her for another caning. Hugo had been regularly visiting professional ladies for punishment, for a good part of his adult life, and Miss Martin was his absolute favourite. She caned with passion, and there was no doubt that she loved to do so, and the most painful canings he had ever received had been at her hands. Eventually Hugo received the email he'd been waiting for. He glanced around the office to check that he was unlikely to be observed, then opened the email:

Dear Hugo,

How nice to hear from you. I hope you are well and are still savouring the benefits of your last caning. However, I am confused by your email. Why have you told me that Paco Silva will be the flamenco guitarist at next Monday's dance class?

Kind Regards,

Miss Martin

Hugo was confused himself, but only for a second, before he realised what he must have done. The colour drained from his face and his world was thrown into turmoil. He must have sent Miss Martin the email he had meant to send to his dance class, meaning that he could have sent his request to be caned to the forty-seven members of the flamenco dance class he ran with Victoria. His hands were shaking as he recovered the 'sent' email to his class. He hoped for a miracle as opened it:

Dear Miss Martin,

Thank you for administering the bare bottom caning I so richly deserved two weeks ago. I have to report, however, that I am still having the same wicked thoughts and the cane marks have almost faded. Perhaps you could suggest a remedy?

Kind Regards,

Hugo

He sat at his desk, stunned. If only he could turn back the clock. He knew he was hopeless at multi-tasking. That morning in the office, he had had three windows open on his PC. The first was the sales chart he was being paid by his employer to audit, the second was a newsletter he was composing for his dance class members, and the third was an email to Miss Martin. He had promised himself he would never correspond with her from work, but this morning the urge to seal his fate with her had been irresistible. And now this. He had copied and pasted text into the wrong emails. If the floor could have swallowed him up at that moment, he felt he would prefer that to having to face his dance class next Monday evening.

He got himself a coffee, then tried to think rationally about what he should do. The only answer he could come up with would be to claim that his computer had been hacked. Feeling slightly better, he composed another email to his dance class:

Dear Members,

I have just discovered that my email password has been compromised and you may have received a joke email from one of the 'comedians' who I have the misfortune to work with. Please delete and disregard anything that purports to be from me in the last few hours. I have now changed my password and I trust my account is now secure.

Look forward to seeing you all on Monday, when our guest guitarist will be Paco Silva.

Keep dancing,

Hugo

He felt a little happier as he read through his email. It was believable, he thought, so all he had to do now was to appear to have forgotten about it, hoping that his class would do the same. He sent the email, then considered the matter dealt with and closed. He arrived back at home feeling more relaxed about the issue. He then sent an email to Miss Martin, explaining what had happened. Later that evening the reply he received from her certainly helped him forget about having to face his dance class:

Dear Hugo,

What a careless young man you are. I will address this carelessness, as well as the continuation of your wicked thoughts when you next report to me. You obviously need to be punished more severely as a matter of urgency, so I suggest you contact me without delay.

Yours Sincerely,

Miss Martin

As he was re-reading her email, his laptop beeped, signalling the arrival of another email. Probably spam, but he thought he might as well check before going to bed.

Dear Hugo,

I was fascinated by the email I think you send out accidentally today. I did wonder if it was a hoax, but I was curious, so I did a search for Miss Martin, only to discover that there is a Miss Martin who advertises herself as a professional disciplinarian. She specialises in administering the cane and operates in this very town. I think, Hugo, that your email to Miss Martin was real, but accidentally sent to the wrong address.

Fear not, Hugo. I'm not planning to share my suspicions with any class members, well not for the time being. You must be wondering who I am? Perhaps I'm your most beautiful female student? I'm not going to tell you, yet, but I will confess to have enjoyed watching you dance, in your very tight trousers, and thinking how much fun it would be to slap your firm, shapely, bottom.  And now I discover that you obviously need to have it caned!

I do promise discretion for the time being, but I would like a reply.

Miss Discretion X

Hugo didn't sleep well, but more was to follow in the morning when he checked his emails again. He had another anonymous message:

Hello Hugo,

My word, that was far more interesting than your usual newsletters!

Why pay Miss Martin to cane you when you have a lovely lady, right under your nose, who would be delighted to cane your bare bottom free of charge. Do think about this offer, Hugo.

I always look forward to seeing you on Mondays, but next Monday I will even more so.

I look forward to your reply.

Ms Guesswho x 

* * *

Hugo had met Victoria and her husband, Danny, while he had been on holiday in Cordoba, Spain, a few years earlier with his then girlfriend, Zara. Hugo and Victoria discovered they shared a passion for flamenco. Victoria loved to dance and Hugo played classical guitar and was experimenting with flamenco guitar. They all lived close to each other back in England, and the idea of starting a flamenco class was born. Zara had initially been jealous of Victoria's shared passion with Hugo, and this was not helped by the fact that Victoria was a beautiful woman with a great figure and amazing grace on the dance floor. With her shiny, shoulder length black hair tied back in a bun, Victoria looked every bit a Spanish flamenco dancer, and as a pair on the dance floor, Hugo and Victoria looked stunning. However, Victoria and Hugo had convinced their respective partners that their relationship would be strictly business, and they were true to their word. Now, two years later, the fledgling enterprise was beginning to prosper and student numbers had steadily increased to almost fifty, mainly female students of dance, and the prospect of Hugo soon needing to give up his day job to run the flamenco class was being considered by himself and Victoria. 

Victoria and Hugo's relationship had remained purely professional, even though Victoria and Danny had split up a year after her partnership with Hugo had started, while Hugo had never settled down with any girlfriend in particular, and Zara had long since split up. However, Hugo and Victoria had the business sense to keep their relationships with his mainly female client base also strictly professional. Many of his students were very attractive, and as a fit, good-looking and solvent young man, he could probably have had his pick, but he made it a rule to resist. The intrusion of his accidental email into the running of the club, now threatened to undermine that.

Hugo had been very secretive about his craving to be punished. He had been visiting professional dominant ladies for spankings and canings for most of his adult life. It resulted in him more often than not having the marks of a recent thrashing decorating his bottom. This, in turn, made close relationships very difficult if he wished to keep his spanking activity secret. Now his secret life was at risk.

Hugo decided it would be best if he ignored the two anonymous emails. If anyone at the class mentioned the email to Miss Martin he would remain adamant that it had not been sent by him, and that his email address had been hacked by a mischievous office colleague. In time, he expected, the whole thing would blow over, but this would prove to be wishful thinking.

CHAPTER TWO

Hugo had been nervous during the class the following Monday, but he thought he'd managed to conceal his anxiety. None of his students mentioned the Miss Martin email, but he did feel that the eyes of some of his students were watching him with some curiosity, but perhaps it was his imagination. It was only when Victoria and himself were locking up that the email was mentioned.

“What did you think of Paco Silva, the guitar player?” he asked her.

“He was OK, but no better than you. I think we could have saved the money.”

“Well, perhaps, but I haven't been practising enough lately.”

“Perhaps you should, Hugo. You're a good player, and we need to watch the money, especially as you're about to give up your day job.”

“Yes, I suppose you're right, as usual.”

“Anyway, what was that email all about?” she asked.

“What email?” he replied, trying to pretend he'd forgotten.

“The one about Miss Martin and the cane.”

“Oh, you must mean the one that was sent out by one of my work colleagues,” he replied, trying to sound casual. “Somehow, he got hold of my password. It was a childish prank. I've changed the password, so it won't happen again. None of the class seem to have paid any attention to it.”

“You should have heard them in the changing room,” said, Victoria. “some of them think the email was real.”

“Well, it wasn't,” he replied, trying to sound indignant, but aware that his face was flushing. “I work with this clown, Charles Braithwaite. He sent it as a joke, and not a very funny one. He's always doing stupid things like that. We had a big row about it”

“OK,” said Victoria. “It doesn't matter. I just thought I'd mention it. I can't see that it will harm our trade. Who knows, it might even  give it a boost.”

“You don't believe the email was real, do you? It was just a stupid joke.”

“If you say so, Hugo,” she said, smiling.

The following day Victoria's observation was confirmed when he received another email from Miss Discretion:

Hello Hugo,

You looked nervous last night. I wonder why?

Was it perhaps because you were wondering how many of your class believed your story about the email to Miss Martin being a joke? I'm afraid to tell you, Hugo, that from what I heard in the changing room, quite a few don't believe it. In fact some of them were wondering if your shapely and firm bottom was red from a recent spanking. I kept out of it, but I have to confess that I was wondering too.

I can also tell you that two of your class, both lovely ladies, announced in the changing room that they would be more than happy to spank your bottom if given the opportunity. You might have heard the laughter that followed. I kept out of it, Hugo. After all, as my name suggests, I will be discreet, for the time being.

I don't believe your email account was hacked, Hugo. I'd like a reply.

I look forward to hearing from you.

Miss Discretion x

Hugo was now very concerned, he was beginning to feel like he was being blackmailed. However, the email also excited him, and he was almost tempted to explore the idea of replying positively. But if he did his secret would be a secret no more. He had concealed his desire to be punished as if his life depended on it, and his instinct told him that he should continue to do so. Also, he owed it to Victoria to keep his relationships with their pupils purely professional. It would probably be best if he ignored it, but he felt he had to do something to bring this matter to a close. He composed and sent an email he hoped would put an end to it:

Dear whoever you are,

I would normally ignore anonymous emails, but as you are persisting in your mistaken assumptions regarding my personal life, I will, in this case, reply in order to put an end to further speculation.

My computer at work was hacked into by a work colleague, Charles Braithwaite, who has a twisted sense of humour. I was careless with my password. The email relating to a Miss Martin was a hoax, composed and sent by him without my knowledge.

I trust this puts an end to this matter.

Hugo

Charles Braithwaite was a name he had plucked out of the air when he'd been confronted by Victoria. His hope was that in giving his fictitious work colleague a name, it would add some substance to his claim. He went to bed that night reasonably happy that the matter was now closed, and when, by the end of the week he had received no more anonymous emails, he felt able to get back to life as normal. He made an appointment to report to Miss Martin for a sound caning the following Tuesday evening, and the anticipation of that was enough to take his mind well away from any other problems. He wasn't expecting the email that was waiting for him to read on Saturday morning:

Dear Hugo,

'Oh! What a tangled web we weave, when we practice to deceive.'

I like that quote. Do you?

It comes from a play by Sir Walter Scott, about the folly of perpetuating a lie.

You see, Hugo, I was quite sure about my judgement of you. So much so, that I phoned your company, asking to speak to your mischievous colleague, Charles Braithwaite. I just knew he didn't exist. You made him up.

Now, why would you lie about that? I can only think of one reason. You are still attempting to perpetuate the lie that the email to Miss Martin was a hoax.

But don't worry, Hugo. I'll keep my discovery to myself, for the time being, but I'm not going away.

Now read this carefully, Hugo. You can rest assured that you can rely on my discretion, but only if you behave yourself. I don't want to read any more lies. I want you to now be honest with me. Admit to me that you need to visit Miss Martin to be caned. Who knows, you might feel better about yourself if you 'come out' to me.

I expect to hear from you very soon.

Miss Discretion x   

Hugo greeted the email with dismay, but a part of him was also excited. The collision between the two sides of his life refused to be brushed under the carpet. Miss Discretion was determined not to go away, and was now clearly threatening to share her proof of his deception with others. He felt he had no choice but to, as she put it, 'come out'. It was, for the first time in his life, time to be totally honest with an acquaintance about his secret life. As he began to compose his email to Miss Discretion, he found that she had been right. He began to feel better about himself:

Dear Miss Discretion,

I feel I have no option to be frank with you. I hope I can trust you to live up to your name.

I'll go back to my late teens, when I first discovered being excited at the idea of being punished by a member of the opposite sex. I don't know where it came from, and I thought it might pass, but it didn't. It grew into a strong desire. I didn't share my feelings with anyone as I was frightened I would be ridiculed.

I soon discovered that it was possible to visit professional ladies who were more than happy to administer the discipline I craved, and after taking ages to find the courage to report for my first punishment, I was hooked. I learned from these professional ladies that I was far from alone in my desires, but the need to keep this side of my life secret from friends and family was now entrenched.

My need for strict discipline has gradually progressed to me needing more severe punishment, and I now submit to canings and whippings of a severity that might shock some people. So I would ask you, sincerely, now that I have been honest with you, not to play games with me, and tell me what exactly you want. I have no desire to shock or embarrass anyone at the class, or anywhere else.

I still don't know who you are. Perhaps it's better if it stays that way. I have a responsibility to myself and others to keep the class running smoothly

Your sincerely,

Hugo

It was a big moment for him when he clicked on 'send'. For the first time in his life he had 'come out' to somebody who was not a professional disciplinarian. Perhaps, if Miss Discretion was true to her word, he had finally brought this matter to a close. Perhaps she had had her fun wielding the bit of power she had over him, and now she would let him get on with his life. His guess, however, was that he would hear from her again, and if he was honest with himself, part of him hoped she would. She replied the following day, Sunday:

Well done, Hugo. That wasn't so bad, was it? You can be sure that my lips are sealed for the time being, but I would like to continue our dialogue. Your need to be punished interests me, and I'd like to know more about it.

What exactly happens when you visit Miss Martin? What wicked thoughts were you referring to in your email to her? I want to know all the details. You can rest assured that your secrets are safe with me, Hugo, as long as you are a good boy and do as you are told.

I look forward to your reply.

Miss Discretion x

Hugo was outraged. Miss Discretion was blackmailing him, and it was a dreadful feeling. But it was also still exciting him. He racked his brains as to who she might be, but he didn't have a clue. There were a lot of female pupils on his mailing list, and it could be any one of them. Several of them were really beautiful, and he wondered if it might be one of those. He spent some time thinking about how to reply, before sending an email:

Dear Miss Discretion,

What you are doing is nothing short of blackmail. You refer to my wicked thoughts, but you are being wicked yourself. Where is all this leading?

Hugo

She replied within the hour:

Oh, Hugo, what a cold, blunt message!

You can continue to rely on my discretion as long as you are a good boy, and sending me such messages will not help you.

Yes, I am wicked. I didn't realise just how wicked I am until I started having fun with you.

Now, I insist that you apologise at once, and tell me exactly what happens when you visit Miss Martin, and what wicked thoughts you are punished for. Also, I want to know when you are next reporting to her for punishment.

Now, be an obedient boy, Hugo, and do as you're told, otherwise you risk Miss Discretion changing her name to Miss Indiscretion.

Miss Discretion x

He was alarmed by her response. He felt she was dragging him into a net, and still didn't know what her intentions were. But he felt compelled to reply promptly:

Dear Miss Discretion,

I apologise if I came across as cold and blunt. It's just that I'm very concerned about where all this is leading, and what your intentions are.

I'm visiting Miss Martin next Tuesday evening. On previous visits she requires me to sit, facing her, at her desk, while she lectures me about my wicked thoughts, then she orders me to strip naked. I am secured over a sturdy wooden structure, called a whipping bench. Once secured, I am helpless. She then applies a cane to my bare bottom. The canings are hard, very painful, and the last caning consisted of twenty-four strokes, leaving marks on my bottom that lasted for almost two weeks.

With regard to my 'wicked thoughts', I'm ashamed to confess they relate to spying on ladies in changing rooms, but I must stress that this is just a recurring fantasy, and I have not, and would never practice such behaviour.

I've been very frank with you. Perhaps you could now inform me of where all this is leading?

Kind Regards,

Hugo

She replied thirty minutes later:

Dear Hugo,

I am shocked by your fantasy. So that's what's going through your mind at the flamenco class when we ladies are changing!

I don't yet know where this is leading, but in the immediate future it is leading to a really severe caning from Miss Martin, and just to make sure it really is a good, hard, caning, I want you to email her tonight, explaining that you have confessed to a lady in your class that you have wicked fantasies about spying on them in the changing room. I want you to tell Miss Martin that the lady in question has requested that the caning she administers on Tuesday should be VERY SEVERE INDEED. I want you to send a draft of your email to me for approval, before you send it to Miss Martin. Once approved, you will send it to Miss Martin, and copy it to me, so I can be sure you have followed my instructions.

I trust my instructions are quite clear.

Miss Discretion x

What a conflicting cocktail of emotions were stirred in Hugo's head, as he digested her instructions. Outrage, fear, and excitement were the predominantly in the mix. He knew he had to comply, so he got to work right away:

Dear Miss Martin,

I have confessed my wicked thoughts to a member of my class. I don't know exactly who she is, but she communicates with me only by email, and calls herself Miss Discretion. She was perceptive enough to realise exactly what was going on when I accidentally sent my class an email meant for you, and it seems that Miss Discretion approves of you caning me. She has insisted that, in view of my wicked thoughts, which obviously involve her, I should ask you to make sure the next caning I receive from you is very severe indeed, so that is my request. I fully deserve the most severe caning you have ever given me. Miss Discretion has also requested that I send a copy of this email to her so she can be quite sure that it has been sent. I hope this meets with your approval.

Kind Regards,

Hugo.

Before he could change his mind, he sent the draft to Miss Discretion. She replied within minutes:

Perfect. Send it at once, and send me a copy of Miss Martin's reply.

Hugo was frightened. Things seemed to be getting out of hand. He was no longer in control of his life, it was being controlled by an anonymous lady, who was gradually drawing more details of his secret life from him, but not telling him why. He felt he had no choice but to comply. He shuddered in dread as she sent the email to Miss Martin, knowing she would be only too happy to administer a very severe caning. She confirmed this when she replied the following day:

Dear Hugo,

I will be only too happy to administer the very severe caning that Miss Discretion, quite rightly, thinks you deserve. How fortunate you are to have such a sensible lady in your class. I look forward to seeing you on Tuesday.

Kind Regards,

Miss Martin

CHAPTER THREE

Hugo was always frightened in the lead up to a caning, and never more so than when he was reporting to Miss Martin. Today he was terrified. Miss Martin was renowned as a hard and proficient caner, and Hugo knew that she had never caned him as hard as she was capable of. Even so, the canings he had received from her to date had been increasingly painful. The last caning had been excruciating. She had administered twenty-four strokes with a senior kooboo cane, and it had left his poor bottom striped for almost two weeks. Miss Martin had told him that the caning had been moderate, and warned him that she was capable, and particularly enjoyed, administering more severe canings, so he should be careful what he asked for.

As Hugo approached Miss Martin's house, at just three minutes before his appointment, he could think of little else other than her reply to the email he had sent her the previous Sunday evening.

Hugo was incapable of letting people down. It was built into him to be a person of his word. If he said he would do something, he would do it, always. But today, as he walked up the path of Miss Martin's secluded, detached house, his resolve was tested as never before. He was tempted to turn, and run away. He reached her front door. He feared his bladder might fail him as his trembling hand reached for the bell push. He pressed it. He heard the bell ring inside, then footsteps from inside. It was too late to run.

It had been quite obvious to Hugo, from the first time he had met Miss Martin, that she loved her work as a disciplinarian. She was always pleased to see him, and she always greeted him at her front door with a look which said: 'I'm really looking forward to caning your bare bottom, young man'. This evening she seemed more pleased than ever to see him, and he knew why. Miss Martin was never happier than when she was caning bare bottoms hard, and that that was exactly what she was about to do.

Miss Martin, he guessed, was in her mid forties. She had a shapely, but sturdy figure, and was tall, at almost six feet, so she looked down at Hugo. She worked out regularly at the gym, so was supremely fit and strong. She had classical good looks, high cheek bones, and piercing hazel eyes. She had dark hair, which she normally had pinned back in a severe bun, and she had a truly sadistic smile. She was a self-confessed absolute sadist, but assured her clients that she would respect their wishes and limits as agreed before punishment was administered. However, she had a firm rule that, once the punishment had been agreed, it would be administered in full, no matter how much pleading there was to the contrary, unless she deemed it unsafe to continue on medical grounds. The recipients inability to cope with pain, she made clear, would never be accepted as a valid reason to stop a thrashing, and cries of agony, she confessed, were music to her ears. Therefore, she did not offer safewords. Her philosophy was quite simple: ‘Punishment is supposed to hurt, and the more it hurts, the better the punishment.' All this was made quite clear to every one of her clients before she would agree to meet them.

“Exactly on time, Hugo,” she said, smiling, as she stood aside to allow him in, accepting his offered envelope containing her fee.

“Very wise, in the circumstances,” she said, as she closed the door behind him. “Come with me.”

His legs felt as they might fail him, as he followed her to the punishment room he was only too familiar with. Miss Martin was wearing a pleated, black skirt, and a short-sleeved, white blouse. Her clothing, he assumed, was chosen so as not to impede the swing of her cane.

“There's no need for me to lecture you today,” she said, as he followed her into the punishment room. “You know why you are to be caned, so  I intend to do so without delay. We can talk after your punishment.”

Hugo shuddered as he took in the room. The sinister, sturdy, black, whipping bench stood in the centre of the sparsely furnished room, with its multiple black leather straps hanging open, ready to embrace him. Once secured, with head down, and bare bottom up, he knew there was no escape. Miss Martin could wield her cane with vigour, reassured that the bare bottom under her gaze could wriggle and writhe in agony, but would remain perfectly presented for punishment, no matter how desperate the effort to escape.

“Take your clothes off, Hugo,” she said, as she turned to face him. “All of them. This will be a very special caning today, and I want you completely naked for it.”

With rising dread, and wondering for the hundredth time why he craved to subject himself to such agony, Hugo began to remove his clothes. As he did so, Miss Martin took them from him, folded then, the put them on one of the four chairs at the side of the room. Trembling with fear, as he continued to undress, his eyes drifted to the array of canes, whips, tawses and straps, that hung from a row of hooks on the wall. One, or more of these implements were about decorate his helpless bare bottom.

It was all happening too fast for him. Less than two minutes earlier he had been walking in the street, free to do what he wanted. Now he was naked, and Miss Martin had taken a firm grip of his arm, and was leading him towards the ominous whipping bench.

“I don't think I can go through with this,” he sobbed, as panic welled up inside him.

“You are going to be caned, Hugo,” she said, with no doubt in her voice, as the grip on his arm hardened. “It's quite normal to be frightened, but it’s what you need, and I'm going to ensure you receive it.”

He was powerless to resist, as she pulled him firmly over the whipping bench. Within seconds she was securing him with the heavy leather straps, to his arms, wrists, lower back, thighs, ankles. As each strap was secured, his opportunity to escape became ever more hopeless. Less than thirty seconds later, he was secured, totally at her mercy, bare bottom thrust up, perfectly presented for punishment. Now she had him where she wanted him, she adjusted the tension of each strap at a more leisurely pace, making sure each strap was buckled tight, but not so tight to restrict his circulation. Miss Martin was a perfectionist, and very thorough in everything she did.

“I'm going to video today's caning, Hugo,” she said, as she stood back to review his position. “There has been some correspondence between Miss Discretion and myself today, and it was her suggestion that the caning should be recorded.”

“You're not going to send her a copy, are you?” he asked, horrified by the implications.

“Of course not, but I shall make a copy available to you, and I've already told Miss Discretion that I would have no objection to you sending her a copy, but that's up to you to sort out with her. I shall also keep a copy for myself. I like to watch recordings of my more severe canings between appointments.”

Hugo's mind was in a whirl. It was difficult for him to get his head around what was happening to him. In the meantime, Miss Martin had left the room, returning a few moments later with a tripod and a camcorder.

“But she's probably going to insist on a copy of the recording,” he sobbed in despair.

“As I said, Hugo, that's for you to sort out with Miss Discretion,” she said, absently, as she concentrated on adjusting the focus of the camcorder. “You've got yourself into this situation through your own clumsiness, so you have only yourself to blame. Anyway, I think you've got more important things to occupy your mind in the immediate future, I think you should mentally prepare for the caning of your life.”

Hugo was absolutely terrified. He heard a beep from the camcorder, suggesting that the recording had started. Miss Martin checked everything was in order with the equipment, before walking across the room to select a cane from her array. She selected a senior kooboo cane, then turned to face Hugo. His heart began to thump as she flexed the cane, smiling wickedly. She was obviously relishing the next few minutes.

“So, Hugo, you've admitted to me that you are still having wicked thoughts involving spying on your class in the changing rooms, and you've requested that I cane you more severely than I have ever caned you before. I shall now grant you your request.”

“I've changed my mind, Miss,” he sobbed. “My request was made because I was under pressure from Miss Discretion. I didn't mean it.”

“It's too late to backtrack now, Hugo. You've made your request, in writing, and I have no intention of going back on my promise to administer the caning you have requested. You will receive thirty-six strokes, administered with severity. Twenty-four with this cane, then the final twelve with a heavier dragon cane. Do you have anything to say before your caning begins?”

“Please don't cane me so hard, Miss. I don't think I can take it.”

“In the circumstances, Hugo, you have no option but to take it.”

“Please, I beg you. I've made a mistake.”

“I don't want to hear any more excuses from you. If I do, I will increase the caning with the dragon cane to twenty-four strokes. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss,” he replied, miserably.

“I suggest you take a deep breath, Hugo. You are about to discover that I'm more proficient with the cane than you might have imagined.”

Hugo sobbed in dread as she took her position to his left. He flinched, involuntarily, as he felt the cane measured across his helpless bare bottom. Apart from his panic stricken breathing, there were several long seconds of silence, as Miss Martin's eyes hardened, and locked onto the twin globes of flesh she was about to set ablaze. The cane remained resting on the target area, as she adjusted her footing. He held his breath as the cane was raised.

SWISH-CRACK!

Hugo hissed air between his teeth, as the cane buried itself deep into his helpless flesh. The weight of the cane, combined with the ferocious energy that Miss Martin had imparted, caused the cane to momentarily bend to the contours of his bottom cheeks, before bouncing out to leave raised white tramlines. Hugo was obviously familiar with the fierce sting a cane can produce, but this was on another level. The white hot line of fire that seared across his bottom cheeks was excruciating beyond belief. There was no way he could stand even one more stroke.

“Please! No! I can't take it! Please!” he begged, pitifully.

SWISH-CRACK!

Her answer was to bring the cane down with perhaps even more venom. Hugo shrieked as another line of fire seared across his writhing bare bottom, just below the previous stroke. Fresh white tramlines sprung up on his wildly gyrating bottom cheeks, as the previous tramlines began to turn red.

SWISH-CRACK!

To a symphony of begging and shrieking, the caning continued, mercilessly. Hugo's desperate efforts to escape the clutches of the whipping bench caused his muscles to stand out like rods of iron. But his frantic, panic stricken, efforts were in vain. His wildly wriggling bottom cheeks remained perfectly presented, as Miss Martin continued to add vivid stripes, putting fierce venom into each burning stroke.

Hugo lost count of the strokes. The cane was soon revisiting already burning flesh, overlaying agony with even more. His shrieking became ever more desperate. His struggling more frantic, but Miss Martin showed absolutely no mercy. This is what she loved to do, and Hugo was getting what he had asked for.

There was a pause of about twenty seconds, when, after twenty-four fiery kisses of the cane, Miss Martin discarded the kooboo, then reached for the dragon cane.

SWISH-CRACK!

The heavier cane sank in deeper. The eye-watering sting was, unbelievably, even more excruciating. Even though it was a stiffer cane, the energy imparted by Miss Martin still caused the cane to mould itself to the contours of his bottom cheeks. Hugo's shrieking rose in pitch yet again. His futile struggling became ever more desperate. His head shook from side to side, and his feet clutched pointlessly at the air, as he failed, totally, to cope with the agony.

SWISH-CRACK!

Miss Martin was back in her stride, as the caning continued with increased venom. Her hard eyes never left his writhing bottom, as she continued to add vivid stripes. His desperate pleading was music to her ears, and encouraged her to put even more passion into the cane. The final three strokes, the hardest of all, were aimed into the sensitive crease, at the very top of his thighs. The resultant shrill shrieking brought a sadistic smile to her face.

It was over. Miss Martin replaced the canes on their hooks, with the feeling of satisfaction she always experienced after administering a really severe caning. Hugo would later notice the flushed smile on her face, as she looked into the camcorder lens, then said, “I enjoyed that.”

Hugo was left exhausted, dripping with sweat, and breathless, from his caning. After the restraining straps had been unbuckled, Miss Martin almost had to 'peel' his torso off the whipping bench, after which he sank down onto his knees, clutching his burning, throbbing bottom with both hands. 

“Why don't you take a shower, Hugo,” she suggested, “then join me in my office for tea?”

CHAPTER FOUR

Hugo's bottom was still hot, throbbing and very tender, as he hesitantly settled in his seat opposite Miss Martin in her office. He took a welcome sip of tea, and noted that Miss Martin looked happier than he had ever seen her. His own emotions were confused. He had been shocked by the severity of the caning. He had considered himself as somewhat a connoisseur of the cane, but he now realised that there was another level of agony altogether, and he had just taken his first step into it. Although the prospect of another caning like the one he had just received was terrifying, his instinct was already telling him that anything less might now be an anticlimax. There were already the first stirrings of craving for an even more severe thrashing.

“That was the most excruciating caning I've ever received, Miss,” he said, as he put down the cup. They had always enjoyed a relaxed chat after she had punished him.

“I'm delighted to hear it. That was my intention, that was about 85%, up until now I've been letting you off lightly at about 70%. My favourite canings are when I give it 100%. You've taken a step towards that, today.”

“You mean you like to punish even more severely?” he asked, incredulously.

“I most certainly do, Hugo,” she replied, smiling with delight at the prospect, “and I'm very much looking forward to your next step in that direction, if you are brave enough, or foolish enough, to take it.”

“Part of me craves to, but another part of me is terrified. I think the terrified part of me would win. I don't think I'll ever have the courage to ask for what I crave,” he replied, hesitantly.

She regarded him, thoughtfully, for a few moments, before speaking.

“There might be a way for me to help you make that step,” she said, “I could invite you to join my inner circle.”

“Inner circle, what's that?”

“I see many clients, Hugo, and very few can take thrashings of the severity I really enjoy administering. A select few of those have accepted an invitation to join my inner circle. They see it as a badge of honour to be held in such high regard by their disciplinarian. Like you, some of my inner circle would be too frightened to ask for the level of discipline that they crave, but as members, they have a duty to obey my instructions, that is a condition.”

Miss Martin maintained eye contact while she spoke, studying Hugo intently, reading his reaction.

“When I am in the mood to administer really severe discipline,” she continued, “and I do mean really severe, I will summons a member of my inner circle to report to me promptly, certainly within twenty-four hours. On these occasions the details of the punishment will be of my choosing, but there will be no fee involved. The obligation for having such privilege, is that members of the group are forbidden to report to anyone else for punishment without my permission. So I will generally know which of my group will be sore from a previous punishment, and which will be recovered enough for severe punishment.”

“So, if I was accepted as a member of this group, I could get a summons at any time.”

“You could indeed, and you would be expected to comply with the summons. Obviously, I would make an allowance for work, health, or other commitments, but a very good reason would be needed, otherwise you would risk being expelled from the group. I should add that the members of the group are not known to each other, only to me. Most want it that way.”

“Sounds very scary and exciting.”

“I also use members of the group to test new equipment and new implements. For example, I've just acquired an authentic replica of a Canadian prison strap, as yet, unused, and I'm having a special whipping bench made specifically for use with it. When I have taken delivery, I will summons one of the group to test the strap. In fact, I'll probably test it on most of them, before I start using it on other clients.”

“I've never heard of a Canadian prison strap. What's so special about them?”

“It will be easier to show you.” She opened a desk drawer, the removed the most fearsome strap Hugo had ever seen. It was a black, leather, strap, about 70cm long and 7.5cm wide, and fitted with a dark, wooden handle. The blade of the strap was perforated with numerous holes, and was made from very thick, dense leather, highly polished, with all corners and edges perfectly rounded and smooth. She handed it to him, and he was shocked by how heavy it was.

“My goodness, this will be excruciating!” he said.

“I do hope so,” she said, smiling. “There is one member of my inner circle, Simon, who has taunted me, saying that I will never be able to break him. I have to admit that I've not been able to with my current arsenal of implements, and I have tried quite hard. Perhaps my new prison strap will do the trick, it will be fun trying. I love punishing Simon, he insists on being well secured so he is totally helpless, and he's made me promise that if I ever do get him pleading for mercy, that I should do just the opposite, and thrash him even harder.”

“And will you?”

“Oh yes. We are both quite clear about the rules, set in stone by consenting adults, before he is rendered helpless. I always put 100% into Simon's punishment, and he's always asking for 110%.”

The passion with which she spoke confirmed that Miss Martin, although a delightful lady, was a complete sadist. He handed the strap back, wondering how long it would be before he felt it applied to his own bare bottom.

“So, Hugo,” she said. “You are invited to join my inner circle. Take time to think about it if you wish. As a member, you can continue to report to me as a fee paying client, so you will still have the opportunity to suggest what punishment you deserve, and have some control over the timing of your visits. But there will be times when I will summons you at a time of my choosing, to be punished on my terms. On these occasions you will be submitting to me totally, and giving up all control.”

“How many people are in your inner circle?”

“With you, it will be four.”

“And how often do they get a call from you?”

“That depends entirely on my mood, but it's not often that I go longer than a couple of weeks without feeling the need to issue a summons. You would be unlikely to get a call from me if I've seen you in the previous two or three weeks, as I like to have a relatively blank canvass to deal with, I like to watch colourful weals spring up on unmarked, pale flesh. Also, who I call might depend on the mood I am in. For example, if I want to work up a sweat during the thrashing, I might call Simon, but if I wanted to hear my recipient squeal and plead for mercy, and watch his bottom frantically wriggle and dance, then you might be the one who gets the call. So, Hugo, if you don't feel up to the sort of punishment that you will receive if you wait for me to call you, it might be a good idea to call me first to make a paying appointment. As I said, Hugo, have a think about it, but bear in mind that not many are invited to join my inner circle, and you may not get another invitation.”

“I don't need to think about it, Miss Martin. I accept your invitation. I just know I would regret not accepting such an offer.”

“Then you must make a promise, now, that you will comply with any instructions and summons that I issue to you. Regard it as an oath. You are handing control of your fate to me, with the certainty that I will discipline you severely for my own pleasure.”

“I promise, Miss Martin.”

“Then I'm delighted to declare you a member. Tears and pain lie ahead for you, but I'm quite sure that it's what you need, and being responsible for making those tears flow is my passion. How do you feel about that?”

“Honoured, terrified, excited. Especially excited that for the first time, I may be disciplined entirely for the pleasure of my disciplinarian and not for any financial gain.”

“I've always enjoyed dealing with you, Hugo, and I relish the opportunity to deal with you on my terms,” she replied, while smiling with delicious passion.

There were a few moments of silence, as Hugo inwardly shuddered, and wondered if he would live to regret his decision.

“So you have been corresponding with Miss Discretion?” he asked, eventually, as he shifted his weight uncomfortably on his sore bottom.

“Yes, she phoned me, and we had a nice chat. She seems to be a lovely young lady.”

“I don't know who she is. She's blackmailing me.”

“That's a rather harsh way of putting it. She's just toying with you, having some fun. I get the impression she's quite taken with you, and she just taking advantage of an opportunity that has arisen out of your clumsiness. Besides, you do know her, she's one of your flamenco group, you just don't know which one. She certainly seems interested in what I do.”

“I don't know why she won't reveal herself.”

“Nor do I, Hugo. Perhaps she's trying to decide if she would enjoy disciplining you, but she wants to be able to continue as before if she decides not to, in which case, she might find it easier without any baggage between you.”

“Do you know who she is?”

“She's told me her first name, but I've promised not to tell you. She wants to be able to reveal herself to you if and when she feels ready.”

“Will you be talking to her again?”

“A lot of questions, Hugo, but yes, probably, she said she might phone after I've dealt with you.”

“You won't let her have the copy of the recording you made today, will you?”

“No, Hugo. I shall make a copy for you, but no one else. I'll give it to you when I next see you.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Hugo had expected an email from Miss Discretion soon after his appointment with Miss Martin. He imagined she would want a report on how it had gone, and was surprised when he heard nothing. When three days later, he had still had no contact, his surprise had turned to disappointment. He realised that her emails had been exciting him, and now he wondered if she had lost interest. Perhaps he would now never know who she was.

Even three days after his most excruciating caning ever, he was still sore, and he had Miss Discretion partly to thank for that. The next flamenco class was uneventful, it appeared that his mistaken email was now yesterday's news. However, there was, unusually, full attendance, so he knew that Miss Discretion was definitely present, and she would know that he was wearing some very colourful cane marks under his trousers.

When, two weeks after his caning, he had still not heard from Miss Discretion, he assumed that her interest had faded, and that he would probably never know who she was. Part of him was sad, as the correspondence had excited him. However, his attention now turned back to Miss Martin. She had told him that she might consider him fit for punishment by about now, so it was now possible that she would summons him for discipline on her terms, and this was a terrifying and amazingly exciting prospect. He still had cane marks, but they had almost faded, and the soreness had gone. The less scary option was that he contact her to make an appointment on his terms before she called him, but this wasn't quite as exciting, and would also be subject to her quite high fee. He couldn't decide what to do.

Hugo's quandary was ended for him. He was at work on Tuesday morning, and it was now over three weeks since his last caning, and the marks had gone. Out of the blue, he received an email from Miss Discretion. He was apprehensive, but also excited as he opened it.

Hello Hugo,

You may have thought I'd forgotten about you. Well I haven't.

Are you free this evening, shall we say 7.00pm?

Miss Discretion x

It was a vague message, and Hugo was wary. Did this mean that she was about to reveal herself? He answered her email cautiously:

Dear Miss Discretion,

I could be free at 7.00 this evening, but perhaps you could tell me why you want to know?

Hugo

Her devious plan was revealed less than five minutes later, when he received an email from Miss Martin:

Dear Hugo,

You are to report to me at 7.00pm this evening. The bespoke whipping bench I have had made for use with the prison strap has been delivered and they are waiting to be tested on you.

I expect you to arrive promptly at the appointed time, and I know you are free, so I will not accept any excuses.

Acknowledgement of this summons is required at once.

Kind Regards,

Miss Martin

He felt the colour drain from his face. Miss Discretion and Miss Martin were obviously plotting together, and he'd been tricked. The prison strap terrified him, and tonight he would feel it applied to his poor bare bottom. He looked down to see his hands visibly shaking. He went to make himself a coffee, hoping it would calm him down. He returned with the cup, then reread Miss Martin's terrifying email. As he was doing so, his hands began to tremble again, then he received another email from her:

Hugo.

I am waiting for you to acknowledge my email. You were instructed to do so at once. Your position as a member of my inner circle requires total obedience, and you should be aware that failure to comply with my instructions will have consequences.

Sincerely,

Miss Martin.

His hands were shaking so badly, that the email needed correcting several times, as he hastily replied:

Dear Miss Martin,

Thank you for your email. I'm sorry for the delay in replying, I was caught by surprise by your email.

I acknowledge receipt and can confirm my attendance at 7.00pm this evening.

Kindest Regards,

Hugo 

His fate was sealed! Tonight he would throw himself at Miss Martin's mercy, for punishment on her terms, using her new prison strap. He shuddered as he remembered her telling him that she would summons him when she was in the mood to hear one of her recipients squealing. Also, what was Miss Discretion's role to be in all this?

Hugo had never been more terrified, or excited, as he was when he arrived at Miss Martin's door at the appointed time. He was quite sure that he was going to suffer the most excruciating thrashing of his life, helpless and totally at the mercy of a beautiful and sadistic lady. It excited him more that he could imagine that the punishment he would receive would be purely for the pleasure of his disciplinarian, untainted by the exchange of money. He also suspected that Miss Discretion might be in attendance, and that excited him as well. Perhaps he would find out who she was this evening. His hand was trembling as he reached for the bell push at exactly 7pm.

“On time, Hugo,” she said, crisply, as she opened the door to him, “Perhaps you should try being late one time, to find out what happens when I'm cross.”

His legs were unsteady, as he stepped into her lair. She closed the door behind him, then strode to her office with him in tow. She was dressed in a light beige, pleated skirt, and a white, short sleeved blouse, that perfectly presenting her lithe, shapely, athletic body. As usual, these were clothes that would not restrict her when administering punishment.

Once in the office, she sat at her desk, leaving him standing.

“Take your clothes off, Hugo, all of them. Fold them neatly, then leave them on my desk.”

Her eyes never left him, as he slowly removed his clothes. He could imagine she was savouring the agony she was about to inflict on his naked flesh. This was whole new experience for him. For the first time, there was no input from him, no suggestion that he should be caned, or how severely. This time he was here for her pleasure, on her terms. She was going to do exactly what she wanted, she was a complete sadist, and she had told him that she wanted to hear him squeal. He knew there would be no mercy. He craved to please her, but dreaded the pain he knew she would delight in inflicting.

Eventually, he stood naked before her, terrified and incredibly excited. She rose slowly to her feet, then slowly circled him, her eyes roaming his body, as if inspecting a new acquisition. She stopped behind him, and he felt the delicate touch of her hand on his right bottom cheek.

“You seem to recover quickly from punishment, Hugo,” she said. He felt her warm breath on his ear. “That's convenient. Come with me.”

This was it. Hugo felt that his bladder might fail him, as she left her office, totally confident that he would obediently follow her to the punishment room.

Miss Martin hadn't elaborated on the design of her new whipping bench, other than that it had been designed specifically for use with her new prison strap. The sight that met his eyes, as he followed her into the punishment room, caused him to stop in his tracks. At first, he thought it looked like a large, black, doll's house, with a pitched roof. A doll's house, of course, wouldn't need the array of thick, leather, retraining straps, that this sinister structure had.

“It's my own design,” said Miss Martin, smiling at his reaction. “I concluded that the prison strap would be more effective if brought vertically down from over my shoulder. It's a heavy strap, so gravity will help put more momentum into strokes. It's called a strapping bench.”

She took hold of his shoulder, then guided him towards her new acquisition. He was hesitant, holding back, as dread welled up inside him, but her grip was firm.

“Your head goes this end,” she said, as she firmly helped him mount the structure. To his dismay, he  quickly found himself with his bottom up, and his torso sloping down one side of the bench at an angle of about forty-five degrees, while his legs lay down the opposite side at a similar angle.

“I've designed it so your up-turned bottom is at about the height of my waist,” she explained, as she began securing him in position with the multitude of sturdy straps, “which is the perfect height for me to bring down the strap square and hard. It will also be interesting to try my tawses with this bench, but perhaps that will wait for another day.”

“I'm really scared, Miss,” he sobbed, “I'm not sure I can go through with this.”

“I would hope you are scared, Hugo,” she replied, cheerfully, as she tightened the last strap over the small of his back, rendering him totally helpless, bare bottom pushed up, perfectly presented.

“You should be scared,” she continued, as she stepped back to survey his presented bare bottom, “but there is no question of you not going through with it. You are to receive a sound thrashing with prison straps, and there is absolutely nothing you can do to prevent it.”

Why did she say straps he asked himself, with dismay. 

“Now I have you securely in position, and helpless, Hugo,” she said, as she began to slowly circle him, “I shall now tell you that I have, at last, managed to break Simon. I broke him over this very strapping bench with an enthusiastic application of my new prison straps.  Miss Discretion helped me. She volunteered as my assistant, and she's very good indeed. She is particularly proficient with the prison strap, and it was her idea for us to both strap Simon at the same time, from opposite sides. I thought it was such a good idea that I bought another prison strap. My goodness, you should have heard Simon howl when we got up to speed. He pleaded for us to stop, but of course, we didn't. We just laughed, then concentrated on thrashing him harder.”

Hugo was absolutely terrified. “Is Miss Discretion here, now?” he almost sobbed.

“She is indeed, Hugo, and I think we're ready to start, so I'll fetch her.”

“I've changed my mind, Miss Martin,” he pleaded, as panic welled up inside him. “I really don't think I can go through with this. Please let me go, Miss Martin, please, I beg you.”

“I do so love to hear men beg for mercy,” she purred, “and I haven't even started your punishment.”

With Hugo sobbing with dread, Miss Martin left the room. Hugo tugged at his restraints in a futile effort to escape, but it was hopeless. The restraining straps were totally unyielding. He was helpless, with his bare bottom thrust up, ready to be thrashed.

His heart began to pound when, a few moments later, he heard approaching footsteps. Miss Martin entered the room, carrying a prison strap. It looked even more terrifying than when he had first seen it. Then he caught his first sight of Miss Discretion, also carrying a prison strap. She was dressed in a figure hugging, shiny, black, latex cat suit, and wearing a cat woman mask. The only clues to her identity were that she was quite tall, had a superb figure, and had long, dark hair. Her lips were vaguely familiar, but she was wearing bright red lipstick, and smiling in delight at the sight of his helpless, naked body. He was too frightened to think rationally, but as they approached him, the height, and figure of Miss Discretion allowed him to rule out most of the class as being the lady in the cat suit, leaving just two or three possibilities.

“Miss D has decided to remain silent,” said Miss Martin, “She doesn't want you to recognise her voice, but after we've put some colour into your cheeks, we have decided to play a guessing game. Perhaps you'd care to treat Hugo to his first stroke with the prison strap, Miss D”

It was immediately obvious that Miss D was supremely confident in her role as a disciplinarian. She smiled, warmly at Miss Martin, then her eyes fixed on Hugo's up-thrust bare bottom, Still smiling, she reached across to gently caress the naked flesh she was about to set ablaze, before taking her position to his right. Miss Martin then took her position on Hugo's opposite side. Hugo was so frightened that he feared his bladder might embarrass him. Miss D lifted the prison strap to rest across the centre of Hugo's twin globes of naked flesh. He sobbed in dread as he registered just how heavy the sinister leather implement was. Miss D was in no hurry. With her eyes fixed on his upturned bottom, she carefully adjusted her footing. Hugo felt the prison strap being gently 'sawed' across his bottom, as she fine tuned her stance. With his head turned to the side, Hugo could see Miss D's face. Just fleetingly, she took her eyes away from his helpless bottom, to meet his. The briefest smile flickered across her lips, before her eyes returned to the task before her. He watched in horror as her smile faded, and her mouth hardened. He felt the strap lifted, saw Miss D's torso gracefully twist, as she raised the strap over her shoulder. He braced himself as Miss D grimaced, bringing the strap down with venom.

CRACK!

Hugo hissed air between his teeth, as his entire body shuddered from the impact of the heavy strap. The resulting sting was totally off the pain scale, covering both bottom cheeks, it intensified in the few seconds after impact to a level of agony he had previously not believed possible. It was beyond belief, insane! He was gasping in shock, still trying to come to terms with the excruciating pain, but failing, totally, and with his attention on Miss D, he didn't see that Miss Martin had now raised her prison strap.

CRACK!

The strap exploded across his fiercely burning bottom with even more venom. The flesh of his body rippled away from his bottom cheeks, as the heavy strap momentarily flattened them. The sting escalated into the stratosphere. Hugo's eyes bulged in disbelief.

“No! Please! No more! I beg you! I can't take this!”

CRACK!    

Wild panic surged through Hugo's brain, as the fierce fire in his bottom cheeks raged with ever more intensity. He began to struggle insanely against his restraints, sobbing with despair when his herculean efforts failed. His desperately writhing bottom remained resolutely up-thrust, waiting for the strap.

CRACK!

He was squealing now. It brought a smile of delight to Miss Martin. Hugo was in another world, where nothing intruded other than agony and his desperation to escape the burn of the strap.

CRACK!

The strapping of Hugo's bottom continued. No matter how much he howled, no matter how much he pleaded, no matter how much he struggled with the restraints, the ladies continued to methodically crack their prison straps down with merciless venom. His bottom quickly coloured to deep red.

They stopped after twelve strokes. To Hugo it had seemed an eternity, but the strapping had taken no more than a minute. It had been the most agonising minute of his life. His bottom remained burning and throbbing, and felt raw. He was covered with sweat from his futile attempts to escape, and his eyes were wet with tears.

As soon as his eyes had cleared enough for him to see, he saw that Miss D had put down her prison strap, but Miss Martin still held her prison strap ready for action. It wasn't over yet. He felt Miss D gently stroke his burning bottom, inspecting the results of her efforts. After a few moments, she withdrew her hand, then crouched down to look closely into Hugo's tortured eyes. Hugo noticed that her eyes were brown, but that didn't help identify her. However, there was something familiar about her smile, but the bright, red lipstick confused his scrambled brain.

“Now, Hugo,” began Miss Martin. “We've decided to play a guessing game. We want you to guess the identity of Miss D. If and when you guess correctly, then Miss D will have you to herself for a while. However, if you guess wrongly, or hesitate in making a guess, then I will administer a stroke with the prison strap. On the second wrong guess you will receive two strokes, and so on. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Miss,” he sobbed.

Miss D's face was only a few inches from his own. She was looking into his eyes, feasting off his fear, delighting in it. The smile was real, she was enjoying it.

“So, Hugo, put a name to Miss D. Your answer now,” demanded Miss Martin.

“Er, I think it might be Amanda,” offered Hugo, hesitantly, think of the first name that came into his head, of the three possibilities he had managed to come up with.

“Wrong answer.”

CRACK!

Hugo gasped in agony, as the hideous prison strap reignited the fierce burn. Miss D, smiling more broadly, watched his reaction with fascination.

“Try again, Hugo,” instructed Miss Martin.

“Emily,” he sobbed.

CRACK! CRACK!

“Try again.”

“Beatrice.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Hugo squealed, as the build up of sting passed unbearable across his tender bottom, but as he did, he just caught the sound of Miss D laughing, and he knew immediately who it was, his partner!

“It's Victoria,” he sobbed, with certainty.

“Correct answer, Hugo,” said Miss Martin, as she gently patted his bottom. “I think I'll make myself cup of tea. Take your time, Victoria, I have no other appointments.”

“Thank you, Diane,” said Victoria, speaking for the first time, “I'm very grateful for all you've done.”

“No problem. It's been fun. Make use of anything you like in here,” she said, as she studied Hugo's colourful bottom. “This can take more.” She patted his raging bare bottom with her hand, then left the room, closing the door behind her.

CHAPTER SIX

Victoria remained crouched down, observing Hugo's face, as his features gradually relaxed after the incredible sting of the strap began to fade, and he began to digest what he had just learned. Neither spoke for a good few minutes, as she studied his face. Eventually, she rose to her feet, then began to slowly circle him.

“Please, Victoria,” he said, while she continued to circle him, slowly, “I can't take any more, could you release me?”

“Miss Martin said you could take more, are you contradicting her. Shall I fetch her, and tell her?”

“No, no.”

“Then you can, and will, take more, Hugo.”

He could hear the smile in her voice, as she spoke. She was revelling in her dominance of him.

“This changes things, of course,” said Victoria, as she removed her mask, then stepped towards the array of canes, whips and tawses that hung from the far wall. “We can't unlearn what we now both know about each other, and we can't undo what has happened today, can we?”

“No, Victoria.”

“Nor will we be able to undo what is about to happen to you,” she said, as she selected a heavy tawse from the array of implements.

“Please, no, Victoria,” he pleaded, as she approached him with the tawse.

“I've had time to think about this change in circumstances, Hugo,” she said, as she took her position to his side, “Our relationship, obviously, can never be quite the same again, but I see no reason why our business can't continue. In fact, I have a feeling that, given our new understanding of each other, our business will thrive.”

CRACK!

He gasped, as she brought the heavy tawse down sharply across his very sore bottom, immediately reigniting the unbearable sting.

“There will obviously be changes to the way the business is run,” she continued, as she now took her position from his opposite side, “My first proposal, is that we have regular management meetings, just you and I, in private. Do you agree?”

CRACK!

“Yes, Victoria,” he squealed, as the fierce burn of another stroke, seared across his bottom.

“I also think that we need a very private room for our meetings, something like this room, with the same facilities. How does that sound to you, Hugo?”

“Well, yes, if you say so, Victoria.”

“I do say so, Hugo. It's part of my revised business plan, and I need you to embrace my plan with a little more enthusiasm. Perhaps you just need a something to motivate you.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!...

Victoria proceeded to administer a furiously hard tawsing. A dozen burning strokes rained down across his raging, writhing, bottom, as she gasped and squealed, after which, she changed side to administer another blistering dozen, from the other side.

“I'll tell Miss Martin I've finished with you,” she said, breathlessly, as she replaced the tawse on its wall hook. “Don't forget to thank her. We'll talk later.”

She was aroused, sexually, he knew it, and so was he. Victoria left the room, leaving him still secured over the strapping bench, with his upthrust bottom, burning and throbbing.

Elsewhere in the house, he could hear the voices of the ladies talking, but not what was being said. Eventually, he heard the front door being opened, then closed. A few minutes later, Miss Martin entered the room.

“What a charming and astute business partner you have, Hugo. I do hope you appreciate how lucky you are?”

“Yes, of course, Miss Martin.”

“I do wish you both well with your business, and I'm quite sure it will prosper under the revised business plan that Victoria has outlined to me.”

“I hope so, Miss Martin.”

“I have a feeling it will, Hugo, in which case, this could be my last opportunity to listen to you squealing, and watch you bare bottom writhing in agony.”

“Oh, please, no more, Miss Martin,” he pleaded, as she reached for the heavy tawse.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Hugo went to bed that night with the sorest bottom he had ever had. Miss Martin's parting gift had been another eye-watering thrashing with the tawse, a cup of tea, a copy of the video she had recorded of his earlier caning, and her sincere best wishes for the future. She did, however, remind him that he would remain a member of her inner circle, and that she would stay in touch with Victoria, and she might summons him for punishment if Victoria deemed it appropriate. He reflected that Miss Martin was a very kind, generous, and beautiful lady, who had embraced her sadistic streak. In short, she was a masochists dream.

Sleep was out of the question, initially, as he went through the extraordinary events of the evening, with his throbbing bottom as a constant reminder, but eventually he drifted off out of pure exhaustion.

As he carefully lowered his still incredibly sore bottom onto his office chair the following morning, his mind was on his business partner, Victoria. Over night, their professional relationship had changed dramatically and irreversibly. Two parts of his life, that he had carefully kept apart, had now collided. He had always found Victoria very attractive, but had forced himself to see her simply as his business partner. Now that had all been thrown up in the air. He wasn't even sure how he would react when he met her at next Monday's dance class. He obviously needed to talk to her before that to clear the air. As soon as he had opened his emails, he discovered that she had taken the initiative:

Dear Hugo,

We have things to talk about, and I suggest as soon as possible. If you're free, I suggest you come to my house for dinner this evening, shall we say, 7.00?

Victoria x 

He accepted at once.

* * *

He wasn't sure what to expect, but when she answered the front door, she looked stunning. She had obviously gone to the trouble of making herself look appealing, and had succeeded spectacularly. She was wearing a figure hugging white dress, that set of her superb figure to perfection. She wore sparing, tasteful make-up, and her smile made it clear she was very pleased to see him. But there was something else that was different about her, and as he stepped into her hall, he couldn't quite work out what it was.

“White or red?” she asked, after she had guided him to her comfortable lounge.

“I'd better not, thanks, I'm driving.”

“Take a cab. White or red?”

“OK, well, red then, please.”

She smiled, then returned with a bottle of his favourite Spanish red wine, 'Rioja', sat down next to him, then poured two glasses.

“To the success of our business, Hugo,” she raised her glass. As he raised his, he realised what was different about her: confidence. She seemed absolutely confident in what she was doing, and how he would react. Even before he had realised what was happening, she was now in control. It was scary, but also very exciting. He also, acknowledged to himself, as he looked into her eyes, how sexually attractive he found her. The rules had changed, and the rule of no sex with Victoria, his business partner, that had been embedded in his mind since the start of their business, now seemed fragile.

Over dinner, they talked about the dance class, expansion, and fixed a target date for Hugo to give up his day job. Victoria would give up hers later, hopefully within six months.

“How's your guitar practice coming along? I thought your playing at the last class was a bit ragged.” They were just finishing the delicious paella she had served.

“Oh, well, I've not had much time to practice lately.”

“Then I suggest you make time, Hugo,” she said, smiling, but sounding like his ex headmistress. “You are quite good enough for our classes, so we don't need to throw away money on guest players, especially while we are expanding the business.”

“Yes, of course, Victoria.”

“Good, I'm glad that's settled. I suggest you get on to that as a matter of urgency, and to help incentivise you, I'll invite for dinner again in two weeks. Bring your guitar, I'd like a private concert.”

“Yes, Victoria. I'll get onto it.”

“Excellent, that's a date, then,”she said, as she smiled. “I hope I'll be very pleased with your performance. I'd like to think that, with some encouragement, you could become a superb flamenco guitarist, and that will further help our business to prosper. ”

“I hope so, Victoria.”

“So do I, Hugo,” she said, as her cool eyes fixed on his, “and if your concert fails to delight me, then, obviously, there will be consequences.”

He was unable to hold her gaze, and looked down at his half empty glass. There were a few moments of silence, as she let her words sink in, then she rose to her feet.

“Come with me,” she said, patting him on the shoulder, “Let me show you the plans I have for my spare bedroom.”

Hugo had visited Victoria countless times before, but he'd never been upstairs. She'd lived in the same house she'd shared with her ex-husband, Danny, and kept it when they'd divorced. It was a smart, 1930s detached house, reasonably secluded, with a generous garden, including numerous mature trees. She led him to a fairly large, mostly empty room, at the rear of the house. There were a few old pieces of old furniture, and a few cardboard boxes filled with old books. The floor was bare floorboards.

“I've never been quite sure what to do with this room, but now I think, now that we have enhanced our business partnership, it could, with a bit of work, and few additions, be used when discipline is required.”

Hugo didn't know what to say.

“The ghastly wallpaper would have to go, eventually, of course, but it will suffice for the time being. After all, you won't be in here to admire the décor. The bare floorboards could stay, after a bit of a scrub. Most of the rest is junk, and will have to go to make some clear space, but this old table, I think, could be useful.”

She placed her hand on an old, small, quite sturdy, wooden, kitchen table.

“We bought this, second-hand, when Danny and I moved in. We were short of cash, so this had to suffice for a year, or two. I never really liked it, I thought it was a bit too chunky, but it seems to be very sturdily built, and I'm now pleased I didn't throw it out. I think, with the two legs at one end shortened, and with some imaginative use of rope, we could transform it into a serviceable whipping bench. What do you think?”

“Well, yes, but it's quite a lot to take in.”

“Of course it is,” she said, smiling, “but as I said yesterday, things have changed, and this is how it has to be from now on. You do want to continue our business together, don't you?”

“Well, yes, I do, but I'm just trying to get my head around everything.”

“Of course you are,” she continued, still exuding confidence. “I do have a few tools here, including a saw, that Danny left behind, so I can shorten the two table legs. I think your spare time will be better spent brushing up on your guitar playing. Do you agree?”

“Well, yes.”

“Good. I have had a while to think about all this, and the revised management structure might seem a little unorthodox, but I'm absolutely confident it will work. It will inject fresh energy into management decisions. The incentive to reach targets will be supercharged, I'll make sure of it, and the business, I am quite sure, will prosper.”

Hugo was speechless. There were several long seconds of silence. Victoria looked at her watch.

“My goodness, is that the time! Perhaps I should call you a cab.”

“That's OK. I think a walk would do me good. I'll collect my car tomorrow.”

At the front door, she gave him a gentle kiss on his cheek as he turned to sat goodbye.

“How's your bottom, by the way?” she asked, quietly.

“Very sore.”

This seemed to please her.

“It will be fun, Hugo, exciting, and, of course, painful. As I said, we can't go back to how we were before, but I need to be sure you are one hundred percent onboard with the new arrangements. Call me when you've had a think about it.”

He promised he would, then set off on the half hour walk home.

CHAPTER EIGHT  

During the walk home, Hugo realised that, although, on paper, Victoria and himself were fifty/fifty partners in the business, this was no longer be the new reality. She was taking over as his boss, and she would take pleasure in thrashing him to remind him. It was a huge change in his life. By the time he had reached home, he decided to embrace the new management structure, and he went to bed with a confused cocktail of emotions, including, fear, excitement, and relief.

The following morning, he walked to work, early, then sent an email to Victoria:

Dear Victoria,

I don't need any more time to think about your proposals for the business. I accept. I agree with you, that we can't go back to how we were. However, I do have a some concerns, and I'd like to talk through them with you.

Hugo x

She replied later that morning:

Dear Hugo,

I'm very pleased that our business can now proceed with my proposed new management structure.

We have details to discuss and a lot of work to do.

Phone me this evening, or better still, drop in. Your car is still in my drive.

Victoria x

A bit of him resented the way she was now issuing instructions, and he had his first doubts about the wisdom of what he was walking into, but his craving to be subservient was stronger than ever. It was something he would have to come to terms with. They would need to work out the details of the new arrangement together. He agreed to call in at 7.00 to collect his car, and have a talk about their plans, or was it going to be her plans?

* * *

Once again, she looked stunning when she opened the door to him. No mention had been made to suggest that sex might be part of their new relationship, but it seemed to Hugo that she was certainly sending out positive signals.

“I've already cut down the table legs,” she said, before she had even closed the front door. “Come and see.”

She set off upstairs, before he had finished taking off his jacket. He hung it up, then set off after her, unable to resist feasting on her provocatively swaying, shapely hips. Was she doing this deliberately, trying to arouse him he wondered, in which case she was succeeding. She opened the door to the new punishment room to reveal the old wooden table now placed in the centre of the room, with the legs at the far end shortened by about half a metre, resulting in the table top sloping down significantly.

“What do you think, do you think it will be strong enough?”

“Er, probably. It's made of very thick wood.”

“Well let's see if it's going to work. I need you over it so I can see where I can secure your wrists and legs.”

Without waiting for a reply, she took hold of his arm, then led him to the high end of the table.

“Obviously, you'll be naked when you are to be punished,” she said, as she coaxed him to bend over, so he was positioned over the top, with his bottom raised, and his head down lower.

“I think that will work rather well,” she said, as she stood back to look at his presented bottom. “Are you comfortable?”

“The edge of the table could do with something to cushion it,” he replied.

“Yes, I wondered about that, I'll fetch a pillow.”

She left the room, returning with a pillow.

“Off you get,” she instructed.

She placed the pillow over the high end of the table, then ordered him back over.

“Better?”

“Yes, that's better.”

“It's Ma'am, by the way,” she said, “when you are in this room for punishment, you will address me as Ma'am, from now on, so you might as well start now so you get used to the idea. You're not here to be punished today, but failure to address me correctly in the future will be a punishable offence. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Excellent. Our new business relationship appears to be falling into place nicely, Hugo,” she said, as she slowly circled him.

“Now, I want you to place your wrists against the front legs where they will be comfortable.”

“Yes, I think that will work,” she said, when he had done so. “I just need to acquire some rope, and a few canes, and the punishment room will be ready for use.”

“Are you still sore?” she asked, as she stood, looking down at his raised bottom.

“Yes, very.”

SLAP!

He gasped, as she slapped his bottom, firmly.

“Yes, very, Ma'am,” she corrected. “Join me in the lounge for tea,” she said, as she left the room.

* * *

Victoria, went to the kitchen, to make tea, while Hugo took a seat in the lounge.

“OK, Hugo,” said Victoria, when she returned with the tea, “Tell me about any concerns you have.”

At that very moment, his main concern was whether, or not, their new relationship would include sex, but he didn't feel able to voice this. Victoria was observing him with interest, and he felt she was reading his mind.

“Hugo,” she reminded him, after a few long seconds of silence, “I need to know if you have concerns. If you don't voice them, I can't address them.”

“Er, well, one thing is that we are seen by the class as equal partners, and things don't feel that way any more, but I think I would feel uncomfortable if the class saw things that way.”

“Yes, that's a fair point, and I have considered it. My suggestion is that we remain equal partners on paper, and I think we should give the class no reason to think otherwise, so we need to behave as if that were the case. However, at our management meetings, held in private, our new management structure will prevail. Does that address that concern?”

“Yes, Victoria.”

“Any other concerns?”

“Well, I'm still trying to come to terms with this arrangement, trying to work out how, exactly our relationship will, well, er...develop.”

“Yes, we are in uncharted waters. Primarily, this is a business arrangement, somewhat unorthodox, perhaps. I think we need to feel our way, see how the arrangement works, fine tune it if need be, and see how things go.”

He could tell she knew what his real concern was, but she wasn't going to make it easy for him. It left him excited, but frustrated.

“How's the guitar practice going?” she asked.

“I haven't had much time to start, yet, Victoria.”

“Perhaps you should make that a priority, Hugo,” she said, smiling, “unless, of course, you want a very, very, sore bottom. I'm so looking forward to your private concert, and I expect your playing to be exemplary. You have two weeks.”

He felt his face flush, and arousal stirring, and he could see she knew the effect she was having on him.

* * *

“That was lovely, Hugo,” said Victoria, as he put down his guitar.

It was two weeks later, and he had just finished her Victoria's private concert at her home. Hugo was quite pleased with it too. He had practised hard for it, including learning a new piece. Part of him had been tempted to perform badly, as his craving for discipline had returned with a vengeance, but his responsibility to the business had prevailed. Now, it appeared that Victoria was pleased with his performance, and he was left feeling proud, but very frustrated. It seemed that he had escaped the caning he craved.

“However, I feel I can't quite award you a full ten out of ten,” she said, smiling.

“Why, what was wrong with it?” he asked, as both excitement and dread enlivened his senses.

“I think we should continue this conversation upstairs, Hugo,” she said, rising to her feet.

Once again, she had dressed to present her superb body at its best, and his eyes feasted on her provocatively swaying hips, as he followed her up the stairs. He fleetingly fantasised that she was leading him to her bedroom, but, of course, at the top of the stairs, she turned right towards the punishment room.

The room had been cleared of junk, and now seemed larger. He shuddered as his eyes fell on the kitchen table with cut down legs at on end. It was sited in the centre of the room, affording a lot a clear space around it. Hugo was always particularly frightened, but also fascinated and excited, when confronted with equipment and furniture that had been made specifically for the purpose of administering punishment, and the table was a table no more. Now, it was a whipping bench, with it's sole purpose to hold him down, helpless, with his bare bottom presented for punishment. Also in the room, under the rear window, was a small trestle table, with two very serious looking canes on it, together with four coils of rope. Either side of the table were two old, wooden chairs, and that was it. The room was equipped for punishment, and nothing else.

“I don't understand what was wrong with my playing,” he sobbed, as fear and panic welled up inside him. “I've been practising so hard. I've done everything I could to please you, Victoria.”

“Take your clothes off, Hugo,” she said, quietly, but firmly, “All will be explained in due course, and you should be addressing me a Ma'am in this room. I thought I'd made that quite clear.”

“Sorry, Ma’am,” he whimpered, as his eyes once again fell on the sinister whipping bench, waiting to embrace its first customer.

“I'm waiting for you to take off your clothes, Hugo,” she reminded him, “It might be unwise to keep me waiting, it might make me cross. This might not be the right moment to make me cross.”

“Yes, of course, Ma'am.”

As he undressed, she took each item of clothing from him, folded it, then placed it on one of the chairs. All to soon he stood before her, naked.

“As you can see, Hugo,” she said, as she folded his trousers, “I didn't forget to place a nice soft pillow over the end of the whipping bench, so you will be nice and comfortable, with nothing to detract from the burn of the cane. Isn't that thoughtful of me?”

When she had placed the last item of his clothes, his boxer shorts, on the chair, she picked up the four coils of rope, then turned to face him.

“Bend over the whipping bench, Hugo,” she ordered, firmly.

Hesitantly, trembling with fear, and with his legs feeling unsteady, he approached the high end of the whipping bench, then lowered himself over it, acutely aware of how vulnerable and exposed his bare bottom. Victoria then stooped down to methodically secure his wrists knees to the structure with the coils of rope.

“My word,” she said, as she rose to her feet, after double checking that all of  the restraining ropes were tight and secure. “I had no idea how delicious it feels to have a naked man at my mercy, totally helpless. I can do whatever I want, for as long as I want, and there is absolutely nothing you can do to stop me.”

Hugo sobbed in dread, as he felt her hand gently caress his upthrust bare bottom.

“There are still a few faint marks from your last punishment,” she said, as she examined the flesh she was about to set ablaze. “I'll see if I can make today's marks last a bit longer. I do so love a challenge.”

“I've been assisting Miss Martin,” she said, as walked to the table, then picked up a cane. “I've been helping her with some of her inner circle. I welcomed the opportunity to practice, to hone my skills, so I can deal more effectively with you.”

Hugo felt he might lose control of his bladder, as she approached him, flexing a long, dark, heavy looking, cane.

“She says she thinks I'm a natural. She says she's never seen anyone take to the cane so quickly, and to cane with such graceful ferocity.”

Hugo sobbed again, as she took her position to his side, then measured the cane across his helpless bottom, confirming that the cane was indeed, a heavy one.

“Passion, Hugo,” she said, as she now gently tapped the cane across the centre of his bottom. “That's what was missing from your playing. Technically, it sounded good, but it lacked passion, so I thought I should demonstrate passion. I shall cane you with passion.”

With that, she raised the cane gracefully over her shoulder, the brought it back down with eye-watering venom.

SWISH-CRACK!

The cane moulded itself to the contours of his bottom, then sank deep into his helpless flesh, producing a line of white hot fire that defied belief. Hugo hissed air between his clenched teeth, as he tried to cope with the unbearable burn.

SWISH-CRACK!

Another white hot line of fire seared across his bottom, just below the first, send Hugo into a blind panic. There was no way he take any more. He sobbed uncontrollably, as he began a desperate fight with his restraints.

SWISH-CRACK!

He shrieked in agony as the cane bit deep. The joints of the whipping bench creaked, as he writhed in agony, fighting the unyielding rope restraints.

SWISH-CRACK!

His shrieking rose in pitch, and his writhing became a frenzy, as she sank the cane deep into the crease between the tops of his thighs, and his bottom cheeks.

SWISH-CRACK!

His head shook from side to side, his body writhed crazily, the whipping bench shuddered and creaked, and Hugo shrieked and sobbed, as the caning continued with merciless passion.

Victoria administered just twelve strokes, before she returned the cane to the table, but they were the hardest, most agonising strokes he had ever suffered. His bottom was still burning and throbbing, as she stooped down, breathless and flushed, to loosen his restraints.

Although now free of the restraints, he remained over the whipping bench, allowing the cool air to sooth his burning bottom. He was covered in sweat from his futile efforts to escape.

“Join me in the lounge for tea, when you're ready,” said Victoria.

CHAPTER NINE

Once again, when Hugo eventually composed himself, dressed, and joined Victoria in the lounge, he was quite sure that the caning had aroused Victoria, but still there was no intimacy on offer. She made him tea, made sure he was steady on his feet, before he drove home. He was in a state of arousal for the entire drive home after 'enjoying' the hardest caning he had ever endured.

He was still very sore, a few days later, at the weekly flamenco class. As he took his seat, uncomfortably, with his guitar, Victoria approached him, then bent down to whisper in his ear:

“I do hope you dazzle me with your playing tonight, Hugo,” she said, sweetly, “because if you don't, I might invite back to my house for further tuition.”

The prospect of another caning across his very sore bottom, was terrifying, but he was grateful to have the guitar to conceal his huge arousal. However, he had passion on his mind when he started to play, and the intense practice he had put in, and his mindset, combined, and his playing was amazing.

The raised level of his playing was not lost on his class, and the dancing was lifted, castanets sang more urgently, and the evening was a triumph. Hugo, for the first time, received a round of applause from his class.

As the meeting broke up, Victoria approached him again:

“That was absolutely brilliant, Hugo. It seems our management meetings are bearing fruit, so no invite for you tonight.”

“That's a shame,” he replied, flippantly.

Victoria raised her eyebrows, then left.

* * *

Victoria had always been a natural dancer, gifted with a natural grace and co-ordination. She was also supremely fit, agile and toned, and worked out at the gym regularly. Since she had discovered her appetite for administering corporal punishment, and with the encouragement and tuition from Miss Martin, she had refined her caning to an art form. She could wield the cane with superb grace and phenomenal power. The canings Hugo had suffered at her hands had become progressively more severe, and Hugo now considered her more proficient than even Miss Martin. She caned him for the slightest infringement of her increasingly strict rules, and he was now always on his best behaviour, and worked hard, striving to avoid another excruciating caning, but tremendously excited when he did earn one. The result of this was that the business now began to prosper like never before, and Victoria was finding it increasingly difficult to find genuine reasons to cane him.

At a management meeting, about three months after the revision of the management structure, Hugo couldn't fail to notice that Victoria had dressed very provocatively, wearing a short, figure hugging, light grey dress, that showcased her superb, curvaceous body to perfection. As the meeting was being wound up, Victoria had an announcement to make:

“You've been remarkably productive and well behaved, for the past few weeks, Hugo. It appears that the revised management structure is working extremely well, so well, in fact, that I have had no cause to punish you. I don't think I've caned you for over three weeks.”

“Yes, I'm aware of that, Victoria.”

“You should be aware that you are still, officially, a member of Miss Martin's inner circle. I meet with Miss Martin regularly, and she's kept informed of your punishments, or lack of them, so she is also aware that you haven't been punished for three weeks. And you know what that means, don't you?”

“Surely, she won't order me to report to her, now that you are punishing me.”

“That's just the point, Hugo, she could. She knows you will have an unmarked bottom, and you know how she likes to have a blank canvass to decorate with her cane, so she could summons you at any moment. I've made it clear to her that, in view of how helpful she's been, I would have no objection to her punishing you when she feels inclined.”

“Oh.” Hugo was both alarmed and excited.

“However, when I got out of bed this morning, the first thing that came into my head was that I was in the mood to give you a really good caning. I mean a really good caning, and I haven't been able to shake that off, so I've decided that from now on there will be regular maintenance canings or spankings. These can be administered at any time, with no notice. They will occur on a whim, and will serve to remind you that you are answerable to me at all times, and reinforce our new management structure, understood?”

“Yes, Victoria,” he replied, frightened, but excited.

“Also, I think I will occasionally administer maintenance discipline while you are unsecured, in which case you will be required to take the punishment without moving out of position and without fuss. It will be an excellent lesson in self-discipline and obedience, and there's no time like the present, so I think I'll administer the first now. I advise you to listen to my instructions very, very, carefully.”

She had his complete attention.

“Go to my bedroom, take off all your clothes, fold them neatly, very neatly, then place them on a chair. OK so far?”

“Yes, Victoria.”

“I require you to place a pillow over the tailboard at the end of my bed, then bend over it with your bottom well up, back hollowed, feet on the floor, half a metre apart, knees pressed into the back of the tailboard, chin pressed down on the bed, and hands clasped in front of you. I want your bare bottom presented to perfection for the cane. Is that quite clear?”

“Yes, Victoria,” he replied, swallowing.

“You will remain in position, exactly, motionless, and that is how I expect to find you when I enter the room to cane you. If you have complied with my instructions, precisely, and I do mean precisely, then I will cane you. On this occasion, I think, six of the very best, administered slowly, followed by six of the very best, administered briskly, perhaps a bit harder. It's always best to save the hardest for last, I think. You will remain in position, exactly as instructed, throughout, understood?”

“Yes, Victoria,” he replied, as his dread increased.

“If you fail to comply with any of these instructions, to the letter, then I will be more than happy to add strokes. Is that quite clear?”

“Yes, Victoria.”

“Good, then go and prepare yourself. I will be with you in due course. I may spend some time on the newsletter first, or, I may not. Just make sure you are ready and presented exactly as instructed when I step into the room. The stairs don't creak, and I will be barefoot, so you won't hear me coming. Everything clear?”

“Yes, Victoria.”

“Then go.”

Hugo, as he climbed the stairs, had no doubt whatsoever that she had meant every word she had said. There was an unmistakable passion in her voice, and she quite clearly wanted to cane him hard. He both dreaded and longed for it. However, he was sure that even twelve strokes, administered with the passion she was radiating, would be absolutely excruciating, and almost impossible to take without fuss. He feared he could well receive more than twelve, and he didn't want to give her any excuses to add to his sentence.

* * *

The end of the bed faced the door, so he didn't see her step into the room, nor did he hear her, but he suddenly became aware of her presence. She was standing behind him looking down at the bare bottom she was about to thrash.

“No evidence of your last caning, Hugo, not a trace,” she said, as he felt her fingers gently run over his bottom cheeks. “I obviously didn't cane you hard enough. I shall have to make amends, won't I?”

“If you say so, Ma'am.”

“I do say so. I think you need hard canings, the harder the better, so that's what I shall do. A hard caning, Hugo, a really, good, hard, caning, and don't forget the rules. I will be watching you like a hawk, and if I see even the hint of prohibited movement, then there will be extra strokes, very hard, extra strokes. Is that quite clear?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“You will need to exercise considerable willpower, if you are remain exactly in position as the cane bites deep into your bare bottom, but be quite sure, I will not make any allowances, there will be no leniency. Extra strokes are guaranteed for the slightest failure, but I will permit gasping and squealing because I do like to hear evidence that my efforts are having the desired effect.”

She remained standing behind him, her hand still gently stroking his up-thrust bottom, before she moved into his sight to inspect his folded clothes on the chair. She lifted one corner of the neatly folded pile.

“You were instructed to fold your clothes, neatly,” she said, as she turned to face him. “Not quite neat enough, Hugo, so you will receive an additional two strokes. Do you accept that your clothes were not folded neatly enough?”

“I didn't know how long I had, Ma'am. I folded them quickly because I thought you would be unhappy with me if I wasn't in position when you arrived.”

“You haven't answered my question, Hugo, so you will now receive a further two strokes. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“So, perhaps you will now answer my question.”

“My clothes were not folded neatly enough, Ma'am.”

“Perhaps we are getting somewhere, Hugo. So that's now a total of sixteen strokes.”

She walked to the wardrobe, opened the door, then removed the darker, heavier, cane. The one he really dreaded. An involuntary sob escaped his mouth, as she flexed the sinister implement, then swished it through the air. She smiled with delight at his reaction.

He tensed, as she took her position to his left.

“I'd like your back more hollowed,” she said, as she gently tapped the small of his back with the cane.

He'd been careful to keep his back hollowed the entire time, acutely aware of how it exposed his bare bottom for the cane. Now he strained to expose it in an even more humiliating manner.

“That will do nicely,” she said, “make sure you stay exactly like that.”

He sobbed again as she measured the cane across the centre of his bottom. She was in no hurry to start. She carefully adjusted her footing, with her eyes locked on his bottom.

SWISH-CRACK!

The cane bit in with incredible venom. Hugo had never been able to remember pain, so the reality of the first stroke was invariably a shock, but this was breathtaking. He gasped in disbelief, as a line of white hot fire seared across the centre of his bottom. Victoria had been steadily refining her technique with the cane, and now she was superbly proficient. The stroke had been delivered with severity and passion. He struggled to keep his position, as the excruciating burn blossomed under his skin.

“You're twitching, Hugo,” she said, quietly, “I will permit it, but nothing more. Be in no doubt that I will add stokes if you move out of position. Make sure you keep you back hollowed.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” he sobbed.

SWISH-CRACK!

Another insanely intense line of fire seared across his gaping bare bottom, just below the first. He gasped in disbelief, and his muscles turned to trembling rods of iron, as he fought to stay in position.

“Keep your back properly hollowed,” she ordered, tapping the small of his back with the cane.

He sobbed in dread, as he strained to offer his fiercely burning bottom as a more exposed target for her cane.

“As this is a maintenance caning, Hugo,” she said, as she gently sawed the cane across his bottom, “I am not addressing any particular issues. This is really just a reminder of what is in store for you if I do identify issues, and also to punish you for any failings you have failed to confess to me.”

The cane continued to gently saw, as he waited in dread for the next stroke.

“However,” she continued, “I would like to address the matter of the wicked fantasy you confessed to Miss Martin. Spying on your class in the changing room. Do you still have these wicked thoughts?”

“No, Ma'am,” he sobbed.

SWISH-CRACK!  SWISH-CRACK!  SWISH-CRACK!

He howled in agony as she administered three brisk, venomous strokes.

“I think you're lying,” she said, quietly. “You must never lie to me. Those three strokes don't count. Now answer me honestly.”

“Sorry, Ma'am,” he sobbed. “I do sometimes have those fantasies.”

SWISH-CRACK!

“Thought so,” she said, after his gasping had subsided. “And tell me, do I feature in this wicked fantasy?”

“Yes, Ma'am, especially you.”

SWISH-CRACK!

She was smiling as she sank the cane deep into the crease between his upper thighs and his bottom cheeks to have him howling more pitifully.

“Just imagine, Hugo,” she purred, “what would happen if I caught you spying. Have you thought of that?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“And what would then happen?”

“I'd be punished, Ma'am.”

“Obviously. You'd be very severely punished, but then what. What else would you like to happen in this fantasy of yours. You must be honest with me. If I think you're lying I will administer six strokes, as hard as I can, and they won't count?”

“Well, Ma'am, it's difficult to put into words,” he offered, nervously.

SWISH-CRACK!

“I insist you put it into words, Hugo,” she said, when his squealing had faded.

“I fantasise that you order me to undress you, Ma'am.”

“Tell me the details, Hugo,” she said, as the cane sawed gently and menacingly across his blazing bottom.

“I'm on my knees, Ma'am, in front of you, and you only wearing knickers, and you order me to pull them down with my teeth.”

SWISH-CRACK!

The hardest, and most excruciating stroke of the day, sank deep into the crease at the top of his thighs.

“You wicked boy,” she said, smiling with delight, as he reared up off the bed, “Obviously, that strokes doesn't count. Back down at once, or I will add six strokes.”

SWISH-CRACK!

No sooner had he complied, when she delivered another eye-watering stroke to have him gasping.

“And what happens when my knickers are down, Hugo. Do you simply look at what has been revealed?”

“No, Ma'am.”

SWISH-CRACK!

“Then tell me what you do.”

“I touch you, Ma'am,” he sobbed, “I find you irresistible.”

SWISH-CRACK!

“So, Hugo. What you are telling me, is that while I'm changing my clothes, before we take our classes, imagining that you are outside practising scales and preparing to play your guitar, what you are really doing is fantasising about getting into my knickers?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

SWISH-CRACK!

“So, now, Hugo, you must tell me in detail, what you did, in this fantasy, when you did get into my knickers, be bold, graphic, I insist, 'touch' is too vague.”

“Er, well, Ma'am, I, er would hope to find you excited, and wet.”

“Perhaps I'm wet, now, Hugo. Caning you excites me. Carry on.”

“Well, I kissed, and sucked, and drank, and fucked.”

“Almost poetic, Hugo, but we agreed, Hugo, when we became partners, that we wouldn't do such things. That was a rule, suggested by you, I believe. You really are a wicked boy, aren't you?”

SWISH-CRACK!

“Yes, Ma'am,” he gasped.

“I've lost count of the strokes, Hugo, but I did say I'd finish with six, brisk, extra hard strokes, didn't I?”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

“Well, in view of what you've just told me, six strokes will be insufficient. Brace yourself for twelve, brisk, extra hard strokes, and make sure you keep in position.”

SWISH-CRACK!  SWISH-CRACK!  SWISH-CRACK! …

She was good to her word, putting passionate venom into the strokes, each biting deep into his blazing flesh, and producing a sting that defied description. Somehow, he mustered superhuman willpower to keep his bottom presented for all twelve strokes. As the caning reached it's climax, endorphins flowed through him almost giving him a drug high.

“You didn't keep your back properly hollowed,” she said, breathlessly, after she had administered all twelve. “I think you deserve another six.”

“I deserve another twelve, Ma'am, harder,” he gasped.

“Of course you do,” she said, as a sadistic smile flashed across her face.

SWISH-CRACK!  SWISH-CRACK!  SWISH-CRACK! …

“I make the rules in our partnership, now, Hugo,” she said, breathlessly, as she tossed the cane aside, “and the rules have changed. I want you on your knees, in front of me, and I want you to show me your fantasy.”

With his bottom still blazing from the cane, he slid off the bed, onto his knees. As he turned to face her, she had already slipped out of her dress and tossed it aside. She stood in just skimpy white bra and knickers, her figure revealed fully as superb. Her face was flushed. As he clawed at her knickers, she removed her bra, and it fluttered across the room to join her dress.

She was wet, very wet. He buried his face in her, as she clutched his hair, pulling his face into her. His nose pressed hard into her neatly trimmed pubic hair, and she groaned in ecstasy, as his tongue pushed into her. Her juices were flowing, and he drank, greedily, his hands grasping her perfect, firm, gyrating bottom cheeks.

Minutes later, she had dragged him onto the bed, and as she sank her finger nails, painfully, into his still burning, cane striped bottom, they shared the most exquisite sex either of them had believed possible.

“There will be regular maintenance canings from now on, Hugo,” she gasped, as they both orgasmed.

THE END

STORY TWO

ELEANOR'S REVENGE

CHAPTER ONE

"Hello, Eleanor, it's Jeremy. I hope you are well."

Although she hadn't spoken to her neighbour for over eight years, she recognised his voice at once.

"I'm fine, but why would you care."

"I was wondering if I might have a word with you?"

"You are having a word with me."

"I think it would be better if we met, Eleanor. I need to talk to you about some work that needs to be done on my land, and I have a proposition that might be in your interest."

"If you're proposing to build another monstrosity that will further spoil my view, then I can save you some time, I will oppose it."

"No, it's nothing like that. I think you might like what I have to suggest."

"I don't believe I will like anything you have to suggest, Jeremy, but I suppose I had better hear you out. When and where do you suggest we meet?"

"I can pop over now, if it's convenient. It won't take long."

"OK, see you shortly."

Jeremy and Eleanor had been neighbours since birth, and as children they had been friends, and played together, but their friendship had ended in scandal in their teens, and Eleanor had never forgiven Jeremy for what he had done. Their relationship had deteriorated some thirty years later, when Jeremy, who had by now inherited his wealthy parents estate, had put in a planning application for a building to house a swimming pool and gym on land that adjoined Eleanor's vineyard. Eleanor had objected on the grounds that it ruined the view from her house, but permission had been granted. She suspected he had bribed the council, but couldn't prove it. She hadn't spoken to him since.

Ten minutes after their phone conversation, she saw his Bentley approaching her house via the drive between her vines.

"You're looking well, Eleanor," he said, cheerfully, as she opened the door to him. He had a rolled up plan, or document, under his arm.

"I suppose you'd better come in." she said.

She was wary, but curious to know what he wanted. She led him to her kitchen, but didn't offer him tea, as she would have had it been any other neighbour.

"I suppose you heard that Caroline left me?" he said, as he followed her.

"Yes, I heard, what do you want, Jeremy?" she said, as she leaned turned to face him, standing at her kitchen table.

"I want to show you a something, may I?"

He unrolled the paper on her table. It was a plan showing each of the plots of adjoining land they owned. She was immediately suspicious.

"I've noticed some worrying things occurring on my land over the past year, Eleanor. Subsidence, I thought. First, I noticed a tree beginning to lean over, here." He pointed to an area of his large plot of land. She was relieved to see that it was an area well away from the boundary of her vineyard.

"Then, I noticed some cracks in my drive, near the tree. When the cracks started widening, I engaged a surveyor, and it seems I have the beginnings of a possible sinkhole developing."

"That sounds serious."

"It's very worrying. The surveyor thinks it's due to movement of water, underground, and he's advised me that it would be wise to reroute my drive to avoid this area." He pointed to a circle drawn on the plan.

"You can imagine that I now worry every time I drive over it. Fortunately, my house appears to be well clear, and it's well away from your border."

"Well, I'm sorry you have this problem to deal with, but I don't see what it has to do with me," she said, slightly ashamed that she was actually pleased to learn of his misfortune.

"The problem I have, Eleanor, is that I don't seem to have a practical alternative route for my drive. I'm not allowed to cut through this woodland, it's listed. The most practical solution is to build a new drive, to approach my house from the other side."

"But that would mean running it over my land."

"Yes, precisely. I thought I might persuade you to sell me this strip here," he pointed at the plan. "I would only need a narrow strip, adjacent to the woodland."

"I'm afraid that's out of the question, Jeremy. My land is not for sale."

"You haven't heard my offer, yet, Eleanor. I am prepared to be quite generous. Think about it, as far as I can see, the narrow strip I need is not in use, so it won't effect your vineyard, and the offer I'm prepared to make could be more useful to you."

"What is your offer, Jeremy?"

"Two thousand pounds."

"Out of the question," she replied, without hesitation.

"OK, four thousand pounds."

"No, I'm not interested. I really don't want to sell you any of my land. I think our business is concluded."

She couldn't help herself from enjoying his obvious disappointment.

"Please think about it, Eleanor," he said, as he left. "I'm open to negotiation. I will consider any offer."

"I'll think about it, Jeremy, but don't hold your breath," she replied, as she closed the door.

She watched, with a smile, as his big car drove off at speed. He was annoyed.

CHAPTER TWO

Later, as she carefully studied the google map satellite view of Jeremy's large estate, Eleanor began to realise just how serious his predicament was. It seemed that there were only two options for him to re-route his drive. One would be to demolish his new swimming pool and gym building, and the other was across her land. She couldn't contain a laugh of glee.

Later, that evening, after the vineyard office had closed, and she was enjoying a glass of her own crisp white, while looking across the ripening vines towards Jeremy's hideous pool and gym complex, her mind drifted back to the summer of 1990. Both Jeremy and her had been in their teens. They had played together as youngsters, and she had regarded him as her best friend, but now they had reached the age when boys and girls were starting to get interested in playing more adult games, or, at least, Jeremy was with her. The problem was, she wasn't ready to engage with him, but he wouldn't be put off.

When he had suggested a game where they took it in turn to tie each other up, she should have realised the risk she was taking, but she trusted him, and agreed to it. He had tied her arms around the trunk of a tree, then, despite her desperate protests, he had lifted her skirt, then pulled down her knickers. He'd said he just wanted to see what girls looked like. She had been humiliated and outraged, and had threatened to tell her parents. It was then that he began to panic, and threatened to spank her bare bottom if she didn't promise not to tell. Eleanor was adamant that her parents would be told, so he did spank her, when that didn't work, he really panicked, and threatened to whip her with a sapling. He foolishly carried out his threat, and Eleanor screamed when the fierce sting seared across her bare bottom. Fortunately, a member of her father's staff heard the scream from the vineyard, and Jeremy was caught red-handed.

Eleanor wasn't quite sure exactly what happened after that, but her parents were obviously very angry, especially when Eleanor showed them the marks on her bottom, and they promptly called to visit Jeremy's parents. The police were never involved, and Eleanor suspected that her parents were paid off by Jeremy's very wealthy parents to keep quiet. Jeremy was shipped off to boarding school, followed by university. He didn't reappear until his parents died, and he inherited the estate. By this time, Eleanor's own parents had passed away, leaving her the vineyard.

In the years that followed, she refused to have anything to do with Jeremy, but she did exchange pleasantries with his wife, who was curious to know the reason for the ill-feeling between Jeremy and Eleanor. Eleanor was decent enough to keep quiet on the matter.

A few years later Eleanor was notified by the council of the planning application for the swimming pool, and fought the application fiercely. She was almost tempted to threaten Jeremy with telling his wife about the whipping, but thought better of it. Jeremy won his planning permission, probably with a bribe, and the building was erected.

Now, his wife had left him, he had a big problem with the sinkhole, and he had come running to Eleanor for help, assuming that he could buy her off with his vast wealth. She had no intention of making life easy for him.

Two days after his initial offer, he phoned her again:

"I've decided to increase my offer to ten thousand pounds, Eleanor, that's my final offer. It's far more than the land is worth. Think about it."

"I've already thought about it, and the answer is no."

"Well, how much would you accept?" he asked, sounding flustered.

"I'll think about it," she said, before hanging up. She was enjoying herself.

The following day, Eleanor, while taking her daily inspection of the vineyard, couldn't resist a stroll along the boundary she shared with Jeremy. Her anger at the building of his swimming pool and gym building welled up as she walked by it. As she progressed, she spotted the leaning tree, and could see a definite dip in the driveway, and a barrier had been placed across the drive, further down towards his entrance to his grounds. Walking further, she was delighted to see Jeremy's Bentley parked just inside the huge, ornate, wrought iron entrance gate. It seemed that he no longer had any faith in the drive, and it was a long walk to his house from where he now had to park. She smiled to herself again, as she recalled that heavy rain was forecast for the next few days. With a bit of luck, Jeremy might get a soaking if he needed to use his car. She was formulating a plan to get her revenge, and a few days of rain might improve her bargaining position.

CHATPTER THREE

'Fifteen thousand pounds, Eleanor. That really is my final offer.'

The text from Jeremy arrived two days later, at nine in the morning. Eleanor smiled in delight, then put her phone down. She let him stew for a couple of hours, then sent her reply:

'I'll think about it.'

She had a spring in her step, as she set off for the vineyard office.

Her mobile rang later that afternoon. It was Jeremy:

"Hello Eleanor," he began, in a sickeningly friendly manner, "I wondered if you've had a chance to think about my offer. It's a very generous offer, and it would be nice to get this all settled. I don't want to keep bothering you."

She could tell from his voice that he was getting desperate.

"Yes, Jeremy, I have been thinking about it, and it is a generous offer, and I've decided to turn it down. As this was your final offer, I think that concludes our business. Goodbye."

She hung up before he could reply, then giggled as he immediately phoned her again.

"Well, what would you accept?" he asked, unable to hide his irritation.

"I do have a figure in mind, Jeremy. Why don't you drop in to see me when I've closed the office? Shall we say five-thirty?"

"Good. I'll see you later."

* * *

He came with flowers.

"I thought I'd make a gesture to, well, perhaps repair some of the ill feeling," he said, as he handed them to her.

"There're lovely, Jeremy, how kind. Do come in."

"Tea?" she asked, as she pulled out a kitchen chair for him.

"No, thanks, I'd rather just get on with it."

"I'll just put these lovely flowers in some water."

He was fidgeting, impatiently, as she took her time to arrange the flowers in a vase.

"I was just thinking, today, Jeremy, that we haven't really had a civil conversation for over thirty years. In fact, the last time was just before you tied me to a tree, then whipped me."

"I thought that was behind us. We were young. I was wrong, I admit, but I think it's best forgotten."

"I haven't forgotten," she said, as she sat down opposite him, looking him calmly in the eye.

He didn't reply, but looked down at the table in shame.

"Five hundred, thousand pounds," she said.

"What! You can't be serious. It's not worth that!"

"That's the price," she replied, calmly.

"Is this all about a mistake I made thirty years ago?" he asked, unable to conceal his dismay.

"Yes, a large part of it, and that," she pointed at the view from her kitchen window, dominated by the Jeremy's swimming pool. "If you knock that down, you won't need to buy my land, you can build your drive there."

"I can't do that. It cost a fortune!"

"Then it looks like we're back to square one. The price is five hundred thousand pounds. Are you sure you don't want tea?"

"Look, I'm really sorry about what I did, but it was a long time ago. I believe my father made a very generous donation to your parents as a gesture of goodwill."

"I didn't see any of it, and I was the aggrieved party. It was the most humiliating experience of my life, and it hurt to, a lot."

"This is all about revenge, isn't it?"

"Yes, Jeremy, that's exactly what it is."

"Don't you think the figure you're asking for is ridiculous?"

"Completely," she agreed, with a smile, "but that's the figure I want. That's my revenge, Jeremy. I'm quite sure you can afford it."

"That's beside the point," he replied, irritably. He wasn't used to not getting his own way.

"I take it you don't want tea," she said, rising to her feet, suggesting their meeting was over.

"Look, isn't there another other way of settling this, Eleanor?"

"Possibly, but I've made my suggestions, neither of which you are prepared to agree to, so I'll leave the ball in your court, do get in touch if you have any suggestions. What would you suggest as revenge for a whipping?"

"This is insane," he said, angrily, getting to his feet. "You're being totally unreasonable, Eleanor. I've a good mind to sell up, I'm sure it would be easy to find better neighbours."

"You'll probably need to demolish your swimming pool first, Jeremy,” she said, smiling sweetly, “otherwise your viewers will have an awfully long walk to the house."

He grunted what sounded like an obscenity, then stormed out.

She wondered how long it would be before he heard from her again. She realised she hadn't enjoyed herself so much for years.

CHAPTER FOUR

“OK. What do you really want, Eleanor?” he asked, wearily. It had taken three days for him to phone again.

“I've already given you two options, which you've declined. It's up to you to suggest something else.”

“You can't be serious, if you're suggesting what I get the feeling you are. I'm a grown man.”

“I'm not suggesting anything.”

“I'm a gown man, he repeated. You can't whip me.”

“What a clever idea, Jeremy. The perfect revenge for the humiliation and pain I suffered at your hands. Yes, I could do that.”

“It's insane.”

“If you say so.”

“Look, this seems mad to me. If I agree to something crazy like this, will you let me buy the land for a reasonable price?”

“It might encourage me to be a little more reasonable.”

“How reasonable?”

“I haven't decided. It depends on how I feel after you've been punished.”

“So that's what all this is about, punishment?” he said, angrily.

“Yes, Jeremy. Your behaviour has been unacceptable, and you deserve to be punished. I need to feel that you've been adequately punished for what you've done.”

“This all seems mad to me,” he repeated. “If I agree to this ridiculous suggestion...”

“It was your suggestion, Jeremy,” she interrupted.

“OK, OK, if I agree, what exactly happens?”

“First, Jeremy, I want your request to be whipped in writing, hand written, why you deserve to be punished, and that being whipped is your idea, and I want it to be sincere. Then I will buy a cane.”

“A cane!”

“Yes, Jeremy, a cane. You deserve to be caned. I'll await your letter.”

She hung up before he could reply. She was smiling with glee, slightly ashamed that she was revelling in the power she now had over him.

* * *

He must have delivered the letter during the night. It was on the front door mat when Eleanor rose early the following morning. The envelope was 'To Eleanor, by hand'. She took it to the kitchen, then read it as she sipped tea:

Dear Eleanor,

I did a very bad thing thirty years ago. I tied you to a tree, then, against your wishes, removed clothing, invading your privacy, then, despite your protests, I spanked, then whipped you. I now know that this caused you immense humiliation and pain, and I deserve to be punished and forgiven for what I did.

This is a sincere request from me to be punished by you, in the same way I punished you. You deserve your revenge.

Kind Regards,

Jeremy

“Yes, not exactly what I asked for, but it will do,” she said to herself, as she folded the letter, then put it back in the envelope.

She finished her tea, then sent Jeremy a text:

Thank you for your letter, Jeremy. I will order a cane today, and will contact you when I am ready to deal with you. Eleanor.

With a spring in her step, she walked the short distance from her house to the office. She was in earlier than any of her staff, so she ordered the cane she had bookmarked the day before.

The cane arrived the very next day, delivered in a sturdy cardboard tube, with nothing to suggest what was inside. She excused herself from the office, then took it back to her house. She had surprised herself by how excited she was becoming at the prospect of caning Jeremy, and as she withdrew the long cane from its packaging, her excitement escalated. It was a very serious implement of correction, and she giggled as she tried to imagine Jeremy's reaction when she caned his bare bottom with it. The cane was as described, about a metre long, 9mm in diameter, and quite flexible and whippy. She was quite sure it would sting like the devil if used with any enthusiasm.

After swishing it through the air, and loving the sound it made, she administered a few practice strokes across a cushion. The cane felt and sounded wonderful. She decided to thoroughly acquaint herself with it before she summoned Jeremy for punishment. She wanted the first caning to be memorable. She had already decided that there would be more canings to follow. In the meantime, she would leave Jeremy to sweat.

Four days after the arrival of Jeremy's letter, she sent him the text he had been nervously waiting for:

Report to me at 7.00pm for your caning. Eleanor.

As he read it, he shuddered with dread, but, strangely, he was also excited.

When people met Jeremy, he would invariably come across as a self-confident, successful, businessman. That was a far cry from the frightened and subservient man who Eleanor opened her door to at the appointed hour. Once again, he had arrived with a lavish bunch of flowers.

“How sweet of you, Jeremy,” she said, as she took them from him, “so you can be a gentlemen when you put your mind to it.”

She'd taken more trouble over her own appearance than usual, wearing a pretty, sleeveless, figure hugging, pale blue dress, and was wearing a hint of makeup. She was aware that she was a very attractive lady, even without trying, but this evening she looked superb, and she knew it, as she soaked up the additional power it gave her.

She thought she could see him physically trembling as he stepped into her hall, and she found herself further empowered. It was a feeling she was growing to love.

“Wait for me in the lounge,” she said, indicating the lounge door, “while I put your lovely flowers in water.”

As Eleanor carefully arranged the flowers in a vase, in the kitchen, she wondered what was going through Jeremy's head in the lounge. She had left the cane on the settee, where it would be impossible to miss, and she'd arranged a towel over the back of an armchair. He would be able to work out the purpose for himself. She took her time with the flower arrangement. It would do Jeremy no harm to wait, anticipate and reflect on why he was here.

“Please, Eleanor,” he pleaded, when she eventually entered the lounge, “please let me keep my clothes on.”

“Of course you can't, Jeremy. Surely you haven't forgotten how you exposed me when you tricked me into letting you tie me up. You are to be caned across your bare bottom. Now, I want you to stand, facing the back of the armchair, then lower your trousers and whatever you have underneath, then bend well over, and rest your elbows on the seat.”

He stood, as if frozen to the spot, looking terrified, as she picked up, then flexed the cane.

“There can be no agreement if you don't obey my instructions, Jeremy,” she said, as her ice cool eyes penetrated his own terrified eyes.

“It's just that I'm really scared,” he whimpered.

“And so you should be. In position, at once,” she ordered, sternly.

Her firm manner spurred him into action. With the demeanour of a frightened schoolboy, he took his position, as instructed, then hesitantly lowered, first his trousers, then his underpants. Slowly, with a whimper of humiliation, he bent over the back of the armchair. As his elbows settled on the seat, Eleanor stepped forward to lift the tail of his shirt over his back to expose his perfectly presented bare bottom. It was a rare sight indeed for Eleanor, and she surprised herself by how easily she found herself slipping into the role of a strict disciplinarian. 

“Please, not too hard, Eleanor,” he sobbed, now trembling uncontrollably, “I have a very low pain threshold.”

“Silence,” she ordered, firmly, as she took her position to his side. “I shall administer six of my best, as a minimum, then decide if you need more. But if you don't comply with my instructions, exactly, you will receive far more. Understood?”

“Yes, Eleanor,” he whimpered.

He physically jolted, as she gently placed the cane across the centre of his upturned, bare bottom. His trembling became more intense as she gently tapped the cane across her target, adjusting her footing to give her perfect balance. Her eyes hardened, fixed on his bottom, as she gracefully raised the cane.

SWISH-CRACK!

It was s superb first stroke, biting deep into his offered bottom cheeks, and bouncing out to leave raised white tramlines.

“Fuck!” he gasped, as he reared up of the back of the chair, with his hands reaching back to clasp his burning bottom cheeks. His eyes were wide with shock.

“Back in position, Jeremy,” she said, quietly, “Back in position, at once, or I will add strokes.”

“It's too painful,” he sobbed, as he reluctantly, hesitantly, bent back over.

She had to lean forward to raise his shirt tail again, and was fascinated to see that the white, raised, tramlines were now filling with red.

“Obviously, that stroke will not count, Jeremy, and you will receive an extra stroke for using an expletive. I will not tolerate bad language while you are being caned. Is that quite clear?”

“Yes, Eleanor,” he sobbed.

“I suggest you try staying in position for the next seven strokes, otherwise the caning will be far more severe.”

SWISH-CRACK!

He hissed air in between his teeth, then whimpered, as another stroke bit in deep, just below the first. Eleanor was in her element, adoring her power.

“I've just made a remarkable discovery, Jeremy,” she said, quietly, as she tapped the cane, preparing for the next stroke, “I do believe I have a sadistic streak, so be warned, I will be looking for the slightest excuse to add strokes.”

SWISH-CRACK!

As the caning progressed, steadily, and mercilessly, Jeremy gasped, wriggled, and sobbed. Each stroke was delivered with venom, leaving raised, white weals, that gradually turned an angry red. Eleanor, luxuriating in her new found pleasure, watched, fascinated, as his bottom bizarrely clenched and unclenched after each stroke, and she realised that she was becoming aroused.

“You may make yourself decent,” she said, trying to control her excitement. She needed time to reflect on what was happening to her. She put down the cane.

As Jeremy, raised himself up off the armchair, she couldn't help but notice that he, also, was aroused, before he was able put his clothes in order. He looked in shock, and his eyes were moist.

“I shall need a day, or two, to reflect, Jeremy, on whether, or not, you have been sufficiently punished. I suggest you do the same.”

“Yes, of course, Eleanor,” he replied, in the most subservient manner.

“When I've decided what, if anything, needs to be done, I will see you here again, and it's possible we might then be able to negotiate some sort of agreement regarding my land.”

“Yes, Eleanor.”

“You can see yourself out.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Eleanor had a lot to think about. Over the days following the caning of Jeremy, she'd tried to come to terms with the revelation that she enjoyed caning, a lot. Caning Jeremy had excited her, and awakened emotions that she had suppressed for her all of her adult life. It had also allowed her to focus on the events of thirty years ago, events that she had tried to forget. Eventually, she came to some conclusions. She hadn't finished punishing Jeremy, yet, and she decided to summons him for more discipline. Her text was brief:

Report to me this evening at 7.00. I haven't finished your punishment. Eleanor

Once again, he came with flowers, but he didn't look quite so terrified, even though the tone of her text must have given him cause to be. She thought he looked nervous, but excited. Once again, she had made the effort to make herself look stunning, and she had succeeded. She definitely was excited. She had a compliant, good looking man, to cane, and she was looking forward to it.

“More flowers, Jeremy. I should be flattered,” she said, “but I'm still going to cane you,” she added, as she closed the door.

“I'm still very sore, Eleanor.”

“I'm delighted to hear it, but not as sore as you will be shortly. Wait for me in the lounge, while I take care of your kind gift. In fact, you might as well prepare yourself for your caning. I want you totally naked for your punishment, today, totally naked, and well bent over the back of the armchair ready for me.”

He looked at her, shocked, and she thought he might object, but he thought better of it. Once again, she enjoyed a surge of power. She adored having a good looking man at her mercy. She was already aroused at the prospect of caning him, but she was giving nothing away. She took her time arranging the flowers, all the while imagining Jeremy obeying her orders in the lounge.

The vivid stripes she had decorated his bottom with three days earlier were still there. He had complied with her instructions to the letter. He was totally subservient, and she could sense that he was only too happy to be so. It was empowering her to be ever bolder.

“You know the rules, Jeremy, “ she said, as she picked up the cane, “You must stay in position until I've decided your punishment is complete.”

“Yes, of course, Eleanor.”

She took her position, then measured the cane across his upthrust bare bottom. She noticed, now that he was completely naked, that he had a fine, toned, body.

“You look to be in good shape, Jeremy,” she said, as she continued to gently saw the cane, “perhaps it's all the working out in the gym that has ruined my view.”

“I'm sorry, Eleanor.”

SWISH-CRACK!

“Ahh...” Jeremy gasped, as the cane bit deep into his already sore bottom.

Eleanor watched him struggling to stay in position, and his bottom wildly clenching and unclenching, as he fought to dissipate the fierce burn of the cane.

“Did you know, Jeremy,” she said, quietly, as she began to gently saw the cane across his bottom cheeks again, “that I've never had a full relationship with a man?”

“I didn't, Eleanor,” he replied, breathlessly.

SWISH-CRACK!

“Ahh..”

She waited for him to compose himself, after a particularly venomous stroke had bitten into the crease between his upper thighs and bottom cheeks. It had caused him to wriggle more desperately. She made a mental note of it, smiling to herself.

“I imagine people might think that I've been too busy with running the vineyard, taking it on at such a young age. That's what I've been telling myself all these years, but I think I've been fooling myself, Jeremy.”

SWISH-CRACK!

“Ouch!”

She was sure that she almost broke him with another, really nice hard stroke in exactly the same place, but he managed to stay down, although writhing crazily for a few moments.

“The past few days have caused me to reflect, Jeremy,” she continued, as the cane now rested on his bottom, with the occasional light tap. “I think, when you did such wicked things to me, all those years ago, I was almost at the time of my life when I might have wanted to explore my sexuality, and it would probably have been with you.”

SWISH-CRACK!

This time she coaxed a squeal of agony. She waited again for hm to compose himself, before continuing.

“But then you did what you did, and I now think you snuffed out my desires, and I've been suppressing them ever since.”

SWISH-CRACK! SWISH-CRACK! SWISH-CRACK!

She really had him howling, with a barrage of  savage strokes. It took him a full minute to settle down.

“So, Jeremy, what do you have to say?”

“I think,” he said, hesitantly, “that you should cane me until you I have your forgiveness.”

“So do I.”

SWISH-CRACK! SWISH-CRACK! SWISH-CRACK!...

The caning began hard, and steadily grew harder. She was merciless, and she wasn't counting. She was aware, as she caned, with her eyes never leaving his crazily writing bottom, that she was becoming very aroused, and wet.

Eventually, she threw down the cane, then pulled him roughly off the back of the chair. His face was contorted with agony, and he was sweating and breathless. He was also hugely aroused.

“And now, Jeremy,” she said, firmly, and also breathlessly, “you can show me what to do.”

She almost dragged him to her bedroom.

* * *

“We didn't talk about the sale of your land,” he said, as they lay side by side, naked, and hour later.

“I've decided not to sell,” she said, with a mischievous look in her eye.

“Oh, really?”

“I've decided to offer it to your on a rental basis.”

“What's the annual rent?”

“One pound, plus regular canings.”

“Agreed.”

EPILOGUE

It was a sunny day, four months after Jeremy and Eleanor had finally agreed terms. They stood side by side, watching the last contractor's vehicle leave the newly completed drive. Jeremy took the remote control from his pocket, then tested the opening and closing of the new wrought iron gates. Satisfied that they were operating correctly, they strolled the ten minute walk to where Jeremy's Bentley was parked at the end of his old, now redundant, drive. A few minutes later, the Bentley made it's first journey up the new drive.

“I think this calls for a celebration, Jeremy,” she said, as they climbed out of the car.

“I agree. What do you suggest?”

“I think we should open a bottle of my vineyard's champagne.”

“You're not allowed to call it that,” he corrected, “It's sparkling white wine.”

“I'm allowed to call it whatever I like in front of you,” she replied, smiling, “and don't interrupt me, I hadn't finished.”

“Sorry, Eleanor.”

“You're not forgiven.”

“Of course not, Eleanor.”

“I think we should enjoy a one glass of champagne each, then put it on ice, while I cane you, then you can fuck me, then we can finish the bottle. How does that sound?”

“Perfect, Eleanor.”

THE END 
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