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CHAPTER ONE

James was shocked and confused. He'd arrived back from lunch to find an A4 envelope on his office desk, addressed to him and marked 'PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL'. Inside was a picture that had gone missing two weeks earlier. He tried to regain his composure as he looked out into the sales office to see if any of the mainly female staff were watching him. All looked normal. He looked back down at the picture. His heart missed a beat as he now noticed that the picture had been modified. In the bottom right hand corner somebody had drawn a small, full face, unsmiling, masquerade mask. Written below the mask, in small neat handwriting was 'Fantasy? Or Reality?'.

Now his emotions of shock and confusion were joined by fear and excitement. Somebody was playing games with him.

A few weeks earlier, while alone at home, James had been browsing BDSM pictures on the internet. He'd been doing so increasingly since his divorce, and was becoming obsessed by the idea of being under the control of a sadistic woman. He fantasised about all manner of activities, but it was the idea of being caned, or whipped, by a beautiful lady that excited him the most. His leanings in this direction were completely private, and he had never trusted anybody enough to confide in about it, including his ex-wife.

As he had poured over the images, one picture in particular leapt out at him. It was a pencil sketch of the rear view of a shapely lady, wearing a very short skirt. She was standing with her legs well apart, while flexing a cane behind her back. Set some distance further away, and perfectly framed between her shapely legs, was the rear view of a naked man, cowering on his knees, and looking over his shoulder at her in dread. She was obviously about to cane him. James was so taken with the image, that he printed it out. It was an action that was to change his life. He'd spent some time studying the picture, toying with the idea of having it framed, as he sipped wine. Then he'd decided that it was a stupid idea, because his fantasy was a secret. This picture could only be viewed by him.

He'd not slept well that night. His head was still full of the image of the lady with the cane. How he'd wished it could be him that was about to be caned by her. He'd been unable to get it out of his head, and it had been the early hours when he'd eventually drifted off to sleep.

The following morning he'd overslept by half an hour. He'd had an important sales meeting to attend at ten and was running late, so he'd skipped breakfast, then packed the work related files he'd been working on at home into his briefcase, then set off for the office. He'd had to hurry to avoid being late, and had arrived with just a few minutes to spare. Back at home, later that evening, he'd discovered that his special picture was nowhere to be found. His first thought had been that he'd accidentally picked the picture up with his office files, and that it was now sitting in a pile of documents on his office desk. He'd been so concerned, that he'd driven back to the office that night to check his desk. There had been no sign of it, so its disappearance remained a mystery. Now, two weeks later, it had turned up back on his desk!

James was a senior manager at telephone sales company, specialising in selling overseas homes, and a large percentage of the dynamic sales staff were young, bright and female. When sales leads were produced, the details would be placed on his desk, so any one of the sales team could have put the picture there, unnoticed. James had been very careful not to mix business with pleasure, so he had gone out of his way not to have any personal involvement with any of the attractive ladies he managed. Now this had happened! He quickly put the picture back in its envelope, then slipped the envelope into his briefcase.

He spent several restless nights following the reappearance of the picture, wondering who might have put it on his desk. The prospect of being caned by any of the pretty girls in the office was hugely erotic, but he had no idea who the perpetrator was. On the other hand, he was desperate to keep his desires secret, so there was no way he could react without risk of his secret becoming known to the entire office. When, after a week, nothing had happened, he began to relax. He had to assume that somebody was having a bit of harmless fun with him, and that it was now forgotten.

The following day, he returned from lunch to find another envelope marked 'PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL' on his desk. He looked up into the sales office. All seemed normal, but Dee, an attractive young blonde, briefly met his eyes, before returning them to her computer screen. It was nothing more than a brief glance, but it was enough to place her as the most likely perpetrator. He opened the envelope to find another copy of the same picture, and he saw immediately that it had been modified again. A red stripe had been drawn across the bare bottom of the man on his knees. He looked back up into the office in the direction of Dee, but her eyes were on the computer screen, and she was talking on the phone. Two other girls, Kim and Sam, glanced at him, curiously. He realised he must be looking shocked. His eyes dropped back to the picture, and he noticed that there was another modification. Under the mask, and the text, 'Fantasy? Or Reality?', the same neat had had written: 'The first stroke – of how many, do you think?'. James put the picture back into its envelope, then into his case. He resisted the urge to look back out into the office. He tried to concentrate with his workload. 

That evening, after meeting friends for drinks, he found himself sitting at home, looking again at the copy of that modified picture, trying to guess who was playing games with him. There was a distinct possibility that whoever it was, might actually want to cane him. The prospect was incredibly exiting. Perhaps, whoever it was, was waiting for a signal from him. How could he let her know that he was interested without sharing his secret with the entire office? Perhaps the entire office already knew! The idea horrified him. After staring at the picture for another half an hour, and drinking another glass of wine, an idea occurred to him.

CHAPTER TWO

The following day, before leaving his office for lunch, he took the envelope marked 'PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL' from his case. It was now empty, the picture was at home, but he checked again anyway. He placed the envelope face up on his desk, then wrote a small '6' on the corner of the envelope. He trusted that the '6' would mean nothing and would go unnoticed by all but the person who was teasing him. The envelope was still on his desk when he returned from lunch, but the '6' had been underlined.

James was now very excited, although wary. He wasn't sure what to do, and as it turned out, he didn't need to make the next move, she did. He received an email at his private email address that evening:

So, James, can I assume that you need a caning? But only six strokes? That's just a schoolboy caning, but we can start with that.

An answer in the affirmative is required.

It was unsigned and it came from an email address he didn't recognise. He spent all evening trying to compose the appropriate response. The prospect of being caned by any of the girls in the office was now irresistible, but he was still very wary. Perhaps the whole office was involved in a cruel hoax. In the end, he sent the only responsible reply he felt the anonymity of her message justified:

Perhaps you would be good enough to tell me who you are?

He checked for a reply frequently for the remainder of the evening, but eventually went to bed feeling frustrated and uneasy. There was a reply waiting for him the following morning:

I'm not going to tell you, James. It suits me to remain anonymous. It might suit you too. Work and pleasure can clash. All I will tell you is that you are corresponding with a lady who would like to cane you, and she would like answers to her questions.

He thought about how he should reply on his drive to work, and decided to be frank. He was taking a chance, and it might be a hoax, but he had the feeling that she was sincere. He replied as soon as he was sitting behind his desk:

Dear whoever you are. I'm assuming, perhaps unwisely, that you are sincere. The prospect of a caning is exciting, but also frightening. I have no experience, so I'm unsure of how I might react.

I agree that this should not intrude into the working of the office. Can you tell me a little about yourself, without disclosing who you are? Do you have experience? Surely, if we go ahead with this idea, I am bound to discover who you are. In the meantime, perhaps you can give yourself a false name to make it easier to correspond with you?

James.

She replied later that morning:

What a good idea James. I need a name. I choose Miss Masquerade. Do you like it? Would it excite you to be caned by Miss Masquerade?

I'll answer some of your questions later. Must get on with my work for now, otherwise I might have the boss breathing down my neck!

MM x

The thought of being caned by Miss Masquerade excited him very much, and from what she had hinted, she was probably one of his sales team, and she was probably sitting in the sales office in front of him right now. He was very excited when he received another email from her later that evening:

Dear James,

I've never used a cane, but I expect I will quickly get to grips with it. I've decided that my identity will remain a secret. Your first caning will take place in a hotel room, and I will wear a mask. I will say nothing, so you will not recognise me from my voice. All your instructions will be issued to you in advance. I will need you to pay the costs of a hotel room, the cane, and any other items needed to facilitate your caning, but the caning will be administered free of any charge.

Please confirm you are prepared to proceed on this basis. I will issue further instructions.

MM x

He replied at once:

Dear MM. I'm happy to proceed, and look forward to hearing from you.

James

As he clicked on 'send', he watched for any activity in the sales office that might give him a clue to the identity of Miss Masquerade. After five minutes, and none the wiser, he tried to get back to his work.

He received an email from her that evening:

So, James, you have taken one more step towards your first caning. How exciting it will be for me to discipline you, and what a strict disciplinarian I will be!

Your caning will take me a while to arrange, as I will need to purchase a few items and find a hotel room that offers sufficient privacy. I also have to work out the logistics of how this can take place without revealing my identity. I shall have fun planning it. In the meantime, I'd like you to make a deposit towards the costs to show good faith. You'll have to trust me. Please have £100 in cash in a plain envelope with you next Monday, then wait for an email instruction from me during the morning.

Please confirm your agreement to this.

MM x

The thought again that he was being set up flashed through his mind, but he dismissed it. He was becoming devoured by this exciting journey. His instincts still told him that she was sincere, and he wanted to believe it. He confirmed his agreement.

* * *

It was just a few minutes before his lunch break, the following Monday, when her email arrived. He had begun to think that she had abandoned the idea, and he had been surprised by how let down he had begun to feel. He was relieved and excited as he opened her email:

Dear James,

Go to kitchenette before your lunch break. Make sure you are alone. Hide the envelope under the cutlery tray in the right hand drawer, then go to lunch, making sure you are out for the entire hour. I'll email you to confirm receipt later.

MM x

He concealed the envelope as instructed, then went to lunch. He had an email waiting for him when he returned:

Dear James,

Thank you for your deposit. I trust you now realise that your appointment with my cane is close to becoming reality. How painful do you think it will be? I have to confess that I'd love to make you squeal. I do have some very wicked ideas, but more of that later.

As I mentioned, it will take time to arrange your caning. I am absolutely determined that you will not discover my identity, so my arrangements will be exacting. You must follow all instructions from me to the letter. Failure to do so will guarantee that you will not enjoy your first taste of the cane from Miss Masquerade.

I will keep you informed of my progress.

MM x

He acknowledged receipt of her email and confirmed that he would follow her instructions. Although he was very curious about her identity, he agreed with her that it was probably wise that he didn't know who she was. It also added another layer of excitement to the game she was playing with him.

James heard nothing from her for a week. Once again, he began to wonder if the whole thing was a joke at his expense. He even began to imagine that the whole of the sales office were in on it. Perhaps they had already spent his £100 on a round of drinks in a local bar! He was relieved and excited when he at last received an email from her:

I've taken delivery of two canes, James, and they are lovely. One of them is  heavier than the other, and they are both beautifully swishy. I'm sure they will make an unforgettable impression on your bottom, and I'm so looking forward to it. Are you?

Before I make further arrangements, please confirm that you will be free on the evening of Thursday 15th July.

I watched you walk through the office today. The grey trousers you were wearing fit your firm bottom very snugly. I imagined how your bottom might wriggle when I cane you. I'd like you to wear those trousers when you report for your caning. I've decided that you will remain clothed for your first caning. Further canings at later dates, should we progress to that, might involve the cane being applied to your bare bottom. The best things are sometimes worth waiting for.

I look forward to hearing from you.

MM x  

The content and tone of the email now convinced James that Miss Masquerade was sincere. He was now almost certain that he was only days away from his first caning. He was very excited, but fear of the pain he would suffer began to develop. He had no idea just how painful it would be, or how severely she would cane him, but he suspected it might be very painful. He confirmed that he would be free on the evening of the 15th April, and then began a wait of almost a week before received another email from her one evening:

Dear James,

The arrangements for your caning are now in place. You must follow these instructions exactly. The slightest deviation will result in the abandonment of our game. I have a new sim card for my phone, reserved just for you. I will send you a test text message shortly, which I require you to acknowledge. I will then remove the sim card, replacing it only when I need to contact you.

Be ready to receive instructions by text from me at 7.00pm on the 15th April. This will inform you of where you are to report, and the time. I will already be there waiting for you. On arrival at the hotel room, knock three times to be admitted. I will be wearing a mask and a wig. As soon as I close the door behind you, you will hand me the balance due for the hotel and equipment (£127 in a plain envelope), you will turn your back to me, then offer your wrists to me, behind your back. I will fit handcuffs. I want you helpless and at my mercy. I will allow you a look at the cane I will be using on you, before fitting you with a hood. From that point on you will be denied sight. Your sensations of sound, touch and pain will be enhanced. You will be led to the bed, then required to bend over the end. You will be secured. You will know when your caning is about to commence when you feel the cane placed across your bottom. I may take a few practice swishes before you enjoy your first ever cane stroke. Five more will follow. You will take them in silence. Have absolutely no doubt that failure to comply may result in penalties.

When I have finished with you, I will prepare to leave. I will release one of your wrists from the handcuffs, then hand you the key. When you hear the door open, then close, you may remove your hood then release yourself. Please pack all the restraint equipment and the cane into the holdall you will find on the floor. You will discover another, heavier cane, already in the holdall. Take the holdall home with you.

We can review your first caning by email later.

Acknowledgement and agreement is required.

MM x

The idea of allowing himself to be secured, rendered helpless, at the mercy of a lady who's identity remained a mystery, was alarming and even reckless, but James was too far down the path to his caning now. He felt a compulsion to submit. He acknowledged and agreed to her terms within minutes. The text arrived a few minutes later:

Until the 15th, then, James.

MM x

CHAPTER THREE

James suffered three days of mixed emotions until he woke up on the morning of the 15th. At times he thought he was insane to be entertaining the idea of placing himself at the mercy of a person unknown, but there were more powerful cravings driving him from within, and he knew he would never forgive himself if he allowed this opportunity to slip through his fingers. She was offering him the chance to experience what he had secretly craved since puberty.

There were eleven ladies working in the sales office, any one of which might be Mistress Masquerade. Over the past days he had considered the possibility of each of them being MM. He had even made a list:

Dee, an attractive blonde – his first suspect

Kim  - joint second suspect

Sam – joint second suspect

Lucy

Jo

Emma

Abigail

Emily

Phoebe

Florence

Erin

The thought of any one of them, wielding a cane, excited him, but none really stood out as his mysterious disciplinarian. The brief eye contact he had made with Dee, Kim and Sam did make them top of his list, but there was nothing particularly significant to back it up. Whoever MM was, she obviously had a degree of control over her own body language.

It was not possible for James to concentrate on his work as he counted down the hours to his appointment with MM. One of the ladies sitting just outside his office was planning to cane him that evening. His eyes frequently scanned the general office, but everything seemed normal. Nobody glanced in his direction, curious to see how nervous he was.

After five, the office began to empty. He was another step closer to his fate, and he began to feel the first signs of panic. He wondered if the last to leave might be his secret tormentor. Perhaps she was enjoying his increasing fear and anxiety. But when it turned out to be Jo, there was nothing in her casual nod and smile to suggest she might be MM as she passed his office door to leave.

He had less than two hours to wait before he was due to receive the text message that would lead him to his destiny with MM and her cane. He had no appetite for food, so he decided to endure the waiting at work. He took a shower then continued the wait in his office, toying with a coffee as it went cold. The doubts persisted. Was it all a cruel hoax? If not, how painful would the cane be? Was he taking risks with his own safety? Should he abandon the entire thing, go home, and ignore any further communication from MM?

The beep of a text received startled him, even though it was precisely 7.00pm. His hand was shaking as he opened the message:

I've been practising. I think I'm quite good and I'm ready for you. I should really complain to the hotel about how much dust I've coaxed from a cushion in our room. Go immediately to the bar at the George Hotel in Bridge Street. Have a drink to calm your nerves – just one, then text me. MM x

James was now sure that he was shortly to receive his first ever caning, and he was terrified, but it was too late to back out. The George Hotel was only ten minutes walk from the office, so he left his car in the office car park, then set off on foot. As he passed bored commuters on their way home from work, he felt as though he were living on another planet. Although he was frightened, he was also extremely excited.

He reached the hotel too soon, and decided to take MM's advice on having something to calm his nerves. His voice was unsteady as he ordered a gin and tonic. It was not a drink he would normally take, but this was not a normal day. He sat down, checked the balance payment was still where he had placed it in his inside jacket pocket, then finished the drink within a few minutes. His hand was shaking as he picked up his phone to send the text that would seal his fate:

I'm in the hotel bar

He held his breath as he pressed 'send'. This was it! He sat looking at his phone in his hand. His message had been sent, He couldn't retrieve it. He felt as if he was being drawn into a vortex, where escape was becoming increasingly impossible. He almost dropped the phone when it beeped less than a minute later:

Take the lift to the 4th floor. Turn right. Room 420. Knock three times

He rose unsteadily to his feet. He hadn't yet paid for his drink, but he couldn't face dealing with a waiter, so he left a £10 note on his table, under his empty glass, then walked to the lobby. He pressed the lift call button and the lift doors opened at once, almost as if it had been waiting for him. It was all happening too quickly. His heart was pounding as the lift smoothly climbed to his destination, the top floor, alone. He stepped from the lift, turned right, then set off along the long corridor. It was deserted. Room 420 was right at the far end, and being the furthest room from the reception area, probably the most private room in the hotel. He felt he might lose control of his bladder as he took the plain envelope from his pocket, then lifted his hand to knock on the door. He hesitated. It really was the point of no return. He swallowed, closed his eyes, then knocked.

When the door opened, and he was confronted with the masked lady, his heart missed a beat. His legs almost gave way as he looked into the expressionless, white face. All the plans he had made to make a mental note of her eye colour, her height, her build, whether she wore rings, or jewellery, or anything that might help him identity her, were all forgotten. All he could see was an expressionless white face, with eyes burning brightly and menacingly behind it. The only colour on the mask were thin, unsmiling, red, painted lips. Her masked face was framed with long, abundant, glossy, brunette hair of a wig. She wore a long, dark, figure hugging, long sleeved, dress, and no shoes. Her hands were concealed with long, black gloves. There was not one single area of bare flesh to help recognise her,  other than a small area between the mask and her dress. But James noticed little of this. His attention was gripped by the unsmiling mask with the bright, menacing eyes that were feasting on his fear.

She closed the door behind him as he stepped in, took the plain envelope from him, then she placed a gloved hand on his shoulder to turn his back to her. She helped him off with his jacket, as he stood looking at the door he could still possibly escape through, but he was rooted to the spot, helpless. He heard the chink of metal. She gathered his hands behind his back, and he felt the handcuffs close over his wrists. He was now at her mercy. He was almost relieved that he no longer had any choice in his destiny. He was hers, to do with as she pleased. She once again placed a hand on his shoulder, turning him again to face her. Her burning eyes, partly masked behind her sinister, white mask, bore into his with triumph. She'd got him where she wanted him. She held his eyes for about ten seconds, savouring his dread, before turning away to pick up a long, swishy, crook handled cane, from the bed. He winced as she swished it through the air. Her piercing eyes were studying his reaction, but the smile of delight on her face was hidden behind her expressionless mask. Once again, James felt his bladder might fail him.

The cane was replaced on the bed, then she stepped behind him and his world turned black, as she slipped a thin, black, leather hood over his head, It was contoured to fit his nose, leaving his nostrils clear. He heard the tearing of what sounded like duct tape, before she began to systematically tape the hood in position, with layers of the strong tape to fix the lower part of the hood to his cheeks, with more looped over his head and under his chin. She was making absolutely sure that there would be no chance of a fleeting glimpse of her from under the hood. His mouth and nose were unobstructed, but his hearing was slightly muffled and his sight was a total blackout.

There followed an agonising wait of several minutes. He heard her moving, the sound of a zip fasteners and the indistinct rustle of items unknown. Finally, he felt her hand on his shoulder, as she coaxed him towards the end of the bed. He took very small steps, concerned the he might trip, but she was patient and didn't hurry him. He felt the front of his thighs press up against the solid end of  the bed frame. She took his weight as she prompted him to bend forward, and he had no option but to trust her as his torso fell forward onto the bed.

She had obviously come equipped with a lot of rope and she went to work securing in position in silence. Ropes were looped around the backs of his knees, then tightened against the bed structure, to ensure he couldn't straighten from his bent over position. Another rope was attached to his handcuffs, then attached to the head of the bed, pulling his wrists high up behind his back, to make sure, he realised, that he would be unable to reach down to protect his bottom from the cane. When the restraints were complete, there was another long period of silence. He had no idea where she was, or what she was doing, but suspected she was hovering over him, savouring her power over him. For a dreadful, fleeting moment, he imagined she might just leave him as he was, to be found by the cleaning staff the following day. It was with a mixture of dread and relief, when he heard her move again. He felt a gentle hand smooth the taught fabric of his trousers over his presented bottom. It was a sensual and gentle touch, and in complete contrast with the pain he knew she intended to inflict. She was in no hurry to begin. Her hand continued to explore, and he felt her weight settle on the bed as she sat down beside him. He felt her tugging gently on his shirt, easing the tails from under his trouser belt, then felt the air on his back as she rolled the bottom of his shirt away. She obviously didn't want his bottom to be afforded the protection of a third layer of clothing. She lifted the rear band of his trousers to make sure he was wearing just the one layer of underpants. He felt her weight lift from the bed, then her hand gently tap his offered bottom. It was a signal that the caning was about to commence. Fear gripped him, and his body tensed.

SWISH!

He flinched, as she swished the cane through the air. He imagined he heard a stifled giggle, as she observed his reaction.

He tensed as he felt the cane placed gently across the centre of his helpless bottom cheeks. Panic began to well up inside him. Why had he allowed himself to be placed himself in this position, where he was helpless and at the mercy of a stranger? If she wanted to, she could thrash him senseless, then just walk away, without him ever knowing who she was. The cane began to gently tap his bottom as she prepared to administer the first stroke of his first ever caning. He realised it was a special moment. There would only ever be one ‘first ever’ caning in his life, and this was it, But panic escalated as he discovered that even these gentle taps left a sting that was more painful than he would have expected. He struggled with his restraints for the first time, but this only served to fuel his panic when the unyielding ropes and handcuffs confirmed that he was indeed absolutely helpless and at her mercy.

SWISH – CRACK!

James had led a relatively sheltered life. He thought he knew what pain was, but in the brief second that followed his first ever cane stroke, his understanding was brutally recalibrated. As the cane bit deep into his virgin bottom cheeks and a line of white hot fire seared across his offered cheeks, his eyes bulged with shock under his hood and he hissed in air through clenched teeth. He began to struggle violently with his restraints as his panic now engulfed him. He had expected it to be painful, but this was beyond belief. He couldn't possible take another stroke, let alone another five! The restraints were totally unyielding. He whimpered in despair.

What James didn't know was that the lady standing over him, wielding the cane, had removed her mask and wig. He would have known her, of course, but he would never have recognised the expression on her face. Safe in the knowledge that she was blind to him, she had no need to hide the excitement she was experiencing as she watched the cane bite into his presented bottom, then watch as his bottom wriggled and squirmed deliciously. She adored the hissing, gasping and whimpering. Even more exciting, was that he had already earned a penalty stroke, although he might not believe it. He would find out soon enough, and he would learn to believe her every word. She would never, she had decided, make idle threats when dealing with James. Her eyes gleamed with excitement as his struggling began to subside, and she raised the cane again to reignite the agony.

SWISH – CRACK!

In the seconds before stroke number two cracked down across his burning bottom, James had just about regained control of some rational thoughts. He reasoned that it had not only been the first stroke of the cane he had received, but also the first she had administered. She must have made a mistake, he decided, and it must have been a mistake that she was now regretting. She hadn't meant it to be so dreadfully painful, and would now moderate his punishment. That rational thought was instantly wiped out as the cane bit in even deeper. The resultant agony was breathtaking. He gasped, then squealed, as he began to writhe around in a futile attempt to escape his restraints.

She looked down at his writhing bottom with undisguised excitement, then raised the cane again. She licked her lips as she decided that she would not allow the fire to die down in the bottom cheeks that were dancing under her eyes. She wanted to escalate the agony. She wanted to see his bottom dance in a frenzy. She wanted to hear him hiss and squeal. She wanted to watch his body twist, turn and writhe. Her eyes hardened and her mouth turned to a grimace as she brought down the cane with added venom.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Nothing, but nothing, could have prepared him for the unbearable agony that ignited, then escalated across his bottom. He squealed and writhed throughout. She looked down in glee at his frenzied writhing. She remained standing over him, cane in hand, as he slowly regained his composure. She watched, with amusement, as his body began to relax as he assumed his first caning was over. It wasn't. He had been instructed to take the caning in silence. He hadn't, and now he must pay the price. She waited until he was breathing normally, then suddenly raised the cane. 

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

He shrieked with shock and dismay as the blisteringly hard and brisk strokes reignited the agony in his tender, throbbing bottom.

Had he now been able to see the face of his disciplinarian he would have seen that it was flushed with excitement. She would have loved to continue the caning, but she had vowed to herself that she would treat him fairly. She wanted him to trust her. She wanted him to learn that her promises were set in stone.

As his sobbing gradually quietened, she packed the cane away in the holdall she had brought with her, then untied the rope that secured his cuffed wrists behind his back. The tension in his body visibly relaxed as she unlocked one of his wrists, then placed the key in his freed hand. She gave him a sharp, but playful slap on his still throbbing bottom, picked up a small bag containing her mask and wig, then left the hotel room.

CHAPTER FOUR

The hood was well secured with very strong and very sticky duct tape, and it took him several minutes to find the end of each length of tape, then peel it away, rather painfully, from his flesh, removing some hair as he did. Only then was he able to unlock his other wrist from the handcuffs, then set about untying the ropes that secured his legs. He was sweating profusely from his efforts to escape the caning and his bottom was still throbbing and burning.

He was shocked by the sight of the raised red and purple weals that decorated his bottom when he checked himself in the bathroom mirror. He decided to take a shower, wincing as the hot water seemed to reignite the sting in his bottom. He was still in shock. The pain of the caning had been a complete surprise, he had never realised that such levels of pain existed. As he stood under the hot water, he smiled to himself as he realised that his most painful experience prior to today had been a bee sting. Today's caning had been like being stung on his bottom by a hundred bees. But he had learned his lesson. The reality of a caning was so far removed from the fantasy that he had been carrying around in his head, and he considered himself 'cured'. As he stepped from the shower, with his bottom still burning, he vowed never to submit to a caning again. His feelings were reinforced when, as he was packing the equipment away, he found the second cane in the holdall. This one was straight, with a black leather bound grip, and it was heavier, thicker and made from a darker material. He shuddered at the thought of a caning from this one.

He left the hotel, then walked stiffly and sorely back to his office with the holdall, intending to offer it and the contents back to MM. If she didn't want them he would throw them away. As he drove home, however, the throbbing had become almost pleasant, but he was quite sure he would never again submit to the indescribable pain of an actual caning, especially at the hands of MM. She had really laid into him with that cane and she was obviously a complete sadist.

On an impulse, he stopped at a local supermarket, where he bought a bottle of gin, bottles of tonic, and a lemon. This painful episode in his life had begun earlier that evening with a gin and tonic, so it seemed fitting that he should put an end to his brief taste of being submissive in the same way. After tonight, he vowed to himself, gin and tonic would never pass his lips again, nor would a cane ever crack down across his bottom.

At home, he sat down carefully, after he had prepared a large drink with ice and lemon, to reflect on a day he would never forget, and would never repeat. As he took a sip, he was reminded of how frightened and excited he'd been a few hours earlier as he tried to mentally prepare for his first ever caning. His last ever caning, he reminded himself. When he had finished the drink, he poured himself another. He had no appetite for food. He wondered if there had been any correspondence from MM. If there had, he would ignore it, then after a few days, he would offer to return the bag with the canes and equipment. Out of curiosity, he logged into his emails, and wasn't surprised to find she had already sent him a message:

Dear James,

I do hope you 'enjoyed' your first caning. I certainly did. In fact, I surprised myself by becoming hot and aroused as I cracked that lovely cane down across your wriggling bottom.

I do not make idle threats or promises, so the extra strokes should not have come as a surprise. You  were instructed to remain silent while I caned you and you disobeyed my instruction. You will know next time.

On the subject of next time, I have decided that your next caning from me will be on your bare bottom, and harder. Try to imagine what that will feel like.

Good night, James.

MM xxx

As he took yet another sip of his drink, he did try to imagine what it would be like. He shocked himself by becoming erect! He read the email again, and his erection hardened. What was going on in his head? It was madness! Why was this happening to him? There was no way he would be able to take a harder caning from her, and on the bare bottom! He now knew the agony would be totally unbearable. He needed to end this now. He decided he must end this now:

Dear MM,

Thank you for introducing me to the experience of being caned. I am grateful to you. I have fantasised about it for years, but I have now discovered that the reality of a caning is too much for me, so I regret to tell you that I have no desire to repeat the experience.

I will be happy to return the holdall with contents to you if you advise how to. I have no use for them.

Thanks once again.

James x

He was confused by the feeling of regret that welled up inside him as he sent the email, but it had to be done. That must be the end of it. His life needed to get back to normal.

He poured himself a nightcap, then sat back, with his bottom still throbbing pleasantly, to reflect again on the events of the day. He couldn't resist checking his emails just before retiring to bed. His heart missed a beat when he saw she had replied:

Dear James,

This isn't the end of it. You will feel my cane applied to your bare bottom. I promise it. I am sure you need it, and it will make me happy. You do want to keep me happy, don't you James?

Enjoy your sore bottom. Try to imagine how sore it will be after I have caned you harder, on the bare. We will progress to the heavier cane in time, James. Imagine that biting deep into your bare bottom! Be quite sure, it will.

Sweet dreams, James.

MM xxx

His hands were trembling as he read her terrifying message, but he felt excitement and arousal. His emotions were confused and contradictory. He spent a sleepless night with his head filled with the vision of MM standing over him, swishing her cane through the air, wearing that sinister, unsmiling mask. The constant throbbing of his wealed bottom made quite sure that his mind didn't drift away from her promise to cane him again. Perhaps he did need to be caned again.

CHAPTER FIVE

Who was she? He still had no idea. It was over a week since she had caned him and he was still none the wiser, as he sat at his desk looking out into the sales office, where the lady who had caned him was probably sitting right now. Perhaps she was thinking about caning him again at that very moment. He had expected to have heard from her again by now, but there had been no contact since her email on the evening of the caning.

His first day back at work after his caning had been uncomfortable. It was difficult to look into the eyes of any of the sales girls, knowing that one of them was possibly the secretive MM. But as the day passed, and there was not the slightest knowing look from any of them, he began to relax. She appeared to be totally discreet. As the days passed, without any contact from her, he began to feel relieved. Perhaps she had realised that he was serious about not wanting to be caned again. Perhaps she was setting her sights on somebody else. He did wonder, though, why she had not made any attempt to have the canes and equipment returned. Perhaps she thought the risk of her identity being discovered was not a price worth paying, and after all, it was him who had paid for them.

Now, over a week after his caning, her silence was bothering him. His initial relief at her apparent loss in interest had now faded, to be replaced with a need for the excitement of anticipation. He now realised that the days, hours and minutes leading up to his first caning had been the most exciting of his life. The caning itself had been excruciating, and way more that he could take, but it had also been hugely erotic. Her later confession that she had become aroused as she had caned him, added to the eroticism. He was beginning to think that the agony of the cane was the price that had to be paid for the excitement he was now beginning to crave. She had promised that his next caning would be on the bare, and harder. The prospect terrified him, but also excited him hugely. Was she waiting for him to make the next move? Would her interest in him fade if she didn't hear from him? Perhaps she was already focussing her attention on another. He didn't know what to do, but he couldn't get her out of his mind.

When, a few days later, he still hadn't heard from her, he began toying with the idea of sending her an email, explaining that he was having second thoughts, and that perhaps she might be right that he needed another caning. He composed numerous emails over the following days, but never had the courage to send them. He spend long periods at work fantasising about the masked lady wielding her cane. The craving to be at her mercy again gnawed at him. It was an email from her, that afternoon, that broke the silence:

Your work is suffering, James. It has been noticed. It needs addressing, and we both know the remedial therapy that is required, don't we? You need a nice hard caning across your bare bottom, don't you?

It excited and aroused me when I caned you last time, James. I'm quite sure that caning your bare bottom would arouse me even more. Watching your bare bottom wriggle and clench as my cane bites in is sure to make me wet.

I've given some thought to the location for your next caning and I've decided that it will be at your flat. Making arrangements to keep my identity a secret will be fun, and that's how it has to be – for now.

I need your confirmation that you are free next Thursday evening. I know where you live and I know you live alone.

Would you like to make me wet, James? Perhaps, one day, if you are very good, and learn to take your canings with more gratitude, I may even allow you to discover just how wet I become when I cane you.

Your prompt reply is required.

MM xxx

He had to read the email a second time to make sure he hadn't missed anything. It was the most exciting and frightening message he had ever received. He raised his eyes to look out into the sales office. Kim was watching him curiously. She smiled, then looked back at her computer screen. Surely it wasn't Kim. He started to read the message for a third time, but was interrupted by a phone call. It was Wendy, the Sales Director's PA:

“Hi James. I'm just preparing this month's sales forecasts for Tim. Your sales seem to be sliding away. He's sure to question it. Just thought I'd warn you.”

“Thanks, Wendy. Yes, I know, I'm on top of it. I've had something on my mind, but I'm dealing with it.”

“Anything I can help you with?”

He had a fleeting vision of Wendy wielding the cane. What an exquisite thought!

“No, no. Thanks for the warning, Wendy. It's just a blip. I've got it under control. I know what needs to be done.”

“OK. I'll tell him. Bye.”

His attention went back to MM's email. He read it for a third time, then realised he was erect. He felt compelled to reply at once:

Dear MM,

I can confirm I will be free and alone next Thursday.

James xxx

His hand was shaking as he pressed 'send'.

He sat back feeling relieved,  but excited and also terrified of what he had committed himself to, but he found he was now able to concentrate on his work.

He was intrigued by her suggestion to use his house for his next caning. Keeping her identity a secret would take some organisation on her part, but he sensed she enjoyed the challenge, and he had to agree that it did make sense to maintain his working relationship with sales staff on a professional basis only. This bizarre arrangement, he reasoned, allowed his adventures with MM to continue or even end, without souring a working relationship. It was also very exciting. He was free to fantasise that MM was each of the girls in his office. Even so, he was itching to know who she was, and he suspected that he would inevitably discover who she was if the relationship continued. She was bound to slip up eventually.

It did make sense to use his flat, and his address and that he lived alone was common knowledge in his office, so the fact that she knew it didn't help identify her. His flat was on the fifth floor of a twelve story block where most people minded their own business. The sound insulation between flats was excellent. He received an email from MM that evening:

Dear James,

Your first bare bottom caning will take place in less than a week. How exciting! I promise to make it memorable. I'm getting wet just thinking about watching your wriggling bare bottom as the cane cracks down. It will a nice, hard, caning, James. Just six strokes, but penalties if there is noise or fuss. You will gradually learn that my word can be trusted. Trust is so important to establish in our circumstances. I'm sure you agree. Please do not attempt to unmask me, not yet. It might spoil everything. Think of all that fun we will miss.

Leave Thursday evening free and make sure you don't have any visitors (except me). I have plans to make. I will forward your instructions in due course.

Sweet dreams, James.

MM xxx 

The email didn't warrant a reply. He was relieved that their bizarre relationship was back on track. The excitement, at this stage, with almost a week to go, was a more powerful driver than the dread of the pain. It would also be an erotic experience, and she was suggesting that there might be more treats for him. Now that the doubts about his next caning had been removed, he found it easier to concentrate on being more productive at work, and the following day he secured two exceptional orders than more than made up for the previous poor week.

He received an email from her two days later:

Are you getting excited, James? I am. Only two days to go before I set your bottom ablaze.

It has been noticed that there has been a remarkable improvement in your performance at work, and nobody knows why. Except you and I, of course. We both now know that the certainty of a caning is good for you, don't we? That's why you need to sure that you will be soundly caned in two days time, and I'm more than happy to make that promise.

I've been thinking, James. I've been thinking about why it is so important that my identity remains a secret. For the time being, anyway. My anonymity allows me to toss my inhibitions aside and do as I please. I don't think the girl you see in the office would ever reveal to you that she found the prospect of caning you so exciting and erotic, but hiding behind a mask as MM makes it easy. I don't imagine that that same girl would reveal to you that she becomes wet and aroused when she contemplates caning your bare bottom, but MM can. And I can't ever envisage that that girl in your office would suggest that, if you take your punishment well, one day she might allow you to explore her body with your tongue, as MM is now hinting at. So don't try to unmask me, James. It will put an end to the exploration of our journey together. One day I might reveal myself to you, but not until we have progressed.

Now, for the arrangement. You will have to trust me. I want you to make a copy of your flat keys. Leave them at the back of the cutlery drawer, behind the tray, in the kitchenette in the office tomorrow lunchtime, then go to lunch for a full hour.

On Thursday evening, I want you to place the holdall, with contents, in a conspicuous place in your lounge. At exactly 7.00pm I want you to leave the flat, then go for a walk in the park opposite. There is a duck pond at the far side of the park. You will go there to watch the ducks for about half an hour. I want you to then walk back to your flat, to arrive at 8.00pm exactly. I will have prepared the flat for your punishment, and I will be waiting for you. Don't deviate from these instructions. I will be watching for you for a while. If you fail to follow these instructions I will not be waiting at your flat to greet you.

Please confirm you understand and agree to these instructions by return.

Sweet dreams.

MM xxx     

The suggestion that he should hand over his keys would have outraged him in normal circumstances, but in her case it added to the excitement. He was too excited and under her spell to consider doing anything other than complying with her every instruction. He agreed to her terms at once, adding that the keys would be left as instructed.

He simply couldn't help wondering who MM was, and he decided that he would try to work it out, perhaps by making observations. She was playing games with him, so this would be his game, a game he was in control of. If he managed to deduce her true identity he would probably hold back from confronting her, so their erotic journey could continue. He had been far too nervous to make any observations when he had first looked into the eyes of his masked disciplinarian. He hadn't even noticed her eye colour. This Thursday, although he knew he would be terrified, he was determined to be more observant.

CHAPTER SIX

Thursday evening was upon him before he knew it. He had counted away the hours and minutes almost painfully. His nerves and fear steadily escalated as the hour of his fate approached. The keys had been left where she had instructed and now she had access to his home. It was very exciting to think that she could, if she wished, let herself in at any time, even in the middle of the night to punish him. He even thought about suggesting it to her. He looked at his watch for the umpteenth time that evening. It was 6.58pm. The holdall was on the floor in the lounge. He had tidied his flat. It was time to go for his walk, as instructed.

As he left the flat, with butterflies in his stomach, he made a point not to look out for her. He didn't want to jeopardise the events of the evening. She might not even be watching for him. It might well be a bluff, but he would comply. He decided to time how long it took to get to the duck pond so he would know what time to set off back to arrive at 8.00pm. It was a fifteen minute walk, so he spent thirty minutes watching the ducks, frequently checking his watch, and trying to imagine how dreadfully painful her cane would be when she applied it to his bare bottom in less than an hour. His legs felt increasingly unsteady as he made his way back. The journey in the lift to his flat was made at two minutes to eight. She would be ready for him. His shaking hand slipped his door key into his front door lock at one minute before eight. He held his breath as he opened the door. The flat was silent. With his heart pounding, he stepped from his hall into his lounge. She wasn't there.

The lounge looked exactly as it had when he had left. He felt a mixture of relief and extreme disappointment. He had been spared what he both dreaded and craved. The holdall was as he had left it, but he stooped down to look inside. The crook handled cane was missing!

SWISH!

He turned his head to see that she was standing behind him, cane in hand. Her expressionless white mask was looking down at him. He rose unsteadily to his feet. She regarded him for several long seconds as they stood facing each other. He had imagined this moment a hundred times and he had promised himself that, no matter how frightened he was, he would make a note of her eye colour and height. He thought his bladder might embarrass him as he looked into her piercing bright eyes. The lady behind the mask had brown eyes and was about two inches shorter than him, so about five feet seven. When she had feasted from the fear in his eyes for about ten seconds, she put down the cane, then slipped a black mask over his head. His world turned black. She spent some time methodically taping the hood in place, before easing his sweatshirt over his head.

He heard the metallic clink of the handcuffs. She gathered his wrists behind his back and he offered no resistance. As he felt them lock in place he was acutely aware that his last chance of escaping the caning had now gone. He was at her mercy to do with as she pleased again. She was motionless for a few seconds as she savoured the moment, then he felt her fingers on his trouser belt. She eased down his trousers, then steadied him as he stepped out of them. He was aware that he had an erection. His underpants were slowly pulled down. He could feel her breath on his erection as she pulled them free of his feet. His erection hardened as he felt her fingers reach around him to gently caress his bare bottom, while he could still feel her breath on his erection. She seemed in no hurry to cane him. He wondered if she had shed her mask and if he was now being examined by a familiar face from the office. But who?

He sensed his caning was imminent as she rose to her feet. She took hold of his arm then led him to stand at the rear of his armchair. He had guessed she would bend him over this. She coaxed him to bend forward, while she took his weight. All too soon he was face down on the seat of the chair with his bare bottom thrust up, over the back, while she secured him in position with numerous lengths of rope. She was meticulous. Within a few minutes he was totally helpless and. This was it! He was about to receive his first bare bottom caning.

SWISH!

SWISH!

SWISH!

He winced as she demonstrated just how whippy the cane was. Then he felt the cane placed gently across his bare bottom. He closed his eyes, pointlessly, as he braced himself for the first stroke. She tapped the cane across the target as few times as she prepared herself. He was reminded that even these light taps stung, and on the bare, more so. An involuntary sob of fear escaped his lips as the cane was raised.

SWISH – CRACK!

He knew it would hurt, but he was totally unprepared for the intensity of the line of white hot fire that seared across his bare bottom. He hissed in a lungful of air as he tried to cope with the agony. In the few seconds that followed, the intense sting seemed to intensify, before slowly fading to a stinging throb. He felt her breath on his bottom as she stooped down behind him to examine the results of her efforts. He felt her fingers slowly trace the line of the stinging weal, before she rose to her feet. He sobbed again, cursing himself for allowing this to happen, as she prepared to administer the next stroke. He wanted to avoid penalties at all costs, but he guessed he had already made enough noise to have earned some.

SWISH – CRACK!

Unbelievably, it was harder. The cane sank deep into his bare, helpless flesh with the report of a pistol shot. The agony was beyond description. Panic welled up inside him as he began to struggle with his restraints. It was hopeless. She had roped him down well. His writhing bottom remained perfectly presented for her to cane. He somehow sensed that she would finish with a harsh flurry, and he held his breath in an attempt to stop himself from making a noise. His senses proved correct.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

His world turned red as she placed four fresh lines of excruciating agony across his helpless bottom with enthusiasm and vigour. He held his breath throughout, making not a sound, but his hopeless struggling became a frenzy. Even so, his writhing, squirming bottom remained in place for every stroke. His breathing turned to hyperventilation as soon as the last stroke had bitten in. The intense pain again, seemed to intensify as his nerve endings struggled to deal with a level of agony that they had never before been required to deal with.

He knew she would add penalties, so he couldn't relax. His ordeal was not yet over.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

The agony, as the final flurry bit into already stinging weals, was unbelievable, but he managed to hang on to his vocal cords, even though they strained to scream out. He heard the cane being put down, His first bare bottom caning was over. His bottom was burning and throbbing fiercely, but he knew the pain would gradually now fade, and he breathed out in relief.

He felt her breath on his bottom again. Her hands began to explore the results of the caning, Her touch was so gentle, and in complete contrast to the ferocity of the punishment. Her hands wandered between his upper thighs. It frustrated him that his erection was trapped under him. She gave him a gentle kiss on his right bottom cheek, then rose to her feet. Such a kiss would not have been possible had she still been wearing her mask, so he knew a familiar face was looking down at him.

There followed some rustling, as she prepared to leave. Then he felt his wrists being released from where she had tied them high up behind his back. His right wrist was freed from the handcuffs, then a key was placed in his hand. She gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, then she was gone. His front door opened then closed a few seconds later.

It took James several minutes to free himself, and as soon as he was free he rushed, naked, to the window to see if he could see his disciplinarian leave the building, but he knew he was too late. She had gone. He then went to the bathroom, and was shocked to see the astonishingly colourful weals she had decorated his burning, throbbing bottom with. His erection and his sore bottom kept him awake for much of the night.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Watching your bare bottom dancing and wriggling under my cane made me so hot and wet, James. It was delicious! I can't wait to cane you again. Perhaps I will reward you next time, but you will have to take the heavier cane. As our journey progresses, the punishments must increase in severity. I'm sure you agree. Do you, James? Are you going to ask me to punish you with the heavier cane so you can claim your reward? What would you like your reward to be?

How is your bottom? Sore? I hope so. Something to remind you of me for the next few days. When I see you in the office, I will be imagining the cane marks on your bottom.

We should probably wait until the marks have faded before I replace them with a more colourful set. What a shame we have to wait. I insist you keep me informed of how well you are recovering.

Until next time, James.

MM xxx

The email was waiting for him when he arrived at the office. He'd arrived early as he had a plan and needed to be alone in the office to set things up. MM was five feet seven inches. He'd come to the office equipped with a tape measure. There was a cork faced notice board in the sales office that he had a clear line of sight of when sat at his desk. There were various notices pinned to it, including a distinctive green advertisement for a local fitness centre. Allowing for the additional height shoes would add to her height, he re-pinned the advert to the board with the top edge at about what her height would be from the floor, All the staff in the office walked past this point when arriving or leaving the office. He would, during the course of the day be able to cross off his list any suspects that failed his height test. He would also be checking eye colours, crossing off all that weren't brown. In addition, he thought he was safe to assume that his disciplinarian was right handed because she had stood to his left when she caned him. He would observe and gradually home in on MM. He would keep his deductions to himself for the time being.

With his preparations complete, and the office still empty, he lowered his still very sore bottom onto his office chair, wincing as he did, then set about responding to her email:

Dear MM,

I am very sore this morning. The caning was painful beyond belief, but also very erotic. The prospect of more severe punishment is both terrifying and exciting. The knowledge that you become aroused when you cane me is even more exciting, and I'd love a reward.

You now have the keys to my home. It has occurred to me that you could let yourself in at any time, for example in the middle of the night. I must be mad to put an idea like this into your head!

I'll keep you informed on my recovery. I have some very angry weals.

James xxx

As the day progressed he was able to gradually eliminate suspects, until by the late afternoon he was left with just four ladies who he judged were about five feet seven inches tall, had brown eyes and were right handed. It was enlightening that none of his early suspects, Dee, Kim and Sam, were on the list. It taught him that he would be wise not to jump to conclusions too quickly. The four candidates he was left with were:

Lucy

Abigail

Florence

Erin

Now he needed to find a way to shorten the list further. He was enjoying this game. He wondered if MM had any idea that he was beginning to home in on her identity.

MM replied to his email that evening. She too was enjoying her game:

Dear James,

Of course it had occurred to me that I could call in on you at any time, but I would never have dreamt of intruding on your privacy in such a way – until I received your email. Now you can expect me to call on you, unannounced, at any time. Of course, I appreciate that there may be times when it might be inappropriate, but when this is the case, you must send me an email, informing me. Otherwise, expect me whenever the whim takes me.

A surprise visit will give me the opportunity to check how well you are recovering. I won't use the cane on you until I deem you fit, but spanking you would be fun. I might also offer you an advance 'taste' of your reward for taking a dozen strokes with the heavier cane. Obviously, should you accept this offer, it confirms your acceptance of the caning at a later date. It would be set in stone. Pleasure, from me, James, must sometimes be paid for with pain.

I will continue to wear my mask. I'm not ready to reveal my identity. There will be no dialogue, so please tell me where you will be keeping our holdall. I require you to sleep naked from now on.

Sweet dreams, James.

MM xxx

The thought that she might appear at his bedside at any time was incredibly exciting. He was obsessed by the journey they were now sharing, and he was also obsessed by discovering who she was. Once he knew, he still might continue the façade for fear of destroying what they had, but the chase would be amazing fun.

His next step, he decided, was to find out as much as he could about each of his four suspects. He started with social media. It was probable that they all had some sort of public profile. He started with Abigail, as she had an unusual surname so would be easier to find. It didn't take him long to discover that most of the girls in the office were 'friends' with each other on the site, including all of his four suspects. He made methodical notes from the site on each. Once he had all that could be gleaned from social media he would see what additional information could be found in the office. He had access to the personnel files, so he would again arrive very early the following morning to avoid being seen.

His final action before going to bed was to reply to MM's email:

Dear MM,

The holdall is under my bed. I always sleep naked.

James xxx

It was a short message, but the implications were enormously exciting. From the moment he clicked 'send' he was opening the possibility of MM turning up at any time, unannounced, to do with him as she pleased. He doubted very much that he would receive a visit that night, at such short notice, but any night from tomorrow on would be likely. He slipped off to sleep, excited.

CHAPTER EIGHT

He's been in the office for an hour and a half, and had only just finished his investigations when the first member of staff arrived. He was surprised that it was Abigail, one of his suspects. What was she doing in the office so early? She was usually one of the last to arrive.

“Good morning, Abigail. You're early.”

“Good morning. Er, yes. Had a few things to tidy up,” she replied, as he studied her brown eyes.

She smiled, then sat at her desk to engross herself on her PC screen and keyboard.

Abigail was a very pretty brunette, and he now knew from his research that she belonged to a local drama group. He had nothing to go on other than that, but he had a hunch that she might be MM. MM certainly demonstrated acting skills. He had a vision of Abigail wielding a cane and immediately felt an erection growing.

Having studied the details of the four possible suspects, he had now eliminated Lucy. It was a shame to lose her from the list, as she was a very attractive and charismatic blonde. But he had discovered that she was a keen squash player, and her chat on social media revealed that she had booked a game of squash on the evening of his first caning.

Now he was left with just three suspects, and one of them was sitting in front of him right now, busy on the keyboard of her work station. As he watched her, she seemed to finish what she was doing. Her fingers stopped typing, then she leaned back in her chair, before rising to her feet to make her way to the kitchenette. He noted what a beautiful figure she had as she walked away from him. As she disappeared into the kitchenette he glanced back down at his PC screen to see he had just received an email from MM:

Dear James,

Expect me any time.

MM xxx

His heart was pounding as he imagined he was alone in the office with MM. A few minutes later, she emerged with a hot drink in her hand. Their eyes met briefly before she smiled, then sat down. If it was Abigail, he was amazed at how brazen she had been, and it made the prospect that she was his secret disciplinarian even more exciting. Others now began to arrive, and the office began to buzz. James was forced to turn his attention to more the more mundane business of selling property.

At the end of the day, he was excited to be going home. It meant that he could continue his research into the three remaining suspects, with Abigail now top of his list. It also brought closer the chance of an unannounced visit by MM. He'd concluded that a visit soon was a near certainty, but when? As soon as he had arrived home and eaten, he poured a glass of wine, then reviewed what he knew about each remaining girl:

Abigail: Brunette, 27, single. 128 friends on social media. Active in drama group. Out going. No details of a steady boyfriend.

Florence: Brunette, 31, divorced. Enjoys horse riding and keeps her own horse. Quiet, but popular. 43 friends on social media.

Erin: Quiet, pretty blonde, 29, single. Sings in local choir. Shares house with a girlfriend. 78 friends on social media. Several boyfriends, but none in particular.

Although Abigail was top of his list, he had no proof. The text he had received from MM that morning, arriving just after Abigail had finished typing could just be a coincident. He needed more evidence, and if he couldn't find anything firm on her, he would have to do it by elimination.

He turned his attention to Florence. She was the quietest one of the three. She kept herself very much to herself in the office, and although she was popular, she seemed to enjoy her own company and usually chose to go to lunch on her own. She rarely joined the other office staff for a drink after work, but would if there was something like a birthday to celebrate. Although she was an exciting candidate for MM, he was increasingly suspecting that it wasn't her. Why would Florence have gone to the trouble of buying canes and rope, when she would be sure to own at least one riding whip. He didn't know much about riding and stables, but he guessed she would have access to, or possess various leather straps, so why would she buy rope. The more he thought about it, the more he was convinced that Florence could be removed from his list.

He was left with Abigail and Erin. He only needed to eliminate just one of them to find his lady. He was becoming more convinced that Abigail was MM, but he needed to eliminate Erin to be sure. He already knew that Erin sang in a choir. It was called 'The Avery Choir', named after a deceased local composer. The choir had their own website, and it was to this that he now turned his attention. He learned that they met to rehearse every Tuesday evening at a local school between 7.30 and 9.30, and performed about three concerts each year. MM had never met with him on a Tuesday evening, so there was nothing to be deduced so far.

It was late by the time James decided to call it a day. He was content that, by careful, methodical process, he had cut his list of possibles from eleven to two. Good progress. Perhaps he just needed just one more clue to arrive at his lady. He went to bed, excited that he might receive a surprise visit during the night. He was disappointed, but not surprised, when nothing happened. Perhaps she might leave her surprise visit until the weekend, when she would have more time to play with him.

* * *

It was in the early hours of Saturday morning when she eventually came to him. He had been half expecting her, but had just drifted off to sleep. She must have entered the flat very quietly, because the first indication that she had arrived was when he felt the metal band of the handcuffs enclosing his right wrist. He didn't resist as she gently coaxed him roll onto his front so she could cuff the other wrist. The room was in semi-darkness, lit from a dimmed light in the passage, but it was enough for him to see that she was wearing her faceless mask, and was dressed in dark clothes, with long, dark gloves. He had only a few seconds to look for any other clues to her identity, before the hood was slipped over his head. Once again, she meticulously taped the hood in place with strong tape, leaving his nose and mouth clear, but rendering him totally blind.

The bed covers were pulled away from him completely, and he listened, laying on his side, naked, to the rustling of clothes. It was obvious that she was undressing. She was in no hurry. He heard the click of a light switch, but he had no idea if she had turned a light on or off, so total was his blindness. He felt her hand on his shoulder. It was a bare hand, she had removed her gloves, and he guessed she had removed everything else as well. She rolled him over onto his front again, then he allowed her to pinion his cuffed wrists up behind his back by attaching them to a rope loop around his neck. He felt her naked legs against his as she straddle him, then he felt her hands gently exploring his bottom, tracing the path of fading weals. It was the most delicate and delicious touch, very erotic.

After several minutes, she lifted off him, then rolling him over and coaxed him to his feet. She sat down on his bed, then guided him over her naked lap. He didn't resist, and his huge erection pushed hard into the tops of her naked thighs, as his face and upper body came to rest on the bed. Once again she began to explore his naked bottom, this time with her right hand. Her left hand pressed into the small of his back. She reached between his legs to gently cup his balls, then went back to continue the exploration of his bottom.

SLAP!

It wasn't at all hard, but stung his right cheek a little. Her hand gently rubbed the area of sting. Her left hand remained pressed into his back.

SLAP!

It was his left cheek that felt the sting this time, a little harder. Her hand again caressed the sting.

SLAP!

This time it stung a lot. It was harder and overlaid the sting of the first spank on his right cheek.

SLAP!

The luxury of a rub better had now been abandoned, and the spanking began in earnest.

SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP!   SLAP! ..

The spanking increased in intensity and soon he was gasping and wriggling. Her hand pressed down more firmly as she got into her stride. He wriggled harder, gasping more desperately, as the sting became more intense, and he almost slipped off her lap. The spanking stopped momentarily, as she parted her legs, then brought her right leg over the back of his thighs to clamp him over her left knee.

The spanking resumed with vigour. He heard her giggle as he gasped and writhed. It was the first sound that he had ever heard from MM's lips, but it was an unidentifiable one. She was clearly having enormous fun, and his poor bottom was on fire.

Suddenly, the spanking stopped. He thought it was over, but why was he still clamped so firmly between her legs. He found out a few seconds later.

CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!  CRACK!..

He squealed as his bottom turned into an inferno. She was no longer using her hand, but had obviously brought some sort of hard, flat and heavy implement with her. The sting was breathtaking. He heard that giggle again as her legs clamped him like a vice and her left hand pressed down harder.

It was way past the point where he could take no more that the spanking eventually stopped. She allowed him to slip off her lap onto his knees. He longed to reach down to rub his burning bottom, but his hands remained pinioned up behind his back. He felt her hand grasp his hair, then pull his face towards her, between her parted thighs. She breathed out in ecstasy as his mouth found her wetness. She pulled him to her with more urgency, her grip now fiercely pulling at the roots of his hair. He pushed his tongue deep inside her as her juices flowed. She leaned back, parting her thighs further, to allow him to probe deeper. His bottom was burning and throbbing. As her right hand continued to grasp his hair, her left hand began to claw at his back, painfully. It was heaven. Her gasping and writhing, the increased flowing of her juices and the more painful clawing of his back left him in no doubt that his tongue needed to work harder to bring her to orgasm. Her finger nails drew blood from his back as she climaxed.

She lay back for several minutes, as his head rested between her legs, with his tongue aching and his nose enjoying the musky scent of her orgasm.

Five minutes later she had gone. She had dressed, then uncuffed one of his wrists, before cuffing the other wrist to the bed. He had just one hand to free himself of the taped on hood, while MM made her way swiftly to the street below. By the time he had found the key on the bed in the dim light, then freed himself, she had long gone.

As he stood in the bathroom fifteen minutes later, looking at his red bottom and badly scratched back, he realised he had another clue. MM had long fingernails. Her inevitable email arrived the following morning:

Do you like my hairbrush, James? It was the frantic wriggling of your rapidly reddening bare bottom while I spanked you with it that made me so wet.

Did you have fun with your tongue? I certainly did. Perhaps you might push a bit deeper next time?

My orgasm was fantastic! Such a shame you were denied, but perhaps next time. Perhaps when you have received the twelve nice, hard strokes with the heavier cane that you are now your certain destiny. When you've felt the deep bite of your most severe caning to date, perhaps then you will discover just how erotic I can be.

MM xxx

He replied that same day, confirming that the hairbrush had been eye-watering and that he had adored attending her with his tongue.

* * *    

It was Erin! He had been in the office for just fifteen minutes the following Monday morning when he was able to quite confidently conclude that it could not have been the short fingernails of Abigail that had clawed so passionately at his back. He would never have believed that quiet Erin could be so wild, but her long fingernails were there to be seen. His quest was over, but he would keep his discovery to himself for the time being. He didn't want to do anything that might threaten the amazing journey they were making together, but now he would be able to imagine her face at his next encounter with MM. And a beautiful face it was too. One day, he was not sure when, but one day he would tell her that he knew.

At first it was difficult for him to look Erin in the face, now knowing that she was MM, but she was obviously a master of deception, and her manner gave nothing away. There was, however, one moment, on the Friday following her late night visit, when their eyes met and something, he was sure, passed between them. He had been watching her for a few moments, day dreaming about how erotic their late night encounter had been. She must have sensed his eyes on her, as she looked up. The hint of a smile passed her lips as he looked into her dark, brown eyes. He sensed that she knew what he was thinking. Perhaps she now realised that he knew who she was.

CHAPTER NINE  

Since MM had told him that she might drop in on him at any time, he had not once had reason to send her an email to explain that it would not be convenient. He had turned down a few invitations from friends since, preferring the excitement of staying in on the chance she might visit. He received another invitation to meet friends for drinks on the Friday after her late night visit, but he declined it. The brief eye contact with Erin, earlier that day, had suggested to him that a visit from MM might be imminent. He was so convinced of it, that he was unable to sleep, and sure enough, just after midnight, he heard the door to his flat being quietly opened.

She spent some time in his hallway, out of sight. He guessed she was fitting her mask in front of the hall mirror. He was tempted to call out, saying the mask was not now needed, but decided against it. He felt an erection growing. He partly closed his eyes to mimic sleep as she appeared in the bedroom doorway, silhouetted by the dull night light in the hall. She moved quietly. There was almost no sound as she stooped down to reached under his bed. He heard the clink of the handcuffs as she took them from the bag. He didn't resist as his right wrist was cuffed, but was surprised when, instead of cuffing it to the other wrist, she stretched both of his arms over his head, then cuffed then together behind the metal corner post of his bed head. The expressionless mask looked down at him, but her eyes were burning bright. He sensed she was smiling behind that mask. His world turned black as the hood was slipped over his head.

As soon as he was secured and the hood had been taped in place, he heard the rustle of clothing being removed. He tried to imagine what Erin would look like naked, and his erection reached bursting point. After a few minutes, the rustling stopped. She must be naked. He felt his bed covers being pulled away. He imagined that she was looking down at his erection. He felt her weight on the bed, close to his head, then became aware that she had lifted one leg over him to straddle his face. As she lowered herself onto his face, his tongue discovered that her juices were already flowing. As he probed deep into her, she leaned forward, allowing him to push deeper, then he felt her hands on his erection, before she took it into her mouth. There would be no spanking for him tonight, just sex, on her terms, and at her mercy.

She lifted off his face after about five minutes. His tongue was aching. His face was dripping with her wetness. She turned, then sank her hips firmly down to taking his erection deep into her. She gasped as she ground her hips in an urgent frenzy until they both climaxed spectacularly.

Twenty minutes after she had arrived, she unlocked one of his wrists, then locked the remaining one to the bed post. She rolled him over onto his face, gave his bottom a playful slap, then placed a key in his hand, and left. Her email arrived the following morning.

Did you enjoy that James? I decided yesterday afternoon, as I was sitting in the office, that it was about time we had our first fuck. I resisted the urge to spank you because I want you fit for your next caning. I noted that you are almost ready. By this time next week you will know what the heavy cane feels like.

I think we have better fucks to come, James. I have a theory that fucks will be more erotic after I have just caned you, and the harder I cane you, the better the fuck will be. I can't wait to test my theory.

I imagine you are very curious to know who I am. I think I'll keep you guessing while I'm having so much fun.

On the subject of fun, I think we should try other things. I found an author on the internet called 'Annie Bee'. Her website contains details of spanking games I might try, and she also has some very interesting things to say about tawses. Do you know what a tawse is, James? You soon will, because I've ordered a nice, heavy, Lochgelly tawse.

I've also ordered a gag. The caning I have planned for you will probably have you squealing. We don't want to disturb your neighbours, do we?

Are you nervous, James?

MM xxx

James found and read Annie Bee's ideas regarding the use of the tawse, and it sent a shudder through him. The prospect of MM using a leather strap on him in the manner suggested was terrifying. He was nervous, very nervous, but also very excited. However, he was also beginning to feel as if he was cheating on her. He knew who she was, while pretending he didn't. He felt it was time to confess, and he thought now the time was right. He hoped, as he composed his reply, that it wouldn't sap the magic from their very erotic relationship:

Dear MM,

Your last visit was the most erotic experience of my life. I am excited and very frightened by your plans for me.

However, I have to tell you something. I think I know who you are. I've worked it out with a process of elimination, and I'm left with just one person. I do so hope this doesn't spoil things between us.

James xxx

He didn't hear from her until Sunday evening. He worried that his disclosure had ruined the magic that was happening between them. He was frightened of what he might read when she did eventually reply:

Dear James,

I'm not ready to end our game just yet. Perhaps you do think you have worked out who I am, but don't tell me yet. Wait until after I have caned you one more time. As I mentioned, I will need to gag you. When your caning is over, I will remove your gag. You must immediately ask for a fuck, and you must use my name as you do so. Let's see what happens!

MM xxx

He avoided eye contact with Erin on the Monday, concerned that a knowing look between them might spoil the next chapter in their journey. He hoped it could continue afterwards, but appreciated the difficulties involved with having a relationship with one of his subordinates. He didn't know when to expect her next unannounced visit, but suspected it would be at the end of the week.

Just before leaving the office on Monday evening, Phoebe came into his office to tell him that it was her birthday, and invited him to join her and some of the other staff for a few drinks at the Anchor pub, opposite, and he felt he should accept. Most of the girls in the office turned up to celebrate with Phoebe, but James was relieved that Erin had, apparently, been unable to attend. He would have found it difficult to exchange pleasantries with her. He stayed about an hour, before making his way home.

He sensed her presence as soon as he opened the front door to his flat. He stepped into his lounge to come face to face with the blank, expressionless mask of MM. His heart began to pound and his bladder felt it might fail him as he looked into her deep, brown eyes. He had assumed that his appointment with the heavier cane was several day off, so he would have time to mentally prepare for his most agonising caning ever. Now it was imminent, and he was terrified.

He was trembling with fear as she helped him off with his jacket, then his shirt. He tried to imagine Erin's delicate, feminine features behind the mask, but the unsmiling mask was all he could see. Within thirty seconds of entering his flat, he was naked from the waist up and she had handcuffed his wrists behind his back. The hood was slipped over his head, then taped in position. His world had turned black and he was hers to do as she pleased. His shoes and socks were removed, then he felt her hands at the waist of his trousers, before she lowered them, followed by his underpants. He was naked and trembling with fear. She secured his cuffed wrists higher up his back with a rope passed around his neck, then he felt his mouth being forced open as she pushed what felt like a golf ball sized rubber ball into it. He resisted as she tightened leather restraining straps around and over his head, forcing the ball deep into his mouth to press down firmly on his tongue. He was gagged. Begging for mercy was now an option denied him. He would be forced to endure any punishment she cared to inflict.

He heard the rustling of clothes, and he knew it was MM undressing herself. He imagined that her mask had been removed and that it was now Erin who looked as his helpless, naked body. He felt a hand on his shoulder. She was leading him to bend over the back of his armchair. It was all happening too quickly. In only a few minutes he would feel the bite of the heavy cane and he was dreading it. She tied him down methodically and very securely, using more rope than before. She was making absolutely sure that there would be no escape for him.

James had never felt so helpless, so humiliatingly exposed and so frightened, as he felt the cool air on his naked, thrust up, bottom. He was facing twelve strokes with a terrifying cane. He couldn't think of the pleasures that lay beyond. He was too frightened. He tensed as he felt the cane placed across the centre of his taught bottom cheeks. This was it! The cane thudded gently a few times, allowing him to feel the considerable additional weight of the implement. He sobbed involuntarily as he heard her feet shuffle to adjust her position for the first stroke. He imagined Erin's gentle face looking down at his bare bottom and he was unable to grasp how such an angelic face could conceal such a lust for cruelty.

SWISH – CRACK!

The agony that seared across his helpless bare bottom shocked him to his core. He'd tried to imagine how painful this caning would be, but this was beyond his wildest nightmare. The cane bit in sickeningly deep with a savage 'crack', but the agony sank deeper, blossoming and intensifying unbearably. If he could have begged and pleaded for the caning to stop, he would have been done so, but all he could do was gurgle and groan. He began to struggle against his restraints, but they were absolutely unyielding. The searing white hot line of fire was still burning unbearably as the cane was raised again.

SWISH – CRACK!

Muffled shrieking frothed past the ball gag, as the second stroke bit in even harder. His world turned red and panic gripped him as the pain shot to beyond what he had previously believed possible. He couldn't stand even one more stroke at this intensity.

SWISH – CRACK!

The heavy cane bit deep into the crease at the very top of his thighs and the resultant agony produced another muffled shrill scream. He mustered every sinew of strength to wrench his bottom out of the path of the cane, but his struggle was futile, serving only to strain his muscles and produce rope burns around his secured limbs. He didn't register the pain of the ropes biting in as it was a mere tickle when compared to the fire that raged across his bottom.

He lost all sense of time and count as the caning progressed. She was merciless and every stroke was administered with all the severity and passion she could muster. James was transported to a place where only red mist and totally unbearable agony existed. There was no room in his mind for anything else. He writhed and shrieked in a blind panic as the strokes decorated his gaping bottom with vivid weals and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

It was over! His body was glistening with sweat and he was hyperventilating through his nose. His bottom was burning and throbbing, but the agony was slowly fading to bearable levels. He began to collect his thoughts, as he felt the gag being loosened. She had given him instructions and he guessed he needed to follow them to the letter to avoid any more punishment. He knew she would relish the prospect of continuing the caning. As soon as the ball slipped of his mouth, he gasped his request:

“Please, Erin. Can I fuck you?”

The ball was immediately forced roughly back into his mouth. Before he could grasp what was happening the straps had been re-tightened. Perhaps it wasn't Erin!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK! …

He was transported back to the world of unbearable agony, and beyond. The caning that followed was brisk and very, very hard. Each cane stroke bit into his already very sore bottom with merciless venom, and the resultant excruciating pain was not given a chance to fully blossom before the next furious stroke found its mark. He received another twelve strokes. He had never felt more relieved when he eventually felt the gag being removed.

He was unsure what to do. Did she expect him to guess again? He was soon left in no doubt as he felt his restraints being removed with urgency. She needed a fuck and she needed it now.

She pulled him unsteadily to his feet. His bottom was still burning and he was still dripping with sweat and fighting for breath as she guided him to the bedroom. He had never experienced a lady who was so hungry for sex. Within a few seconds he was on his back on the bed, with his tongue thrust deep inside her as she straddled him. She leaned forward to engulf his rock hard erection with her mouth, as her finger nails bit deep into the angry weals covering his bottom. The orgasm that they eventually shared when she lifted from his face, then lowered her hips onto his erection was out of this world. He was still recovering after she had finished dressing. She unlocked one of his wrists, locked the other to the bed head, placed a key in his free hand, kissed him on the cheek, then left. Who was she?

CHAPTER TEN

I'm addicted to thrashing you, James. The harder the better. The more you wriggle and writhe, the more I love it, and the more aroused I become.

What a magic moment it was when you guessed I was Erin! Did you really believe that a sweet girl like Erin could be so cruel and sadistic? It earned you another twelve strokes, and they were harder, and your bottom's even more desperate and frantic wriggling was a joy to behold. I just wanted to carry on caning you and caning you.

I imagine you have a very sore bottom. There will be more, even sorer bottoms to come for you, James. Our game can continue. I should take delivery of my new Lochgelly tawse soon. I can't wait to try it on your squirming bare bottom. I trust you have read Annie Bee's suggestions on how a tawse can be used to maximum effect. I especially like the way she describes how the tips of the tawse can reach all those sensitive areas that the cane can't reach. That should have your bottom wriggling in a frenzy! 

Until next time, James. Don't forget to tell me whenever you are unable to accommodate a surprise visit.

MM xxx

The email must have been sent while he was on his way to work, as he'd checked just before he'd left home on Tuesday morning, and it was waiting for him when he arrived in his office. It suggested that she was planning another visit, and he guessed she would want sex. She would probably want to give his bottom a chance to recover before she punished him again. He relished the prospect of sex, but the acquisition of the tawse and the manner in which she intended to use it terrified him.

He had never felt so sore, and he winced each he lowered his bottom onto his office chair. The bruising caused by the heavier cane was severe, and would take a long time to fade. Also, he had rope burns around his ankles and even around his neck. He'd had to wear a tie to conceal the neck burns. Of more concern were the chafing of his wrists, caused by his desperate struggle with the metal handcuffs. They would be difficult to conceal, and he had to think of an innocent explanation in case they were commented on.

He managed to keep his injured wrists concealed under his shirt cuffs during Tuesday, but the following day, the inevitable happened, and it was Abigail who noticed. She had brought details of an offer on a villa in Spain for him to review. As she handed him the file, he reached forward, exposing his raw right wrist.

“That looks sore,” she said, sympathetically.

“Oh, it's nothing. I was helping a friend cut down a tree, and we used ropes to pull down branches. I looped the rope around my wrists. I should have worn gardening gloves.”

It was the best he could come up with, even if he didn't think he sounded very convincing. Abigail simply smiled, then left the office.

He once again listed all the ladies in the sales office, then checked how he had eliminated them to end up with just Erin. He couldn't fault his deductions, so he began to suspect that MM was somebody from another department. He listed all the ladies who he had had some dealings with from outside the sales office and arrived at six additional possible candidates. Over the next two days he discreetly made observations, allowing him to eliminate five as having the wrong eye colour, short finger nails or being the wrong build or height. He was left with Wendy, the Sales Director's P.A. If MM wasn't Erin, it had to be Wendy. That would make sense. Wendy was an attractive, outgoing brunette with an assertive nature. It was quite apparent that she liked to be in control, so she fitted the profile of MM. Also, she often called into his office, so could easily have come across the erotic picture that had been the trigger for all this. The more he thought about it the more he convinced himself that Wendy was MM, and it was a very exciting conclusion to come to. He decided he would keep his revised deduction to himself for the time being. He'd wait, and watch for more clues. He'd been wrong once and the result had been excruciating.

He received an email from MM on the Friday morning:     

Hello James. How's your bottom? Still a bit sore I expect. Perhaps I should check for myself. Expect a visit soon.

I have some exciting news: the tawse has arrived. I can't wait to show it to you, and I'm so looking forward to trying out some to the delicious ideas of Annie Bee's on your helpless, wriggling bare bottom.

I had an interesting chat with Abigail. She mentioned seeing the red marks on your wrists. She didn't believe your story about trees and joked that perhaps you were into kinky sex. Perhaps some of the other girls in the office are beginning to suspect that you need to be disciplined.

I need to rethink the way you are restrained for punishment and we will need to invest in some alternative equipment. I need you VERY SECURELY restrained for the discipline I have planned for you, but I don't want your wrists marked when you struggle. And you will struggle, James.

MM xxx

He was expecting her to visit that weekend. He was very excited when he climbed into bed that Friday night, determined to stay awake to be ready for her, but eventually drifted off to sleep. However, it was not until Sunday night, when he had all but written off any prospect of a visit, that she arrived.

She entered his flat in the early hours. The first he knew was when she had attached the handcuffs to his right wrist. She straddled him as she raised his arms over his head, then locked them to the bed head post. He was able to look up into her expressionless masked face for just a few moments before the hood was placed over his head, then firmly taped in place. His erection hardened under her weight.

She lifted off him, then  rolled him over on his front. He thought he heard the light switch being operated. Next he felt her hands exploring his bottom as she checked how well he had recovered from the caning. A playful few slaps indicated that the inspection was over, and the light switch clicked again. She left him face down and he listened as she removed her clothes. She rolled him back over and within a few seconds she had straddled his face, engulfing him with her wetness. He pushed his tongue deep inside her as she took his erection greedily into her mouth. Ten minutes later, with his tongue now aching, she shifted her position, then lowered herself firmly onto his erection.

Less than thirty minutes after she had arrived, she had gone. When James peeled the hood from his head, the first thing he saw were the two thick, heavy leather tails of the Lochgelly tawse she had left drooping over his bedside table. He shuddered as he picked it up to register its considerable weight.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

What a fantastic fuck that was, James. Did you notice that I was even wetter than usual. I think that might have been because, as I was riding your face, with your tongue thrust deep inside me, I was looking down at the Lochgelly tawse and trying to visualise it biting spitefully into your squirming bottom. I was imagining how desperately you will writhe as the tail tips search out all those extra sensitive spots, and how you will gasp and squeal from your gagged mouth. The 'XH' on the tawse stands for 'EXTRA HEAVY' by the way. Was that the best fuck you've ever had James?

Are you ready for the tawse? I think you should begin to prepare mentally for next weekend. I imagine the pain will be absolutely eye-watering, but think of the fuck afterwards!

MM xxx

It was Monday afternoon. He'd just finished reading the email, and was picturing Wendy standing over him, naked, with the Lochgelly tawse in her hand, when she stepped into his office. He felt his face flush as their eyes met.

“In answer to your question, the answer is yes,” he said, almost breathlessly.

“What question?” she answered, smiling.

“Was that the best fuck I've ever had?” he replied, not believing the words that were flowing from his mouth. “The answer is yes, it was the best fuck I've ever had.”

She remained looking at him for a few moments, smiling, before turning to close his office door, then taking a seat at his desk opposite him. She said nothing, but continued to smile.

“I'm ready for the tawse,” he said, looking down at the top of his desk. “I'm terrified, of course, but I'm ready. I don't want you to show any mercy, no matter how much I wriggle and squeal. I need you to be severe with me.”

She had still said nothing. He looked up into her attractive brown eyes.

“This all sounds fascinating, James, but I don't know what you're talking about,” she said, studying him with amusement.

“But you're MM, aren't you?” he replied, feeling doubt and panic rising inside him.

“Who's MM?” she replied.

His face reddened further as he covered it with his hands.

“I'm so sorry,” he said, feeling almost sick with embarrassment. “I've made a terrible mistake, Wendy. I thought you were somebody else.”

“We all make mistakes, James,” she said, smiling at his discomfort.

There were a few moments of difficult silence as James looked down at his desk.

“Can you forget this conversation took place?” he pleaded, looking up, his face still flushed with embarrassment.

“This is a very unusual conversation, James. I don't think it will be possible for me to forget it,” she said, making no move to leave.

“No, I don't suppose you can,” he said, miserably, “But can I please implore you not to tell anyone else about this. I've really made a big mistake and made a fool of myself. I was convinced you were somebody else. I'm so sorry. This is all very embarrassing.”

“I might be persuaded to keep quiet about it James,” she said, “if you will please tell me exactly what you are talking about.”

“It's a long story.”

“Come to my office at five. Tim is away. You can explain everything over coffee.”

There were several curious glances from sales staff as she opened the door to leave. James remained at his desk, unable to do anything, for several minutes. He was totally confused. 

* * *

“This is all very embarrassing,” he said, as he took a seat in Wendy's office later that afternoon. “It's probably best if I tell you everything. I hope you won't be too shocked.”

“Coffee?” she asked, rising to her feet without waiting for a reply.

She returned with the coffee a few minutes later, placed a cup in front of each of them, then settled in her chair. James had regained his composure since their bizarre conversation earlier that day. He had decided there was nothing now to loose by telling her everything. His secret was already known by her, so he reasoned that if he now shared all the details with her she would be more likely be sympathetic and agree to keep his secret to herself.

“I'm all ears,” she said, finally, as she lounged back in her chair.

“Since my divorce,” he began, looking at his hands, “I've become increasingly aware of a desire, a craving, building up inside me. A desire to be in a submissive relationship. It's always been there, but I kept it suppressed, but more recently it's been on my mind more and more.”

He looked up, briefly, to see if he could read anything from her reaction, but her face gave nothing away.

“Anyway,” he continued, “I found an image on the internet that really summed up what I craved. I was so taken by it that I printed it out.”

“What was the image of, exactly?” she asked.

“It was a lady, seen from behind, standing with her legs apart, and flexing a cane. In the background, naked and kneeling on the floor, was a man. It was obvious that she was about to cane him. I wanted to be that man.”

“Ah. I see,” she said.

“I accidentally picked up that picture with some office files I was working on when I came to work the following day. I didn't realise what I'd done until I returned home that evening and couldn't find the picture. By then it was too late. Somebody in the office had found it and guessed that I wanted to be caned. This person began to send me emails, suggesting that she would like to cane me, but insisting that she wanted to keep her identity a secret. She thought it might be a problem working with me if I knew who she was.”

“How could she do that without revealing herself?”

“She wore a mask. We met on the first occasion at a hotel. She texted me the room number a few minutes before I was due to meet her. She was already in the room, wearing one of those masquerade masks. As soon as I arrived, she fixed a hood over my head, then secured me with ropes and handcuffs.”

“Are you sure you're not making all this up, James,” she asked, seeming sceptical. “Why would an apparently intelligent man place himself at the mercy of a complete stranger?”

“Well, you're looking at him,” he replied, embarrassed again. “We had built up a sort of relationship via emails. I was frightened, and wary, obviously, but I believed she was being straight with me, and she was. She did exactly what she said she would do. She caned me, then left. She left me with the key to the handcuffs, but by the time I had freed myself of all the restraining ropes, she had gone. That was the start. Things have progressed since then. I now get punished at home. She has a key to my flat, and lets herself in unannounced.”

“Fascinating. So what led you to conclude that I was your mystery disciplinarian?”

“I had a few clues. My mystery lady, or MM as she calls herself, has brown eyes, she is about five feet seven high, she is right handed and has long fingernails. I thought I'd eliminated every female in this company that I know, apart from you. So I concluded that you were MM.”

“And how would you react if I told you that I don't believe your story, James?” she said. “It does sound like a fantasy that's got out of control.”

“It's the truth,” he protested, “I know it sounds mad, but it's true.”

“Well, whether it's true, or not, I'll keep your secret, James. If it is all just a fantasy, I suggest you don't share it with anybody else.”

She was looking at him curiously. She was difficult to read.

“I can prove I'm telling the truth, I've got marks on my wrists where she secured me with handcuffs,” he said, pulling back a shirt sleeve, “and I've still got cane marks on my bottom.”

“Are you going to show me your bum?” she laughed.

“If it convinces you that I'm not mad, yes.”

“Go on then,” she giggled, sitting up in her chair.

He had nothing to lose. Red faced, he rose, turned his back to her, then lowered his trousers and underpants.

“My goodness!” she said, sounding surprised. “That must have hurt!”

“You wouldn't believe how much,” he said, making himself decent again, then turning to face her, still red faced.

“And you really thought I was responsible for all those marks on your bottom?”

“Yes.”

“I'll keep your secret, James.”

* * *

James was mentally exhausted when he got home. What an eventful twenty-four hours it had been. He was relieved that Wendy had promised to keep his secret to herself, although he had no idea what she made of his confession. He replied to MM's email before going to bed:

Dear MM,

Yes, that was the most erotic experience of my life. I can confirm that I will be prepared for the tawse next weekend. I'm terrified, but hugely excited.

James xxx

CHAPTER TWELVE

There was no contact from MM for the rest of the week. He became increasingly nervous as his appointment with the tawse gradually grew closer, but very excited, and he felt compelled to go through with it.

His relationship with Wendy, however, had changed. She knew his secret and her attitude towards him was different. She had always been friendly, but now she was perhaps more so, and she phoned him on the Thursday afternoon, suggesting he might want to call into her office after work for a coffee. He had no reason not to accept.

* * *

“How are things going?” she asked, as she took her seat opposite him in her office. “Have you discovered who your mystery disciplinarian is yet?”

“I've no idea who she is,” he said, as he took a sip of the coffee she had placed before them.

“I have to confess, James, that I what we talked about has been on my mind.”

“Perhaps you think I'm mad,” he joked.

“Maybe,” she said, allowing herself to laugh. James relaxed a little.

“From what you said,” she continued, choosing her words carefully, “You suggested that your disciplinary encounters with this mystery lady also involved some sexual activity?”

“Well, yes. She seems to get quite aroused when she punishes me. It's very erotic.”

“What keeps going through my mind, James, is that while you were doing whatever you did with her, you thought it was me.”

“I was convinced I was,” he replied, blushing a little. “But I was wrong.”

“Do you mind talking about this?” she asked, noticing his blushes.

“Not at all. It's difficult because I've kept all this to myself for so long, the feelings I've been having, I mean. But to be honest, now you know about it, it's good to be able to share all this with you.”

She smiled, took a sip of coffee, then sank back in her chair, regarding him thoughtfully.

“What are you plans for this evening?” she asked, after a few moments.

“I don't have any.”

“Why don't we have dinner together? It will give you the chance to unburden yourself, and I'm interested in hearing more.”

“I'd love to,” he replied without hesitation.

“In that case, can I offer you a glass of wine. Tim keeps a few cases in his office for entertaining. He won't miss one bottle.”

“Good idea.”

“White or red?”

“Red.”

She cleared away the half finished coffee, then produced two wine glasses and a bottle.

“I do have to send a text, though,” he said, taking his mobile from his pocket.

“Are you sure I'm not spoiling your plans, James?”

“No, not at all. It's just that I have this arrangement where I have agreed to inform MM when I'm not available. If she doesn't receive a message from me, she assumes she can turn up unannounced. It's part of the game.”

“That must keep you in suspense all the time,” she said, as she pulled the cork from the bottle, then poured two glasses.

“It does,” he agreed, as he punched the keys of his mobile. “It's scary, but exciting.”

“Perhaps she would have visited tonight?”

“I doubt it. She's already suggested that she has plans for me this weekend.”

“Ah, yes. You mentioned the tawse when you thought I was MM. What's that like?”

She took a sip of wine as she watched studied him.

“I don't know. I haven't felt it, yet, but I have one at home. MM brought it with her on her last visit. It's called a Lochgelly tawse. It's made of thick, heavy, leather and it's split into two tails. It looks terrifying.”

“That sounds painful.”

“It does,” he agreed, “Especially the way she has suggested she will use it. She's referred me to the website of a disciplinarian called Annie Bee. She's written a section called 'Notes on Discipline', in which she describes how she likes to use the tawse. Just reading it made my eyes water.”

Wendy had put down her wine glass and her fingers were busy on her computer keyboard before James had finished his reply.

“Yes, here she is. Annie Bee,” said Wendy.

There were several minutes of silence as Wendy studied the screen, during which she feigned agony as she read the details of a tawsing at the hands of Annie Bee.

“I imagine that will make your eyes water, James,” she said, when she had finished reading.

“I'm sure it will,” he agreed, “and I don't understand why I feel so compelled to go through with it, but I just have this burning need.”

“Fascinating,” she said, studying him with curiosity.

They had both finished their glasses of wine. Wendy refilled both.

“I'm going to ask something incredibly personal, James,” she said, smiling. “What sort of sexual activity occurs after she's punished you? You don't have to answer.”

“Everything,” he replied, flushing again.

“What's everything?”

“Well,” he began, after taking another large gulp of wine, “She is very keen on oral sex. She keeps me restrained, so she can do what she wants. She usually lowers herself onto my face, then insists that I use my tongue.”

Wendy raised her eyebrows.

“Does she return the favour?” she asked, taking a large sip of wine herself.

“Yes, after a while she does, while I'm still, you know, er, doing it to her.”

“I believe it's called 'sixty-nine'. Then what happens?”

“Well, er, she lifts off, then changes position so we can have conventional sex, er, with her on top. I'm still helpless.”

“You mean you have a fuck, and in your own words, the best fuck you have ever had?”

“Er, well, yes.”

“And while you were enjoying the best fuck you have ever had, you thought you were being fucked by me?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes were sparkling as she filled their glasses again, emptying the bottle. She was studying him, smiling, as they finished their wine, perhaps too quickly.

“Are you ready for dinner?” she said, rising to her feet.

“I'm ready for something,” he replied.

“How do you like Italian food?” she said, ignoring his suggestion, but smiling.

“I do.”

“I know a nice restaurant. Let's go.”

Dinner with Wendy was lovely, but the restaurant was busy and subject of discipline and sex was not mentioned. Instead they chatted about more mundane things, such as past partners, office colleagues, food and holidays. They shared a similar sense of humour and both agreed that it would be nice to meet for dinner again, but felt they should probably keep their new friendship to themselves. They exchanged mobile numbers.

Her last words to him when they parted company outside the restaurant was “Good luck this weekend,” accompanied with a kiss on the cheek.

He had Wendy very much on his mind when he arrived home. He couldn't resist sending her a goodnight text message:

Really enjoyed our evening together. Looking forward to doing it again. James x

He was excited, when, a few minutes later, his phone beeped. He assumed it was from Wendy. He was wrong:

Did you enjoy yourself with Wendy? Prepare yourself for the tawse this weekend. You will be expected to guess who I am when I lay the tawse across your bare bottom. You then be gagged and will receive a minimum of twelve strokes, but perhaps I won't like your guess, so who knows! MM xxx

The menace in the message sent a shudder through him. MM had obviously seen something going on between him and Wendy. Perhaps she didn't like it. Perhaps he would pay for it!

His phone beeped again. This time it was from Wendy:

Me too x

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

James was at a loss as to know what to do. He didn't have a clue who MM was and she expected him to guess. He was in no doubt that he would receive a lot more than twelve strokes if his guess was wrong. He spent a restless night trying to imagine what the tawse would feel like. On Friday morning he decided to send an email to MM before going to work:

Dear MM,

I really don't have any idea who you are, so my guess will be a wild one.

James xxx

She had already replied by the time he reached his office:

Then tell me who you would like me to be, and be honest. I'll know if you're lying.

MM xxx

He spend an uneasy day, watching the hours and minutes pass, as he contemplated his fate. Wendy dropped in with some documents and she kept her side of their agreement by behaving as she always would have done. However, she did quietly wish him good luck for the weekend before leaving.

MM arrived in the early hours of Saturday morning. He was so frightened and excited that he'd been unable to sleep, and he was awake when she opened his front door. He'd handled the tawse several times before he'd gone to bed, trying again to imagine how painful it would be, and the prospect terrified him. He kept asking himself why he was allowing himself to be punished by this mysterious lady, but the craving to be under her control outweighed this.

He obediently offered his left wrist to be cuffed, as she stood over him with her sinister expressionless mask looking down into his terrified eyes. This time the cuff was soft leather. She had taken delivery of the new items. He was soon rendered helpless and hooded, then led to his armchair, where he was soon bent over, then secured. He was visibly trembling as he felt the tawse gently placed across his helpless, gaping, naked bottom. It was time to say a name. He had no choice. He was sure she wouldn't like it, but she'd warned him not to lie.

“Wendy,” he sobbed.

There was no reaction from her. The tawse left his bottom, then the ball gag was forced firmly into his mouth. The leather straps were tightened, forcing the ball further into his mouth. The moment he had been dreading had arrived. The heavy tawse began to gently slap across his naked bottom. He braced himself for agony.

CRACK!

The sting, as the heavy leather bit in, was beyond belief and totally unbearable. He gasped air noisily past the ball gag, then began a futile struggle with his restraints. He couldn't face the prospect of even one more stroke, let alone eleven, or more.

CRACK!

He discovered, to his horror, that the tawse, being far wider than the cane, is more likely to overlap previous strokes, and that is exactly what stroke two did. The unbelievable sting was overlaid with even more. A muffled shriek frothed past the ball gag and his futile efforts to escape became a frenzy. It achieved nothing. His blazing bottom remained perfectly presented for the tawse.

CRACK!

His world turned red. He lost track of everything other than the agony that was escalating in his bottom cheeks. Each stroke added more intense fire to the white hot sting of previous strokes. His shrieking and struggling were all totally wasted energy. The tawsing continued mercilessly until he had received a full twenty-four savage strokes, but James had no idea of this. He's lost count.

The relief, when he felt his restraints being loosened, was huge. His bottom was still burning and throbbing fiercely, but was slowly fading to almost bearable levels. He began to think rationally. He assumed he had given the wrong answer, and now wondered if he had angered MM to such an extent that she would deny him the pleasure of sex with her.

He soon had his answer. She dragged him to the bed with urgency, and within seconds his face was smothered and he was almost drowning in her wetness. His tongue began to probe deeply as she took his erection greedily into her mouth. Their joint orgasm, five minutes later, when she lowered her hips to engulf his erection, was explosive. She squealed with delight, but it was such an intense and passionate sound that it offered no clues to her identity.

Five minutes later she had gone, and five minutes after that, he was looking in the bathroom mirror at the spectacular results of a severe bare bottom tawsing.

He tried to get back to sleep, but couldn't. He was still too excited and his bottom was still burning and throbbing. He received a text from her about half an hour after she had left:

What a fantastic fuck, James! And I LOVE the tawse. I resisted the urge to use the tawse in the spiteful way Annie Bee suggests, so that gives you something to look forward to. We need to get you a padded thong first.

I'll drop in to see you during the week to inspect the damage, and perhaps have some fun.

MM xxx

* * *

Sitting was very uncomfortable the following Monday. Wendy called in to see him during the afternoon. The moment she stepped into his office, his phone beeped.

“I need to have a word with you, James,” she said, closing his office door, then taking a seat.

“Yes, of course,” he replied, wondering why she had closed the door.

“Get your text message first,” she suggested.

He reached into his pocket for his phone.

“It's from MM,” he said, as he opened the message. “She wants to visit me this evening. She's promised she won't thrash me.”

“Why don't you reply?” she suggested, “Otherwise it will be on your mind. I want your full attention for what I have to say.”

James looked concerned as he quickly replied to the text.

“So, Wendy, what do you want to talk to me about?” he said, as he put down his phone.

A phone beeped.

“I wonder who that can be?” she said, as she took a mobile phone from her own pocket. “Ah, it's from you, saying you are free this evening.”

James' jaw dropped as he looked at her phone, then up at her smiling face.

“I thought it would be fun to keep the game going until after your introduction to the tawse. Oh yes, and the matter I wanted to talk about. We need to invest in a proper whipping bench, but we can talk about that tonight.”

She rose to her feet, then left the office.

THE END
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