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CHAPTER ONE

At 6.00pm on a Thursday evening, Neil was sitting alone the lounge bar of The Blakes Hotel in London and had no idea what he was going to do. Apart from a small amount of cash in his pocket and the clothes he was wearing, at thirty-four, he had nothing. He had no job, no home, and knew nobody in London. He had nowhere to sleep that night.

The waiter briefly stepped into the bar, looked disapprovingly at his half finished beer, then left. Perhaps he'd overstayed his welcome. After all, he'd been there for over half and hour, sheltering from the rain, and only ordered the one small beer. As he took another sip, a strikingly attractive, but windswept lady came in. She brushed her rain dampened, long, dark hair away from her eyes.

“Are you Richard?” she asked, as she took off her dark, dripping, raincoat.

“I wish I was.”

“You probably wouldn't,” she replied, unsmiling, as the waiter took her coat.

She sat down at a table a respectable distance from him, then looked at her watch. The waiter appeared at her side after hanging up her coat. She ordered coffee, then looked at her watch again.

“Do you know any reasonably priced hotels around here?” asked Neil, after a few minutes of silence.

“You're sitting in one,” she replied, still unsmiling.

“This one's expensive. I asked at the desk.”

“I haven't come here to argue with you. Believe me, around here this one is reasonable.”

Her mobile phone rang. She rose to her feet, then walked away from Neil, before answering. It was a short call. She returned looking irritated.

“I wouldn't have stood you up,” he said.

“How perceptive of you,” she said, with some sarcasm. “Anyway, why don't you tell me why you're sitting in a cheap hotel in London, looking for a cheaper one, while I drink my coffee.”

She sat down opposite him as the waiter arrived with her drink.

“You probably won't believe me, but two days ago I was running my own bar in Spain. To cut a long story short, my partner left me and I got into debt. I had to leave. Quickly.”

She looked mildly interested as she took a sip of coffee.

“I travelled up through Spain and France by bus,” he continued, “until I reached Cherbourg. I've done a bit of sailing, and there's a large marina there. A lot of Brits sail to Cherbourg, so I thought I might offer my services as crew to any skippers who were returning to England. It didn't take long to find a boat that was sailing to Poole. The weather was awful, I was seasick, and my mobile slipped out of my pocket and overboard half way across. I keep everything on it. All my contacts. We arrived in England this morning and I was exhausted. We all were. One of the crew I'd sailed across with was driving home to Norfolk and said he'd booked a room at a cheap guest house in West London for an overnight stop. I was heading for London, so he booked a room for me too, using his mobile, and offered to drive me there.”

“You don't come from London,” she said. “I can tell from your accent.”

“I come from Devon, but I didn't want to go back there, but that's another story. Anyway, I slept most of the drive to West London and I only woke up as we pulled up in the rear car park of the guest house. It was raining hard, so we ran with our luggage to the rear entrance. Even as we booked in, I didn't notice the name of the place. We went straight to our rooms, then I slept until early this evening. By this time I was hungry. I asked the lady who owned the guest house where I could eat, and she said there wasn't much locally, but there were frequent buses to the centre of London from the bus stop just outside the guest house. It was still raining. I saw a bus coming as I stepped out of the house, and had to run to catch it. It wasn't until I had got off the bus and ran to seek shelter in a café just up the road from here, that I realised that I didn't know the name of my guest house, or where it was, and I didn't even know the number of the bus I had travelled on. What with all the rain pouring down, and being dark, and me still being exhausted, I have no idea what route we took. So I'm here with just the clothes I'm wearing, no passport, a bit of cash, and nowhere to stay.”

She looked at him with a mildly confused expression on her face, before finishing her coffee.

“You're right,” she said, rising to her feet,“I don't believe you. The Railway Hotel in Union Street is cheaper, and they always have vacancies.”

“Thanks,” he said, but she'd already turned her back to leave.

“Will sir be paying for the ladies coffee?” asked the waiter, as he finished his beer.

* * *

Neil's story had been true. He'd been beset with bad luck in recent years. Nobody could accuse him of not trying though. Five years earlier he had opened his first restaurant in Plymouth with his then partner, Penny. They'd both worked in catering previously, and the restaurant was popular and to an outsider would have appeared successful, but behind the façade of success, things were not going well. With hindsight, Neil could see that lack of business skills and experience were at the root of the eventual failure of the business. He was paying too much rent for the restaurant and he had paid too much for the initial refurbishment. The profits from the thriving restaurant barely paid the repayments to the bank.

It was stressful and exhausting. Penny and Neil worked their hearts out for three years, but the problems mounted. The rent was increased by a landlord who was convinced they were making a fortune, and they fell behind with the rent on their flat. They eventually concluded that they were working all the hours they could but were going backwards. They were trapped in debt and couldn't see a way out.

After one busy Saturday night, they cleaned up as usual, leaving the restaurant ready for the first bookings on Tuesday lunchtime. On Sunday they were on a flight to Spain, with as much cash as they could lay their hands on, leaving their debts behind.

The bar they took over near Marbella was good to begin with. They had learned a lot from their experience in Plymouth. However, the bar was more of an attraction as a drinking den for ex-pats than as a restaurant. It wasn't what they wanted, and after about eighteen months things started to go wrong. They found they were drinking too much, and Penny began to flirt with some of the customers. Then they discovered that the accountant they had engaged, who happened to be a regular customer at their bar, had advised them wrongly on their tax liability in Spain. They owed far more tax than they had budgeted for. The final straw for Neil came when Penny ran off with one of their customers and that same week he received a debt collector's letter from England, chasing the unpaid rent on the restaurant in Plymouth. It was time to disappear again. He locked up the bar, then set off for Cherbourg, and then England.

* * *

The Railway Hotel was run down, but cheap. The receptionist, an elderly and sullen lady, seemed uncomfortable when he couldn’t produce a credit card. He'd already decided that it wouldn't be safe to use them, so he'd thrown them away, but she agreed to let him have a room when he offered to pay two nights in advance with cash.

The room was dull and the bed was old, but it was clean and Neil needed sleep. He slept through to 9.00am and was lucky to have not missed a much needed breakfast. He joined a few other mainly elderly guests in the drab breakfast room. Apart from the odd 'good morning', nobody seemed interested in talking. Breakfast, however, was a good traditional fry-up, and just what he needed.

He still had no idea what he would do, but he needed some money urgently. He would need to get a job, anything would do. After breakfast, he approached the sullen lady at reception.

“Excuse me. I wonder if you might be able to help me,” he asked.

She looked up from a ledger without smiling.

“I'm looking for work. I do have some experience in catering. I wondered if you might know of any vacancies?”

“We don't have any vacancies here.”

“Do you have any idea where I might try?”

“They were looking for staff at Blakes Hotel recently,” she offered.

“Thanks. I'll try them. I know where it is. Do you know the name of the manager?”

“Mr Lombardi, I believe.”

“Thanks. You've been very helpful.”

Her eyes dropped back to her ledger. He wondered if she'd forgotten how to smile.

Blakes Hotel was where he had met the beautiful girl the night before. He stepped out into a sunny day, then walked the short distance to the hotel. Angelo Lombardi was able to see him almost at once. He was charismatic and friendly. Neil liked him at once.

“I heard from the lady at The Railway Hotel that you might have some vacancies,” he said. “I do have some catering experience.”

“The only vacancy we have at the moment is cleaning up in the kitchen. Operating the dish-washing machine, that sort of thing. It is a low paid job, but accommodation is available.”

“I'm interested,” he said, trying not to sound desperate.

“We'll need references, and ID, of course.”

Neil was unable to offer any. He decided there was nothing to lose by being completely honest.

“Do you mind if I tell you how I come to be sitting in front of you, with only the clothes I'm wearing with no references?”

“You can if you like. As you can appreciate Mr Smith, I'm a busy man, but I'm happy to hear your story, although I'm not sure I can offer you a job if you can't supply references.”

Refreshed, after a good night's sleep and a decent breakfast, Neil told his story convincingly. Angelo listened with some interest, sometimes smiling, as he recognised the difficulties that face anyone who attempts to make a living running a restaurant. When Neil had finished his account, right up until he had sat in the bar the night before with a beer in front of him, Angelo asked if he'd like tea or coffee. Neil sensed he was in with a chance.

Angelo picked up the phone, then ordered coffee for two. He asked a few questions about the restaurant in Plymouth, including details of the menu, while they waited for the coffee to arrive. The drinks were served by the same waiter that had served Neil the night before.

“Hello again, Sir,” said the waiter, as he saw Neil.

“Do you recognise this gentleman, Miguel?” asked Angelo.

“I served him a beer last night, Angelo.”

“Is everything you've told me true, Mr Smith?” asked Angelo, when the waiter had left.

He was studying Neil carefully as he replied.

“Everything except one small detail. My name is not Neil Smith, but the Neil bit is right.”

This seemed to satisfy Angelo.

“I can't offer you much in the way of money,” he said, “but, as I said, accommodation can be included.”

“I'd be grateful for anything, to be honest. You're very kind to consider me.”

“Believe me, Mr whoever you are, I'm not being kind. If I don't get some help in the kitchen I think the staff will riot. I'll be taking a chance with you. You will need to keep a low profile. On the face of it you could be an illegal immigrant, but I can see you're not. If you accept my terms and you fit in and don't cause me any problems, we might be able to work something out.”

The money was low, but Neil accepted and agreed to start the following day. He just had enough money left to buy a change of clothes and a few toiletries. When he turned up for work the following day, he had just a few coins left in his pocket.

CHAPTER TWO

The kitchen staff welcomed him with open arms. He worked under the supervision of a Syrian man called Ahmed, alongside a Polish girl called Marta. They were friendly and also both lived in. He immersed himself immediately into the mundane work and the gratitude of his co-workers was obvious.

The relief, when he fell into bed that night was immense. The pressure he had been under while trying to manage failing businesses had been huge. Now that had all been lifted. He had a roof over his head and, as Mr Smith, he had no debt. He would keep out of trouble, work hard, and make new friends, while he assessed why he had found himself in this position, and when he felt more secure, he could only then plan for his new future. The only contact he would risk with his past live would be a letter to his parents to let them know he was OK, but even that would need to be arranged to be posted from elsewhere. He didn't want any chance of his past catching up with him.

It soon became obvious to all who worked with Neil, that he was very useful in a kitchen. His experience was a real asset. Ahmed, his supervisor, was a lovely man, and they soon struck up a friendship. Ahmed was a strict non-drinker, and Neil was trying to build up some savings from his meagre earnings, so they often walked along the banks of the River Thames together during their hours off. Ahmed told harrowing stories of how his life had been affected by the war, and how beautiful his country had been before the conflict. Neil confided in Ahmed, and told of his failures, and of how he had been forced to run from his debts, and about how sad he was that he now couldn't have any contact with his friends and family. They found they had a lot in common.

It was Ahmed who hinted, some four weeks after Neil had joined the staff, that if he continued to please Angelo, that the problem of his lack of ID might be solvable. He wouldn't elaborate, but he left Neil with the impression that Angelo could fix things, such as a new passport for people like him. This encouraged Neil to immerse himself in his work at the hotel, and his efforts were rewarded when Angelo invited him for a chat in his office six weeks after he had joined the team.

“I'm very pleased with the way you work for us, Neil” he said, when he had closed the office door, “But obviously, your position here can't continue as it is. You need to be a legitimate employee and paying tax. I can't keep you hidden in the kitchen indefinitely.”

“I appreciate that, Angelo. I'm only grateful that you gave me refuge when I was at rock bottom.”

“Would you like to remain here?”

“Very much, but I realise that might not be possible.”

“I might be able to help you, but we would need to come to a gentleman's agreement. I might be able to arrange a passport and national insurance number in the name of Neil Smith. In return, you must agree to work here for a minimum of one year, and to do so with the dedication you have shown since you arrived. I'll be able to pay you a more realistic salary, you can continue to live in, and you will no longer need to hide in the kitchen. How does that sound?”

“That would be brilliant.”

“Not a word to anyone. Understood?”

“Understood,” confirmed Neil as he enthusiastically shook the hand of his employer.

* * *

The staff turnover at the hotel was quite high, and when, a week later, Neil became a legitimate employee, it was possible to use him to stand in for others, and to deal direct with guests. It also enabled him to demonstrate his considerable abilities to his boss, and offered an opportunity for Neil to learn how to run a hotel successfully. In spite of his business failures, Neil was still ambitious, and now he was coming around to the idea that one day he would like to own and run his own hotel. In his spare time he began to read business study books and he soon realised that he'd walked blind into his previous enterprises. They had been doomed by his naivety. His business studies, along with his observations of how the hotel was run, was a revelation.

When Miguel, the waiter, returned to his home town in Spain for a holiday, it was Neil who stood in for him. It was now three months since he had sat in the bar with a beer in front of him, wondering if he would still have a roof over his head at the end of the week.

On the third evening of his duties in the bar he witnessed an event that intrigued him. A middle-aged gentleman walked into the bar. He was dressed in a well tailored pinstriped suit, and was carrying a folded copy of the pink newspaper, The Financial Times. Neil immediately picked up on the fact that this gentleman was nervous. He ordered tea, then took a seat in the lounge and pretended to read the newspaper. But he wasn't reading. His eyes were everywhere. He'd positioned himself where he could see people entering the hotel, and it was apparent that he was waiting for somebody, and he was apprehensive.

Then the beautiful girl he had met on that first evening walked in. Her eyes immediately settled on the nervous city gent. Neil watched as the city gent tried to appear relaxed, but the trembling of his newspaper gave him away. She walked directly to him, then sat down facing him. Neil gave them a few moments of privacy, before making his way over to take any orders. The beautiful lady  looked up at Neil as he approached. There was a double take, as she appeared to recognise him, then she ordered a coffee, and her attention switched back to the city gent.

After he had served the coffee, Neil observed the couple discreetly from behind the bar. He couldn’t hear any of what was said, but the actions and body language were fascinating. While the lady leaned back in her chair, taking the occasional casual sip of coffee as they talked, the city gent remained leaning forward and ill at ease. His eyes were darting around, and unable to meet hers for more than a fleeting glance. Her cool, brown eyes remained calmly fixed on him. His feet fidgeted. Hers didn't. After about five minutes, the gentleman reached into his inside jacket pocket to remove an envelope. His hand was shaking as he handed it to her. She slowly opened the envelope, took out what appeared to be a letter, then began to read it as he looked on with almost a look of pain on his face.

The lady's expression remained neutral as she finished reading. She put the letter back into the envelope, then put both into her handbag, before looking up at the now clearly terrified city gent. There were a few minutes of dialogue, then, with his hand shaking more than ever, he handed her another envelope. This she slipped into her handbag without opening. She handed him a card, then rose to her feet. She offered Neil the hint of a smile as she left the hotel. The city gent remained seated, looking nervously at his watch every few minutes. After fifteen minutes he paid the bill, then left. He hadn't touched his tea.

Neil was fascinated by what he had witnessed. His imagination ran wild, and it occurred to him that he may have witnessed a dominatrix meeting a client. The thought of that beautiful lady wielding a whip excited him more than he could have imagined. 

Angelo was supportive of Neil. He could see that he was ambitious and must have been aware that he would probably want to set out on his own again as soon as he was back on his feet. Although Neil was becoming an increasing asset for the hotel, Angelo did nothing to hold Neil back. He made it clear that he expected Neil to honour his agreement, but other than that, he encouraged him to learn and loaned him a laptop to help him with his studies. As soon as Neil had finished his shift that evening, he went back to his room, then switched on the laptop.

He typed 'dominatrix london' into google, and was astonished by the number of ladies who apparently would happily whip, cane and punish men for a fee. After about an hour of research, during which he surprised himself by how excited he was becoming by the images and descriptions of punishments he was reading, he thought he may have found what he was looking for. Although her face was partly obscured in all the gallery photographs, there was a good chance that the beautiful lady, with the cool brown eyes, who he had been observing in the hotel lounge earlier that evening called herself Mistress D.

The images of her were stunning, especially those where she was wielding a cane. His pulse quickened as he read a description of her services:

MISTRESS D (D is for Draconian. D is for Disciplinarian. Take your pick)

I AM A WORLD CLASS DISCIPLINARIAN – TEARS WILL FLOW.

THE FOLLOWING RULES ARE SET IN STONE WHEN YOU REPORT TO ME FOR PUNISHMENT:

Punishment will always be administered with severity.

Punishment will always be administered on your bare bottom.

You will always be very securely restrained so there is no chance of escape.

I never administer less than twelve strokes, usually more.

Punishment is always administered with implements that have been carefully selected by me to cause maximum pain.

No amount of pleading or begging will ever help you. In fact the opposite will ALWAYS be the case.

SAFEWORDS: Some disciplinarians offer a safeword for use when the punishment becomes too painful to bear. I don't. The whole point of the punishments I administer are to make sure they ARE too painful to bear. I do have a sense of humour, however, so if you want to hear me laugh, do try using a safeword.

GIRLS ARE MADE OF SUGAR AND SPICE AND ALL THINGS NICE: I may look as if I am, but the reality couldn't be further away. I am a complete contradiction. I am unashamedly sadistic and totally merciless. I work out at the gym regularly to ensure that I my level of fitness and strength is at its peak, so I can wield the cane, tawse or whip with vigour. Nothing gives me more pleasure than to observe a deserving bare bottom weaving and dancing as I thrash it mercilessly, watching the weals spring up. Nothing excites me more than the sound of shrieking and begging for mercy. Mercy that will NEVER be afforded. The more you plead, the harder I will thrash you.

THE LEVEL OF PAIN I WILL INFLICT: Be warned. If you choose to place yourself at my mercy I will take you to a place you never knew existed. A place where agony will be redefined. Your pain threshold will be annihilated and will become a blurred memory of what you thought pain was. You will be propelled to a world of agony you hadn't believed possible. You will be frantic to escape the excruciating pain of my merciless thrashings, but there will be no escape. The heavy leather straps that will secure you to my very sturdy whipping bench are more than strong enough to hold you down no matter how desperately you struggle. They will guarantee that your writhing bare bottom remains in the perfect position for me to punish without tedious interruptions.

MY FAVOURITE IMPLEMENTS: Any implement that causes excruciating agony is of interest to me. I am particularly fond of canes and tawses. I am extremely proficient with both. I excel at judicial canings and my tawsings have become legendary. I absolutely adore the sound a cane makes as it whistles through the air, then the sharp 'crack' as it bites into the helpless flesh of a bare bottom. I love watching the resultant 'tram-line' weals spring up on writhing bare bottoms.

The tawse, on the other hand, can reach some of those sensitive places that the cane cannot. How clever of the Scots to have invented such a fiendishly agonising implement. Used with imagination and spite, the tawse is excruciating, and I have a wonderful collection, including Lochgelly tawses of varying weights, just waiting to set your bottom ablaze. 

Perhaps my favourite implement is a bespoke tawse I call 'Little Nell'. This beautifully crafted tawse, to my own design, has been developed especially for VERY naughty boys. She has an unforgettable 'kiss'. No other implement I possess is able to produce tears as rapidly or in such copious amounts. Think VERY CAREFULLY before you ask to make her acquaintance. 

SPANKING: I do not spank with my bare hand because it stings me. However I do possess a beautiful, vintage, heavy, ebony hairbrush that will rapidly set your bare bottom ablaze. I'm reliably informed that the build up of sting is breathtaking. I have golden rules when administering a spanking with my hairbrush: BARE, BRISK & HARD.  

MY PUNISHMENT CHAMBER: You will see nothing here that is not seriously functional. There are no token implements. All canes, tawses and whips have been chosen for their durability and severity. The sturdy, bespoke, and sinister whipping bench has been made to my design and is grossly over-engineered. I call her 'Bendover Bella'. Or 'Bella' for short. The number of thick, leather restraining straps are more than double that needed to hold you down. No matter how much agony you are in, and no matter how desperately you struggle, there will be absolutely no chance to escape the embrace of Bella. I've had her bolted to the floor as she did occasionally have the tendency to 'walk' when the futile struggling of her 'guest' became frenzied enough.

MARKS: If you are concerned about marks you are advised not to report to me. Those who are brave enough, or foolish enough, to step into my punishment chamber, can be quite sure that they will step out of it with their bottom vividly decorated with my trademark weals. Expect the marks to last for weeks, perhaps months.

NOISE: My thrashings are invariably very noisy. The sound of canes and leather tawses biting deep into the naked flesh of a helpless writhing bottom is music to my ears. The resultant shrieking, begging and whimpering adds a delightful chorus. However, if the chorus becomes so intense that it hurts my ears, I might gag you, but the punishment will continue. My punishment chamber is in a basement where nobody will hear your screaming and begging for mercy – except me. 

BEGINNERS: You will be most unwise to report to me if you have not experienced serious corporal punishment before. I do not generally make allowances for beginners. I will shock you with a thrashing that will be imprinted on your mind for the rest of your life

FEES: I will agree a fee with you before you report to me, and after I have deemed you suitable. I believe my fees are amongst the highest. That is because I am regarded by those who have submitted to me as the best.

WHEN YOU REPORT TO ME: As you cross the threshold into my punishment chamber you will be entering a world punishment and pain where compassion and mercy cease to exist. You will address me as 'Mistress D' and you will be mine to with as I please. You will obey my instructions promptly and without question. You have no rights here and I have the right to do anything I choose. Begging for mercy is forbidden – ignore this at your peril. You have been warned.

CONTACT: Having read the above, if you are brave or foolish enough, send me an email. Describe yourself, the punishment you think you deserve and why you deserve it. Also detail your experience. If I deem you suitable you may be offered the opportunity to report to me. Your email should be no more than 500 words. I don't have time to read excessively long emails. If you ignore this instruction you will not receive a reply.

Neil was amazed and excited by the obvious passion this lady had for inflicting pain. He now knew that he had a suppressed, but very powerful, masochistic streak lurking inside him.

CHAPTER THREE

A few days later, Neil came face to face with the woman who now fascinated him in the street. It was his day off and he was out shopping.

“Good morning,” she said, stopping and smiling, “So you found yourself a job?”

“Good morning. Yes, things are going well. I have you to thank, in a way.”

“Oh, really. How's that?”

“Do you remember when you suggested I should try The Railway Hotel?”

“Yes, you said you needed somewhere cheap to stay.”

“Well, I did stay there. I asked if they had any job vacancies. I was desperate. They told me that they thought there might be a vacancy at Blakes Hotel, where I'd met you, so I asked to see the manager the following morning. Fortunately, he did believe my story, and I was offered a job in the kitchen.”

“That's good,” she said, seemingly pleased for him.

“You owe me a coffee, by the way.”

“Really?”

“You walked out without paying for your coffee on that first night, so I paid for it.”

“Did I. Well I was annoyed. I'd been let down.”

“That's OK. It's not a problem.”

“Why don't I buy you one now,” she said, pointing towards a coffee bar a short distance down the road, “Then you can tell me your story again. The one I didn't believe.”

She was far more attentive as he told a more detailed story of his failed businesses as they sipped coffee in a quiet alcove. He could tell that she did believe him this time.

“You can't carry on running away from problems,” she said, when he'd finished. “I have to say that I don’t approve.”

“No. I'm not proud at all of what I've done. I'm taking steps to make sure it doesn't happen again. I've enrolled on a business study course. I can now see that I had a lot of things right when I was running my failed enterprises, but I also had a few things wrong, especially managing money. I'm beginning to learn what I need to do to succeed. I'm still very ambitious.”

“So you have plans to try something else, and perhaps pay back your debts?”

“Yes, I love to be able to do that. It will be third time lucky, although I don't really believe in luck any more. I now know that luck is what happens when opportunity meets preparation.”

“I like that,” she said. “What do you plan to do.”

“What I'd really like is to run my own hotel. I've learned a lot at Blakes, and I'm doing quite well. The manager has suggested I might be promoted to assistant manager.”

“That sounds promising. You'll need a lot of money.”

“I know I will. But I've started saving, and if I can demonstrate I have the skills and can produce a sound business plan, I hope to be able to raise the capital needed. Interest rates are low at the moment, so the time might be right.”

“My name's Scarlett, by the way,” she said.

“I'm Neil.”

“We've talked a lot about you, Neil, but not about me. I can't imagine what you think I do,” she laughed.

“Actually. I think I might know.”

“Really,” she said, looking a little surprised. “How?”

“I was intrigued by what I’ve seen of you, and I could help but notice how frightened that man you met the other evening seemed. I guessed what you might be involved in, so I looked for you on the internet. I found Mistress D.”

“How clever of you,” she said, smiling, and not in the least concerned. “And what do you think of Mistress D's website?”

“Very scary, but very, very exciting,” he confessed.

“Perhaps you should make an appointment to see her,” she said, leaning back in her chair, observing him, now with real interest.

“I have thought about it,” he confessed, shyly, “But I don't think I could. Besides, I'm a complete novice. You suggest it is unwise for novices to report to you.”

“Yes, it is,” she said, smiling, “Very unwise indeed, but very exciting, and for you, totally unforgettable. I have to confess that I adore introducing beginners to the excruciating delights of corporal punishment. I love to see the shock on their faces when they feel their first ever stroke. I'd be more than delighted to introduce you.”

She was serious. The passion in her voice shone through.

“The idea is extremely appealing, but I don't think I can. I'm scared, of course, but it's not just that. It's the money. It's not because I can't afford it, but for me, money would sort of, well, tarnish things. I think I could only feel right about it if there was no money involved.”

For a brief moment, Scarlett let her guard drop. For just a moment she looked hurt, but then her face hardened.

“I understand,” she said, finishing her coffee. “But I hope you also understand that this is my chosen job. Just like you, I have to earn a living to put a roof over my head, and this is how I do it. As it happens, I love my job, and I make no apologies for being paid to do a job I love.”

“I'm sorry. I was just being honest.”

“And one more thing,” she said rising to her feet. “I've never run away from my debts, so if there's any moral high ground to be claimed, it isn't by you.”

She paid the bill, then left. Neil felt chastened and ashamed. He'd offended her. He certainly wasn't in a position to moralise to this amazing lady, but he still didn't feel right about paying for the service she provided, but he was now almost obsessed with the idea of submitting to her.

Back at his room in the hotel, he logged into her website. The more he read her words, the more he craved to submit to her. Perhaps now, he had blown the chance. Perhaps he should offer some sort of apology. He decided to send her an email:

Dear Scarlett,

Thank you for buying me a coffee today. It was a pleasure to sit with you and to chat.

I do hope I have not offended you. Perhaps the way I worded some of the things I said may have seemed disrespectful. I had no wish at all to offend you.

I'd love to meet you for coffee again. This time on me.

Kind Regards,

Neil

She replied the following day:

Dear Neil,

Thank you for telling me again the fascinating story of how you ran away from your debts, twice. I wish you well with your latest venture.

I'm sure you wish me well with mine.

Kind Regards,

Scarlett.

As soon as he read the put-down he realised that he'd hurt her more than he had imagined. He surprised himself by how upset he was by the rebuff.

He didn't see her again for over six months. During that time his obsession for placing himself at her mercy seemed to intensify. He frequently logged into her website to check that she was still around, and came close to sending her another apologetic email several times. He even considered offering to pay for her services, but a cocktail of fear and principle stopped him. He assumed she had forgotten about him. Meanwhile he had immersed himself in work and study, and had now been promoted to assistant manager.

He was on his way back from having lunch with Marta, the Polish girl who worked in the kitchen, when he passed Scarlett in the street. Marta and Neil had become friends while working together and she had suggested he try a Polish potato omelette at a Polish café that had recently opened in the area. She thought a variation of the omelette might make be an interesting addition to the menu at the hotel. Scarlett offered a reserved smile as they passed, but said nothing, and didn't stop.

“Who was that?” asked Marta.

“Just a girl I knew briefly. We met for a coffee a few months ago, that's all.”

“She really likes you,” said Marta.

“How can you tell?”

“I can just tell. The way she looked at you, then me, then back at you. There was sadness in her eyes.”

It appeared Marta might have been be right. Neil received an email from Scarlett later that day:

She's a pretty young thing. Does she cane you?

Neil's pulse rose as he decided how to reply.

CHAPTER FOUR

No she doesn't. I work with her. I'd love to see you again. Can we meet for a coffee? I'm free tomorrow.

Scarlett replied within the hour:

OK. Antonio's Coffee Bar tomorrow at 1.00.

Neil had never been more excited as he made his way to the coffee bar the following day. He paused to compose himself before entering. He was early and she hadn't arrived yet. The table in the alcove they had shared six months earlier was free, so he took a seat there, then ordered a coffee. Scarlett, looking as stunning as ever, arrived five minutes later. Neil's pulse quickened as she took a seat opposite him, smiling. She looked genuinely pleased to see him.

“How are things going at the hotel?” she asked, when she had also ordered coffee.

“Couldn't be better. I'm assistant manager, earning quite reasonable money, and I've passed my business study exam.”

“That's good. So now you can easily afford the services of Mistress D,” she said, smiling mischievously. She was teasing him.

“Well, yes.”

He felt his face flush red, which amused her further.

“That's seriously good news,” she continued. “So are you still intent on buying your own hotel?”

“Very much so. It will take some time to raise capital, I'll need to save a lump sum to put in myself, and I still need a bit more experience at management level, but I'm more determined than ever.”

“That's great.”

“What about you?” he asked, “How's your business going?”

“Brilliantly. Not enough hours in the day and charging a fortune. My clients don't mind paying for the best.”

There were a few moments of silence as they sipped coffee, enjoying each other's company.

“You really do need to be caned by me,” she said, quietly. “You know you do, and I'm going to make a confession, Neil. I can't think of anybody I'd rather cane. I find the prospect, well, erotic.”

Neil flushed red again. Scarlett smiled, shyly. Neil also knew she was right about him. He was almost desperate to be at her mercy.

They sipped coffee in silence again. The atmosphere was electric.

“I have a suggestion to make,” she said. “When we've finished our coffee, leave a tip of £2. I'll steal £1, and I'll consider it payment for one stroke of the cane. It will be a token stroke only, and £1 is not enough to earn you a stroke on the bare, but it will offer you a very mild taste of what a caning from me could be like. From your point of view, you haven't paid. From my point of view, you have, and the waitress will be pleased with a £1 tip. Everyone's a winner. How does that sound?”

“Well, I suppose that would be OK.”

“What do you mean,” she said, in fake outrage, “It's brilliant.”

“Well, yes,” he replied, nervous at how quickly events were moving.

“Good. That's settled then. I'll deal with you at three this afternoon.”

“Er, well, OK.”

“This is where you will report,” she handed him a card with her address.

“Tip,” she said, tapping the table.

He took two £1 coins from his wallet, then, with his hand trembling, placed them on the table. She scooped one up with her hand, smiled, then walked out. He was left, looking after her, stunned. What he had been dreaming of for months was imminent.

* * *

The address was a door to the side of an old pub that was now a night club. Neil's hand was shaking as he rang the door bell. She opened the door after a few moments, then ushered him in. She had changed into black, skin-tight jeans and a white blouse.

“The night club is open from 7.00pm, but closed all day,” she explained, as she led him down old wooden stairs to the basement. “This used to be the beer cellar of a pub called 'The George'.

The room at the bottom of the stairs was arranged as a tidy, but compact sitting room with a passage leading off to the right. She led him down the passage, past two doors, then opened a door at the end of the passage. His heart missed a beat as they stepped through it and he took in the large, dark room and its sinister contents. The walls were brick, painted black, and the floor was black painted concrete. Above their heads, the ceiling was timber boarding, also painted black. There were two old cupboards and an old wardrobe plus two old chairs and a table, all finished in dull brown wood. Along one wall hung an array of whips, canes, straps and tawses, but his eyes soon homed in on the ominous structure that stood in the centre of the chamber.

The sturdy whipping bench was made from dark brown timber struts that must have measured ten by ten centimetres in section. The top area was professionally upholstered in padded brown leather and sloped down at about twenty degrees, so anybody secured over it would find their bottom raised above the height of their head. Two kneeling platforms, also topped with padded leather, were set against the end of the whipping bench and set about half a metre apart, so mounting the structure would render its 'customer' in an extremely exposed and humiliating position. There were a multitude of thick brown leather straps, fitted with heavy buckles, positioned in various places over the structure. There was absolutely no doubt that anybody who was strapped down over this foreboding structure would be totally helpless.

“Welcome to my lair. One of my customers calls it the quintessential punishment chamber.”

She circled the whipping bench as if admiring a piece of beautiful antique furniture.

“I like to give my very special items of equipment personal names. I call her ' Bendover Bella', or 'Bella' for short, and I order my clients to bend over Bella when I thrash them. She's unique and to my own design,” she said, proudly, as she lovingly stroked the upper leather surface of the bench.

“You wouldn't believe how desperately some of her guests struggle to escape her clutches when I start to decorate their writhing bare bottoms,” she continued, “She's so ridiculously over engineered and has far more restraining straps than are actually needed. That allows me to sometimes slacken a few of them so I can watch my recipient's bottom dance, without any risk of escape.”

She seemed to be lost in thought for a few moments as she perhaps recounted a past thrashing.

“I find it absolutely delicious to watch a bottom desperately clenching, unclenching, twisting and writhing, as I decorate it with my assortment of canes and tawses. The leather straps make sure that even Hercules couldn't escape from her embrace. But if I want to make sure of maximum accuracy with a particular implement, then I tighten all the straps making only minimal movement possible.”

She tapped the leather surface, then turned to face him, smiling.

“The leather top is kept nicely polished by the writhing bodies of my clients,” she added. “Now, let's have you up and bent over Bella.”

“You want me over that?”

“But, of course. I'll need your bottom presented in exactly the correct position. Come on. You must do as you're told in my punishment chamber.”

She took hold of his arm, firmly, then led him to the whipping bench. There was some token resistance as she coaxed him to kneel on the leg spreading platforms, then bend his trunk over the high end of the bench. Even fully clothed, he felt humiliatingly exposed as the fabric of his trousers stretched tight across his raised bottom.

“What are you doing?” he asked, with some alarm, as he felt a leather strap tightened across the small of his back.

“You have to be restrained to experience the cane from me,” she explained, as he felt another strap tightened around his left thigh. “Even if I administer only one stroke, it's essential that you feel helpless and completely at my mercy. Your mind needs to acknowledge that there is no escape as the cane bites into your bottom. Also, I don't want to damage any other part of your anatomy if you change your mind and move just as I bring down the cane.”

“I suppose you're right,” he conceded, warily.

“Of course I'm right,” she said, as she tightened a strap around his right thigh, “I'm always right when I have you here.”

Neil's apprehension increased as she secured his wrists to heavy leather cuffs that were secured to the front legs of the structure with thick steel eye bolts. He was now helpless, but she was far from finished. More heavy leather straps were tightened over his back, around his thighs, calves, forearms and upper arms. The embrace of the whipping bench was total, his helplessness absolute. His bottom was pushed up and his legs spread wide, and he had never felt more vulnerable in his life.

He watched as she walked towards the array of canes. This was it! In a few moments he expected to suffer his first ever cut of the cane. But instead of selecting a cane, she picked up a chair. She placed the chair close to his left side, then sat where she could look into his frightened eyes.

“How does it feel to be helpless and at my mercy?” she asked, quietly.

“Terrifying,” he replied.

“Good,” she purred. “That's how I like it. That's how it should be.”

“I have thought about you over the past few months, Neil,” she continued, quietly, as her left hand gently stroked his hair. “Of course, I've thought about caning your bare bottom. I'm quite sure you need to be caned regularly. Do you agree?”

“Well, maybe, but I suppose I'll have a better idea after I've received a stroke,” he replied, nervously.

“Perhaps, but one stroke over clothing isn't really that exciting, and, of course, I will be robbed of the delight of watching all those colourful weals springing up across your never before caned bare bottom.”

Neil was beginning to feel panic building up inside. She saw it, and he could see it excited her.

“I haven't just thought about caning you, Neil,” she continued. “I've also thought how much I'd love to be taken out to dinner by you. Perhaps spend a romantic evening over a candlelit table. Would you like that?”

“Yes,” he replied, cautiously.

“Is that an invitation?” she asked, brightly.

“Well, yes.”

“In that case, I accept.”

She continued to stroke his hair for a few moments, then rose to her feet and placed the chair back at the side of the room. Neil watched nervously as she selected a long, flexible cane from her array. She flexed it a few times, then replaced and selected another. She flexed the second cane a few times. Neil flinched as she swished it enthusiastically through the air. She laughed in delight as she watched his reaction.

“I've just had a wonderful idea,” she said, smiling wickedly. “Why don't I treat your kind invitation to dinner as a payment for a proper caning?”

“No. No. I don't feel ready for that just yet,” he replied in panic. “I'd prefer just the one stroke, please.”

“Nonsense,” she said, smiling. “Just think, Neil. You will only ever experience your first caning once. What a shame if it were not memorable. I think I should make sure it is memorable. I feel I have a responsibility to you.”

“No, please, I'd rather not just now. Can I think about it?”

“I'll let you think about it, Neil,” she said, as to his relief, she replaced the cane. “But it won't make any difference, because I have decided what's best for you. I think you need a good hard twelve strokes across your bare bottom.”

“Oh, no, please.”

“But that presents me with a slight problem,” she said, ignoring him. “How do I pull down your trousers to bare your bottom without releasing you from some of your restraints? You might decide to attempt escape. I can't risk that.”

She stepped to stand behind him, then ran her right hand gently over the taught fabric covering his left bottom cheek. Neil was now terrified.

“I know what I'll do,” she said, brightly, “I'll cut them away.”

She stepped away from him, then opened a drawer set into the table.

“Now I know I have a pair of scissors somewhere,” she said to herself, as she rummaged through the drawer. “Ah. Here they are.”

“You can't do that,” he protested, as his panic escalated.

“I most certainly can, and here’s absolutely nothing you can do to stop me.”

“But you'll ruin them!”

“Never mind. I'll buy you a new pair.”

“But how will I get home? I can't leave here with my trousers in shreds.”

“And your underpants,” she corrected, laughing. “I might need to cut them away too.”

“This is outrageous!”

“Yes, it is, isn't it,” she laughed.

“You mustn't do this.”

Her answer was to step up behind him, lift the waist of his trousers, then begin cutting.

“This belt will need to go as well,” she said, as she began cutting, “I can't get to the buckle.”

“How am I going to get home with no trousers?” he demanded.

“We'll think of something,” she replied, cheerfully.

Neil simply couldn't believe what was happening to him. He felt the belt go limp as she finally managed to hack through the leather, then he felt the fabric of his trousers loosen across his bottom cheeks, as she cut down, first on one side to his left thigh, then again to his right. She folded the loose flap of his trousers down, grasped the end firmly, then pulled.

There was a loud ripping sound as she ripped them down his thighs to the first restraining strap, with a tear each side.

“Certainly beyond repair now,” she said, laughing.

He felt her fingers tug at the waistband of his underpants.

“These will have to go too,” she confirmed.

To his humiliation and dread, he felt the cool air of the room on his very exposed bare bottom as the final layer of clothing was cut away.

“What a beautiful, flawless bottom,” she exclaimed with delight, as she ran her hand over his exposed cheeks. “What a delight it will be to decorate it.”

“Ah,” she said, stooping down, “There's a label giving your waist and leg measurements here. I've just got time to pop down to the department store in Clancy Street to get you a new pair.”

“What about me? You can't leave me here like this.”

“I most certainly can,” she said, “It will give you time to contemplate your fate.”

“But you just can't!”

“Watch me.”

“I protest. This is outrageous!”

“You're complaints and demands are becoming a little tedious, Neil,” she said, studying his bottom more closely. “I think I'd like you to stop complaining. I might start adding strokes if you don't.”

“I demand you let me go at once,” he said, in the most commanding voice he could manage.

“That's one extra stroke,” she said, cheerfully, “The total is now thirteen. Unlucky for some, Neil, so perhaps we'd better make it fourteen. Is there anything else you'd like to add?”

He was silent.

She went back to her array of canes, then selected the second cane again.

“This is a very special moment, Neil,” she said, as she took her position to his side. “I think I'll give you two strokes now, just to give you a small taste of what's to come, then I'll administer the remaining twelve when I get back with your new clothes.”

Neil whimpered, then braced himself, as he felt the cane placed gently across then centre of his helpless bottom.

“Prepare yourself for your first ever stroke of the cane, Neil,” she said, as her eyes locked on his bottom. “A very special moment.”

The cane began to gently tap. Her beautiful, feminine face hardened as she raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

There was the briefest moment when Neil felt almost nothing. There was a flash of relief, as for just a fleeting fraction of a second he thought the cane wasn't as painful as he'd feared. Then a white hot line of searing fire erupted across his cheeks. It was like nothing he could have imagined. The agony was absolutely unbearable. He gasped in a lungful of air as he failed, totally, to cope with the level of agony.

“That wasn't bad,” she said, cheerfully, “But I think I can do a bit better.”

“No! No! Please! I can't take it!” he pleaded, in a blind panic.

“Of course you can.”

SWISH – CRACK!

Neil didn't believe that pain could get any worse. But the second, harder stroke, proved him wrong. It bit in deeply, just below the first, and in the few seconds afterwards, the agony reached levels of intensity he wasn't able to comprehend.

“That was a bit better,” she said, with satisfaction.

But the shrill squeal that filled the punishment chamber robbed them both of her words.

As Neil gasped and sobbed, Scarlett hung up the cane, then returned to admire the two, fresh, raised, tram-line weals that were deepening in colour across the centre of his gaping bottom.

“I can't take any more,” he sobbed, as she ran her hands gently over the throbbing, burning flesh.

“Of course you can,” she said, cheerfully. “You've no choice. You will be taking twelve more, and I'm going to make sure that each one is nice and hard.”

“Please. I beg you. No more,”

“Do you want me to add more strokes, Neil?”

“No. No, please, no.”

“Then I suggest you keep quiet. Now, I'm just going to pop out for your clothes. I'll probably be back in about an hour.”

“You can't leave me here like this,” he sobbed. “What happens if I want to use the toilet?”

“This is an old beer cellar. The odd spillage isn't going be any problem at all. I'll let you clean up when I've finished caning you.”

“That would be so humiliating,” he whimpered.

She made for the door, opened it, then turned back to him.

“Don't worry about that. I have a customer who regularly loses control of his bladder, from fear of what I am about to do to him. He always cleans up. I have an abundant supply of paper towels. It's really not a problem.”

With that she was gone, leaving Neil helpless, secured over the whipping bench, with two angry weals across his bottom that continued to throb and burn.

CHAPTER FIVE

The first half hour of his wait for Scarlett to return was the longest of his life. As the weals on his bottom continued to throb, the occasional stabbing pain was a reminder of the caning he had yet to suffer. Dark thoughts flashed through his mind. What would happen to him if, for some reason, Scarlett failed to return? She might be involved in an accident. He was completely cut off from the world down here. He could hear nothing apart from his own breathing, so he imagined nobody would be able to hear him.

The sound of a door bell interrupted his thoughts. Scarlett had a visitor. It was with a mixture of relief and dread, that he heard the faint sound of a key rattling in the outer door, then the door opening.

“Scarlett? Are you in?” called a female voice.

Neil didn't know whether to call for help, or not. The thought of him being seen in such a humiliating position appalled him. On the other hand, the unexpected arrival of this person might offer the chance of escape from the caning he was really dreading. In the event, he didn't need to make a decision. The door to the punishment chamber was opened.

“Well what have we here?” she said, in an amused tone as her eyes fell on Neil's bare bottom.

Neil cringed at the thought of what he must look like.

“Where's Scarlett?” she asked, as she came into his view.

She was an attractive lady, with short blonde hair, dressed in faded jeans and a white top. She was carrying a holdall.

“She's out shopping,” he replied, unable to believe he was having such a mundane conversation in such bizarre circumstances.

“Any idea when she’ll be back?”

“Probably quite soon. She said she’d be about an hour, and I've been like this for what seems ages.”

She disappeared behind him. He heard her giggle.

“It might have been more sensible of her to have had you take your clothes off before she strapped you down,” she said, as she admired the dark purple weals decorating his bottom.

“She tricked me,” he said. “She said she was only going to give me one stroke over my clothes, then she changed her mind.”

“So I see,” she laughed, studying the weals more closely.

“I was passing so I dropped in to return a sjambok I'd borrowed,” she said, reaching into the holdall.

She withdrew the most hideous whip imaginable. Neil felt almost sick.

“I'd be very grateful if you'd release me,” he whimpered. “I'm strapped over this thing against my will.”

“Most people are strapped over Bella against their will after they’ve felt Scarlett's cane biting into their bottom, as I see you have.”

“Could you release me. Please?” he pleaded.

“Of course not. I couldn't possibly interfere. Scarlett would never forgive me.”

“What if I offered you some money?” he asked in desperation. “Scarlett would never need know you'd been here. She'd think I'd managed to escape on my own.”

“Absolutely not, and besides, it's a ridiculous suggestion. You'd never escape from Bella.”

She took a mobile phone from her pocket, then tapped in a few digits.

“Hello Scarlet. It's Victoria. I've just dropped into your chamber to return your sjambok.”

“Yes. I'm looking at him now. Nice bum. He tried to bribe me to let him go.”

“Yes, I will. It would be a pleasure.”

She looked at Neil, smiling, as she spoke.

“OK. I might as well wait for you.”

“OK. See you in a few minutes. I'll put the kettle on.”

“She told me to give you a few strokes with this, if you ask to be released again,” she said, smiling, as she waved the dreadful whip under Neil's nose.

Neil simply couldn't believe all this was happening to him. He had set out a few hours ago to meet a pretty lady for a coffee, and now he was entered a world that was a mixture between a fairy tale and a horror story.

Victoria left the room without another word. He heard the sound of crockery being handled from somewhere else in the basement. A few minutes later he heard a key in the outer door again.

“Did your client enjoy the sjambok?” he heard Scarlett ask.

“You were right. It was too much for him. He'd asked for twenty-four of the very best, so that's what he got. He was pleading for me to stop after just three. I didn't, of course, but I had to gag him.”

“Are you still worried about the neighbours hearing the noise?”

“Yes. I am. I've come to the conclusion that my flat isn't suitable for the more serious stuff. I really need a place like this.”

“Yes, this is almost perfect. There's never anyone else in the building during the day, then at night the music is so loud that it drowns out any screaming from down here. You can borrow it any time I'm not using it.”

“That's very kind,” said Victoria, as they both stepped into the punishment chamber with their tea.

They sat down at the table.

“Anyway, who's this?” asked Victoria, pointing at Neil.

“He's the man I told you about who works at a hotel. His name's Neil. He's been wanting a caning from me for months, and today is his lucky day. As you can see, he's received two strokes, his first ever. He's got another dozen to come.”

“I might as well stay to watch, if you don't mind.”

“Of course not. It should be fun. I think the cane is a bit more painful than he expected.”

They both laughed, as Neil groaned with despair.

“I had to be a bit devious to get him over Bella,” said Scarlett. “As you can see, I've had to destroy some of his clothes. He thought he was getting just one stroke over his clothes. I've just been out to buy him some new trousers so he can get back to his hotel.”

They both laughed again, then, to add to the surreal, they started chatting about shopping, comparing notes on the clothes they liked at various department stores. When they'd finished their tea, Scarlett rose her feet, then carefully studied the two purple weals decorating Neil's presented bottom. He winced as she ran a finger nail along the length of one.

“Time to give these some company,” she said, slapping his bottom playfully with her hand.

“He was very insistent that I should release him,” said Victoria, as Scarlett selected a cane.

“He's got a bit of history of running away from things,” said Scarlett, as she flexed a long, heavy cane. “He's run away from two failed businesses, leaving a trail of debt.”

“That's terrible, so why are you only giving him another twelve strokes?”

“I have a feeling that this is just a first instalment. I'll make sure they are hard, though. Very hard.”

“If it was up to me I'd take the sjambok to him,” said Victoria.

“You're probably right, but perhaps I'll save that for another day. After all, it is his first time.”

As Scarlett took her position to his side, Victoria too rose to her feet, to stand behind Neil, and so afford herself a better view of the caning.

“This is a slightly heavier cane than the one I used earlier, Neil,” she said, as he felt the cane placed across his bottom. “It will bite in deeper. It will be more painful, and I am going to cane you hard, very hard. Twelve strokes. I suggest you take a deep breath.”

The chamber fell silent, apart from Neil's panic stricken breathing. The eyes of both ladies were fixed on his upturned bottom. The gentle tapping of the cane signalled that the stroke was imminent. Neil closed his eyes as Scarlett's gentle features hardened. The cane was raised.

SWISH – CRACK!

It bit in deep with merciless ferocity. Neil hissed a lungful of air between his teeth and his body tensed as the agony blossomed under his skin.

SWISH – CRACK!

He howled in pain and his body began a futile struggle with his restraints as his brain told him that he couldn't possible take another stroke.

SWISH – CRACK!

The struggling became a hopeless frenzy. His howling was replaced with a high pitched squeal. Saliva bubbled from his mouth. His head shook from side to side and his feet began to gyrate and grasp pointlessly at the air.

SWISH – CRACK!

The caning was relentless. The weals sprang up after each stroke, then gradually filled with colour.

SWISH – CRACK!

His shrieking rose in pitch and his futile struggling became more intense as the cane bit deep into the crease at the top of his thighs.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

His shrieking rose to a hysterical pitch as she overlaid the stroke with three more in exactly the same place.

Scarlett paused, flexing the cane, with her eyes still fixed on his now vividly decorated bottom, as his shrieking faded to a sob.

“Those last four were brilliant,” said Victoria.

“Yes. I was pleased with them. He has a final four to come.”

“I still think he deserves more,” said Victoria.

“Perhaps. We'll see,” she said, as she ran her fingers over the angry raised weals on his bottom.

She stepped to stand in front of him, stooped down, then lifted his face and looked into his tear filled eyes. He was still sobbing.

“Listen carefully, Neil,” she said, as her cool eyes bore into his, offering no comfort. “I am about to administer four strokes. I will endeavour to make them harder than those you have just received. If you take them in silence, I will deem your punishment for today complete. However, if you cry out, I will repeat all four. Is that understood?”

“I don't think I will be able to manage it,” he sobbed.

“Then the canings will continue until either you do, or my right arm begins to ache. It's entirely up to you.”

“I can always take over if you need a rest,” offered Victoria, cheerfully.

“Did you hear that, Neil?” she said, as her eyes feasted on the fear in his. “You will be very wise to take the next four strokes in silence. Understood?”

“I'll try,” he whimpered.

“Good boy.”

She rose to her feet, then took her position with the cane. Her eyes hardened again as she placed the cane gently across his burning, throbbing bottom. She adjusted her footing, then raised the cane. Neil screwed his eyes shut then took a deep breath.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Four breathtakingly hard strokes bit deep into his tortured rump. There was complete silence in the room, other than the harsh whistle and sickening crack of rattan biting into bare flesh. Neil exhaled his lungful of air only after to final stroke had made its mark. It was followed by a whimper.

“You did very well, Neil,” said Scarlett. “But the whimper will cost you another two, in silence.”

He couldn't hold back a sob as he took another deep breath.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

She brought the cane down twice, venomously, into the crease at the top of his thighs. His feet curled up and his head rose sharply as agony overlaid agony. The final two strokes proved to be the most excruciating of the caning. He fought to hold his breath as the white hot lines of fire sank in deep, then blossomed. The two ladies watched his body language with interest as he fought to cope with the pain. They were on the alert for the slightest sound that would justify further strokes. As the intensity of the agony slowly faded from its peak, Neil dared to slowly exhale.

“He held his breath,” said Victoria, as the two ladies watched his weals darken. “That's how he managed to stay quiet.”

“Yes,” agreed Scarlett, “I'll have to take that ploy into account for his next thrashing. Perhaps I should administer strokes in batches of at least six, or a dozen, so he's forced to breath.”

Neil was extremely relieved when Scarlett returned the cane to its home on the wall. It seemed his caning was over.

“That was a great caning,” said Victoria. “His bottom is lovely, just made for the cane. I love the way he wriggled it, and he's marked beautifully.”

“Yes. Neil seems to have been made for the cane, but I'm looking forward to trying other implements on him.”

“Perhaps he won't want to go over Bella again. After all, that was his first taste of the cane. Perhaps he didn't like it.”

“Oh, he'll be going over her again, you can be quite sure of that,” said Scarlett, confidently, as she stroked his weals gently.

It wasn’t lost on Neil that nobody had asked his view on this. He was quite sure that he would never allow her to strap him over the hideous whipping bench again. He'd just endured pain he hadn't believed possible, and he had no intention of suffering it again.

“I must be off,” said Victoria, “Perhaps I'll see you here again, Neil. It was nice to meet you. Thanks for the loan of the whip.”

“Say goodbye to my friend, Neil,” scolded Scarlett, after Neil failed to respond within a few seconds, “Unless you'd like another six strokes with the cane.”

“Oh, yes, nice to meet you, too,” replied Neil, with urgency.

Both ladies giggled, before Scarlett left with Victoria to show her out. She returned about a minute later.

CHAPTER SIX

“Are you going to release me?” he asked, tentatively.

“Not yet,” she replied, as she pulled up a chair to sit at his side.

“How did you enjoy your first caning?”

“It was absolutely agonising.”

“Good. That's how it should be, but there will be more to come, Neil. I've decided that I like punishing you. You'd like that, wouldn't you?”

She began to stroke his shoulder tenderly, as she waited for him to reply. Neil was lost for words for a few seconds. His bottom was still throbbing, with the occasional stabbing pain to remind him of the excruciating pain he had been forced to endure by this extremely sadistic lady. He was vowing to himself that he would never allow himself to be punished by her again, but this was obviously not what she wanted to hear. He was still at her mercy. If he said anything she didn't like he suspected she would be quite happy to continue the punishment. He was desperate to avoid that.

“Yes. Very much,” he replied.

“You must learn to address me as Mistress,” she said, quietly, as her hand drifted down his back, then began to gently caress his throbbing weals. “When you are in my punishment chamber you must always address me as Mistress. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Your first caning was a mild taste of what you have to come,” she said, quietly, as she continued to caress his burning bottom. “The cane I used was called a Senior Kooboo. I have others that are more effective. I have Dragon canes that are denser, so they bite in deeper. I also have a beautiful Whangee cane. That's the dark, knobbly cane hanging right at the end of my collection. A caning from her will be imprinted on your mind for ever.”

Neil felt a shudder run through him as his eyes focussed on the terrifying implement. She rose to her feet, then took down the cane to offer him a closer look.

“With the Whangee cane,” she continued, “I can perform miracles. I keep it especially for very naughty boys, and in just a few seconds I can transform a very naughty boy into a very good boy who will promise never to be naughty again, and that's after just one stroke.  I never stop at one stroke, of course. After six they are usually wishing they'd never been born, but by then I'm just getting warmed up and into my stride. Perhaps you'll be a very naughty boy one day, Neil.”

She placed the hideous implement across the centre of his throbbing bottom, then gave it a gentle tap, so he could register its considerable weight, before slicing it through the air to demonstrate how whippy it was. He was relieved beyond belief when she returned the cane to its wall hook.

“Then, of course, there are my selection of whips and tawses to savour. I'll show you one.”

She selected a dark brown leather strap from her array, then sat down beside him again, holding the tawse in front of his face. It was about sixty centimetres long and eight millimetres thick, split into two tails. It was also flexible, as she was demonstrating.

“This is a Lochgelly tawse. The 'H' stamped on it stands for 'heavy'. I also have an extra heavy one, but that's not quite so flexible. The real venom in the tawse is delivered by the very ends of the tails.”

She held the tips of the tails up to his eyes so he could study the polished, rounded leather tips. He shuddered.

“You'll notice, when you look a your bottom in a mirror later today, that your bottom cheeks are very colourful.”

Her right hand reached back to stroke his left bottom cheek.

“But you'll also notice that some areas are unscathed.”

Her hand moved across to his bottom cleft. He felt her fingers gently trace along the sensitive area that lay between his cheeks.

“That's where I like my tawse tips to bite in,” she purred. “That's the beauty of a nice, flexible, heavy tawse. The tails can curl around bottom cheeks, accelerating the tips to bit deep into the most sensitive areas. It's a delight to behold, and your bottom was just made to be thrashed in this way. Does that sound exciting, Neil?”

Neil was now absolutely terrified that she was considering tawsing him now.

“It sounds excruciating, Mistress,” he replied, with his voice trembling.

“Oh, it is. Far more painful than you can imagine. Are you frightened?”

“I'm terrified, Mistress,” he sobbed.

“That's how it should be,” she said, as her hand continued to gently explore the sensitive, hidden areas of his bottom.

There were a few minutes of silence, as she looked down at him, feasting off his fear, while her hand now explored his upper, inner thigh. He had no option but to imagine the agony he would endure if the tawse tips were to bite in where her hands were touching him.

“I'd like to show you my favourite implement of all,” she said, rising to her feet, then hanging the tawse back on its wall hook.

“I call her 'Little Nell'.”

She reached up to a shelf above the implement array, then took down a polished, mahogany box, measuring about fifty centimetres long by ten wide and ten high. She sat down next to him with the box on her lap. He could see that the box was expensively made, with polished brass hinges fitted to the lid, a polished brass clasp, and a brass handle on top. This was a box that had been made to store a treasured possession.

“I had her made to my own design, with no expense spared,” she explained, adoringly, as she freed the brass catches, then opened the lid.

Little Nell was lovingly wrapped in a soft cloth. She folded back the material to reveal a fearsome looking, two tailed tawse. It was shorter than the Lochgelly, but almost black in colour, made of thick leather, with all edges beautifully rounded. The leather had been polished to a gloss finish.

“I have her treated regularly with leather balsam and saddle soap to keep her polished, supple and flexible,” she said, as she lifted it from the box. “She's made of dense hide, so she has plenty of weight, and you will notice that the tips have a slight bulge. That's due to the insertion of small, solid gold tear-drops to add weight and bite.”

Neil was horrified.

“Did you know that gold is almost twice the weight of lead?” she asked, as she held the sinister implement in front of his eyes. “I was thinking of having lead fitted, until I discovered this fascinating fact. The gold has allowed more weight to be added without making the tips too bulky. I believe it's the only one of its kind.”

Neil didn't doubt it, as he looked on it with dread.

“It's a bit shorter than most tawses, but that makes it easier to control, meaning I can make sure the tawse tips bite in exactly where I want. Perhaps 'bite' is an understatement.”

He looked up to see her eyes were bright with passion and excitement. He felt his bladder going weak.

“One of my earlier recipients called her 'the little tawse from hell'. I shortened that to 'Little Nell'. A tawsing from her is an utterly unforgettable, and one that I insist you should experience one day, but not today. It's something we need to work towards, and you'll need a padded thong to make sure I can 'explore' thoroughly,without fear of damaging bits that might be needed later.”

Neil had never felt enormous relief as when she eventually put Little Nell back in her box.

“I suppose we'd better see if these trousers fit,” she said, as she began to unbuckle his restraints.

As he peeled himself, stiffly, away from the embrace of Bella, his hands went back to feel his raw, throbbing, bottom cheeks. He was shocked by the severity of the raised weals and vowed again, silently to himself that he would never go over Bella again. Surprisingly, though, he had an erection.

“Let's get you out of those ruined clothes,” she said, as she pulled away the remnants of his ripped trousers and underpants, before he had a chance to think of how he might conceal his arousal.

Scarlett seemed pleased to see that he was in such an excited state.

The new clothes were a good fit. She insisted that he take a seat and join her for tea. She giggled when he winced as he lowered his sore bottom onto the chair. Over tea they firmed up their dinner date. They would dine at a nearby Italian restaurant in three days time.

Neil was horrified by what he saw when he looked in the mirror at his bottom when he returned to his room at the hotel later that evening. His bottom was a mass of angry purple and red weals. The throbbing and burning made it difficult to sleep.

The following morning, he was so stiff and sore that he initially found it difficult to walk. He once again vowed to himself that he would never allow Scarlett to get him over that hideous whipping bench again, although the thought of being at her mercy resulted in arousal that was difficult to conceal, and as the days before their dinner date passed, his problems with arousal became more frequent.

* * *

Neil arrived at the restaurant ten minutes before the booked time of seven. He was excited to be seeing Scarlett again, and felt he was becoming besotted with her, but he was determined that he should make it clear to her that he wasn't prepared to go over Bella again, and he prayed that they could continue to see each other without the need for her extreme ideas on punishment. He'd explain that he was very excited at the idea of being punished by her, perhaps a moderate spanking, but that the more severe thrashings were too much for him.

She arrived a few minutes after seven, and she looked stunning. Heads turned and conversations stopped as she made her way to his table. She was dressed in a beige, figure hugging dress and he was so proud when she took a seat opposite him.

They chose a bottle of Chianti, then ordered their starters. The wine was served, they each took a sip, then she leaned towards him.

“Are you reminded of me each time you sit down?” she whispered, with a sparkle in her eye.

“Yes, actually.”

“Good. That's the way I like it, and I'd  like it to stay that way.”

“Well, yes, but...”

“Tell me, Neil,” she interrupted, “do you sometimes feel ashamed about the trail of debt you've left behind you?”

“Well, I'm certainly not proud of it.”

“Does it keep you awake at night? It would me.”

“Sometimes, but I have to put it behind me.”

“That's guilt, Neil. Because of your past behaviour. Because of the debt, and no doubt stress and pain you have burdened others with, you will always feel guilt. You will never be completely free of it unless you confront it.”

“I can't go back.”

“Then you will need to find another way to lift the burden from your shoulders, and because I've decided that I really like you, Neil. I've decided to help you confront your guilt. It will take some time, but I'm quite sure the therapy I have planned for you will gradually cleanse you of your guilt.”

Neil said nothing. She spoke with passion in her voice and eyes. He felt an erection hardening against his clothes. He took a sip of wine.

“It will be a long and painful journey,” she said, quietly, as she watched his reaction, “but it could be rewarding. Do you find me attractive, Neil?”

“Very.”

“Then you might enjoy the rewards I have planned for you each time you have undergone a session of therapy.”

He felt his erection harden further.

“Even after extensive therapy, there might still be remnants of guilt stubbornly embedded inside you. Little Nell will be able to help you with that. Just think how liberated you will feel when she has finally purged you.”

“Yes, but...”  

“I'm not interested in any buts,” she interrupted, smiling, “I want you over Bella again. It's what you need. I'm sure of it. As soon as I deem you fit, I'm going to take you on the next stage of your journey towards your appointment with Little Nell.”

The image of Scarlett showing him Little Nell flashed into his mind. He shuddered as he recalled the sadistic glee with which she handled the implement. The starters arrived, making a response impossible. But Neil was acutely aware that he had become hugely aroused by what she had said, and by the way she had said it. She had made no attempt to conceal her passion. His craving to be at her mercy again fleetingly became almost so intense that it hurt.

As they enjoyed their starters, she asked him more about his time in Spain, and he explained how he now knew where he had got things wrong, and how enlightened he now was. His experience at Blakes Hotel and his business study course had been invaluable, and he now felt equipped to run a business successfully. Scarlett seemed genuinely interested in his plans and asked a lot of very pertinent questions. Neil was grateful for the chance to answer, as he imagined they would be the sort of questions he would be asked when he sought financial backing.

Time seemed to fly as they dined and talked. They laughed together as he recounted some of the amusing events that had occurred in Spain and at his restaurant in Devon. He had to keep reminding himself, as he looked into Scarlett's angelic, feminine face, and her beautiful, smiling eyes, that she  was intent on thrashing him severely, and was obviously looking forward to it immensely. The contraction was both exciting and frightening.

“I have a present for you,” she said, taking a small package from her bag, when he had paid the bill. “Probably best if you don't open it now. Wait until you are back in your room.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Neil opened the package back in his room. It was a padded thong made of a cup-shaped triangle of light brown suede leather, padded inside with layers of towelling. Strong cords were stitched into each side to form a hem, then extended to allow the thong to be secured in place. She had also enclosed a note:

It is essential that you are wearing this when you report to me for your next appointment with Bella. Email me as soon as you have tried it on to confirm a snug fit.

Thanks for dinner.

I look forward to hearing from you.

Scarlett x x x

Feeling slightly ridiculous, Neil took his clothes off, then fitted the thong. It was a perfect fit. With the cords tightened, he would be almost totally exposed when secured over Bella, except his private parts, which would be well protected.

An image flashed into his mind of Scarlett standing over him with Little Nell in her hand. He was secured over Bella, wearing only the thong, and she was approaching him with a sadistic smile on her face. She licked her lips as she raised the implement over her shoulder.

He shuddered at the thought, then removed the thong. He was aroused as he sat down to reply to Scarlett's email:

Dear Scarlett,

I can confirm that the item is a good fit.

I really enjoyed your company this evening and I do hope we can meet for dinner again soon.

Neil xxx

She had replied by the following morning:

Dinner again would be nice, but we have other matters to attend to first. I am keen to begin your therapy as soon as I deem you fit. I would expect this to be within about ten days, and I suggest we arrange to meet in the next few days so I can carry out a visual inspection.

You may be interested to know that I will be putting Little Nell to use next Monday evening. I will be dealing with Geoffrey, a seasoned client who has provoked me into sentencing him to a very severe tawsing with her. He has been very soundly caned and tawsed by me in the past, but this will be his first taste of Little Nell. He likes to have an audience in attendance when he is punished, and Victoria has already agreed to attend as a witness. Perhaps you would also like to attend? In which case I will be able to carry out my inspection of you after I have dealt with Geoffrey.

Scarlett x x x

Neil had mixed feelings about witnessing the punishment of another man. Part of him was very keen to see her using Little Nell, and it excited him, but seeing another man, naked, somehow made him uncomfortable. Although he obviously knew that Scarlett regularly punished other men, he had put it to the back of his mind. He didn't want to imagine Scarlett dealing with anyone other than himself, and now he understood why – he wanted her just for himself. However, after giving it a lot of thought, he decided to accept her invitation. It made sense to witness what was in store for him if he allowed himself to be strapped over Bella again. He replied later that day:

Dear Scarlett,

I would like to accept your invitation to witness you dealing with Geoffrey. For some reason I feel a bit uncomfortable about meeting him and I would prefer just to watch, quietly, in the background.

I look forward to hearing from you.

Neil xxx

She replied that evening:

Arrive at fifteen minutes past nine next Monday evening. By that time Geoffrey will already be in position over Bella. Seating will be in place behind Geoffrey. He will know you are there, but he will not be able to see you, and you can remain anonymous. Victoria will already be in attendance and may assist with the punishment. You can leave before Geoffrey is released. I hope this makes you more comfortable as I would like you to attend. I will make an assessment of your fitness for punishment in another room before you leave. Please confirm your intention to attend.

Scarlett x x x

* * *

Scarlett was dressed in a skin-tight, black leather catsuit. She was stunning and she looked excited as she admitted him the following Monday evening. The nightclub above was already in full swing, and the loud music, with a throbbing bass, could be heard as she ushered him down the passage to her punishment chamber.

He knew he was about to be confronted by a naked man secured over Bella, but even so, it was a shock to be confronted by the totally exposed, plump, bare bottom of Geoffrey. He was wearing a thong, identical to the one Scarlett had sent him, and Neil could see some fading bruises on his bottom, which he assumed were from previous thrashings.

Victoria was already seated in one of the two chairs that were set behind Geoffrey. She smiled as he took his seat next to her. Scarlett walked around Geoffrey to stand facing his head.

“The witnesses are now in place, Geoffrey,” she said, “So we are ready to begin your punishment. But before we do, I shall explain to the witnesses, and remind you, why you are to be severely punished today.”

She walked to stand behind Geoffrey, then looked down at the bare bottom she was about to thrash. The throbbing bass from above increased in tempo, as she turned to face Victoria and Neil.

“I had occasion to tawse Geoffrey soundly a few weeks ago, for sending me a flippant email, in which he questioned my proficiency with the tawse,” she said in a calm voice, but Neil could see she was excited.

“He was punished quite soundly, and I wrongly assumed that I had cured him of his habit of sending me disrespectful messages. A few days ago I received another email from him.”

She stepped over to a small table, then picked up a sheet of paper.

“Dear Mistress D,” she read, “I'm confused about the last tawsing you gave me. You warned me that it would be severe, so I was understandably nervous as you strapped me down over your whipping bench. However, the actual tawsing was not as severe as I had expected, and I have to report that I left feeling you had been too lenient with me, far too lenient. Perhaps you are in the wrong profession. You advertise yourself as a world class disciplinarian, but I now question this. Have you ever thought of taking up knitting? Geoffrey.”

“How rude,” gasped Victoria, as Scarlett put down the paper.

“Indeed it is,” she agreed, as she stepped to face Geoffrey.

“I intend to make sure you are so very sorry for sending me that message, Geoffrey. Over the course of the next few minutes I intend to make you wish you had never been born. You will receive a tawsing that will be imprinted on your bottom for weeks, perhaps months, and will be imprinted on your mind for the rest of your life. You are about to make the acquaintance of Little Nell. She has been specially made for one purpose only, to cause absolute maximum pain. You will receive thirty unforgettable strokes. There will be no mercy, no matter how much you scream and beg for it. Every stroke will be administered with maximum severity, and I will also make sure the weighted tips of this spectacularly effective implement bite into the most sensitive areas possible. Do you understand?”

Geoffrey could clearly be seen shaking with fear.

“Yes, Mistress.”

His weak reply was barely audible over the noise from above.

As the pulsing bass from above rose in intensity, Scarlett reached for the mahogany box above her array of disciplinary equipment. She set it down on the table, then opened it.

“She's been just been treated with leather balsam, then polished with saddle soap, especially for you, Geoffrey,” she said, as she lovingly lifted the polished black tawse from the box.

“The stitching that keeps the gold tear-drops in place has been checked to make sure they stay in place as the weighted tips bite deep into your deserving bare bottom.”

Geoffrey was now shaking uncontrollably. His gaping bare bottom was twitching. Victoria and Neil watched in silence as Scarlett took her position to Geoffrey's left. Neil was very nervous and excited as he watched the events unfold. Scarlett gently placed the tawse tails across Geoffrey’s left bottom cheek. His bottom twitched, and he involuntarily sobbed, as he felt the hard leather make contact with his naked skin. Scarlett's eyes were locked on his gaping bottom. She adjusted her footing. The thumping bass of the music upstairs continued. Geoffrey whimpered. Scarlett's face hardened as she raised Little Nell. Her hard features turned to a grimace as she put maximum effort into the downward velocity of the two snaking tails.

CRACK!

Neil gasped with shock as the tawse tails made contact with Geoffrey's left bottom cheek, causing it to flatten and distort as the tawse tips accelerated into his gaping bottom cleft, where they sank in sickeningly deep with the report of a pistol shot. The tips bounced out of his sensitive bottom cleft; leaving two, white, impressions, shaped exactly as the tawse tips. They were already filling with colour as the music from above was drowned out by a shriek of agony.

Scarlett calmly raised the tawse again, while Geoffrey made Herculean efforts to escape the clutches of Bella.

“No! Please,” he pleaded. “I've made a terrible mistake! This is too much!”

CRACK!

The tails bit in even harder. Geoffrey's shrieking became more shrill and his efforts to escape became a frenzy. Neil was shocked beyond belief at the severity of the thrashing, and it had only just begun. There were another twenty-eight strokes to go. Why on earth had poor Geoffrey placed himself in this position?

CRACK!

Scarlett was true to her word. She was merciless. The tawsing progressed at a steady pace. Strokes were consistently hard, and all aimed so that the spiteful tawse tips would bite deep into the most sensitive areas. Geoffrey's desperate shrieking and pleading for mercy were not only ignored, but seemed to have the opposite effect – the severity increased. Bella rendered him helpless with his exposed bottom remaining perfectly presented for the tawse despite all his struggling.

Neil watched with a mixture of shock and excitement as Geoffrey's squirming bottom cleft slowly  developed a mass of purple and red weals. He briefly looked his side at one point to see Victoria licking her lips with delight as Geoffrey's shrieking became ever more shrill.

After about fifteen strokes, Scarlett switched aim to a little lower, causing the tawse tails to curl around Geoffrey's upper left thigh. The reaction, when the heavy tawse tips bit savagely into his upper, inner thigh, was immediate. The shrieking reached fever pitch. The muscles in Geoffrey's thighs stood out like rods of iron and trembled with strain as he tried desperately to close his thighs to deny access to Little Nell. But Bella was unyielding. The heavy leather straps that held his thighs well apart made sure that the sensitive flesh that lay between his thighs remained available, and that is exactly where Scarlett continued to decorate with fresh purple and red weals.

To Neil, the tawsing seemed to go on for ages. To Geoffrey it must have seemed an eternity, but eventually, after switching her attention back to his gaping bottom cleft, where she placed a final six strokes, his tawsing was over. His left bottom cheek and upper left thigh were a mass of weals, which darkened dramatically where the heavy tips had bitten in. His entire body was glistening with sweat, as he slumped with relief. But his relief was short lived.

“I thought he made too much fuss,” said Victoria.

“I agree,” replied Scarlett, as she put down the tawse.

“His right bottom cheek is unmarked,” continued Victoria. “Has he ever felt the kiss of the sjambok?”

“No,” laughed Scarlett, “but I think it's about time he did. Why don't you treat him to six strokes?”

“Why not indeed,” said Victoria, rising to her feet.

They both laughed, as Geoffrey groaned with despair.

“I suggest you move your chair back a bit,” Victoria said to Neil, as she selected the hideous looking whip from the array of implements, “I'll need a bit of space to do this justice.”

“Do you know what a sjambok is, Geoffrey?” asked Victoria, as she flexed the thick, leather, cane-like, whip.

“No, Mistress,” he sobbed.  

“I think they originate from South Africa, and were made out of rhino hide. This one isn't, but I think it's quite close to the original in terms of severity, as you are about to discover.”

Geoffrey was sobbing pitifully as she took her position to his left. She placed the sjambok across his bottom, then adjusted her footing.

SWISH – CRACK!

Once again, the thumping bass from the club above was drowned out by Geoffrey's hysterical shrieking. The sjambok was a fearsome implement, and Victoria administered it with passion and vigour. Each stroke produced angry raised, tram-line weals, that began briefly as white, then rapidly changed through red, to purple. She took her time, making sure each stroke was hard and accurate. The final two, which she placed in the crease between his bottom cheeks and upper thigh, produced the most hysterical shrieking.

“So, Geoffrey, shall I expect and email from you in the next few days accusing me of being too lenient?” asked Scarlett.

“No, Mistress,” he sobbed.

“And do you still think I should take up knitting?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Very well. Your punishment for today is over. Victoria, perhaps you'd be kind enough to release him while I see our witness out.

Neil was led from the punishment chamber by Scarlett, as Victoria began to unbuckle the many straps that had held Geoffrey in position. Neil was taken back the sitting room, where the noise from the club above was not quite so imposing.

“What do you think of Little Nell?” she asked.

Her eyes were bright with excitement. Neil was quite sure she was aroused.

“She looked excruciating. Geoffrey suffered terribly. I don't think he'll be back for more.”

“I'm quite sure he will. That's exactly the tawsing he needs, as I'm quite sure you also do. I can guarantee you that within two weeks I will receive a flippant email from him, accusing me of being too lenient.”

“I don't think I could take a tawsing like that,” he said, nervously.

“Of course you can,” she replied, confidently. “I know that's what you need. I can see it in you.  Now, let's have those trousers and pants down so I can see how well you are recovering.”

After the shock of witnessing the severity of the punishment, Neil was quite sure he didn't, but he decided to keep quiet. Before he had a chance to unbuckle his trouser belt, Scarlett had done it for him. She unceremoniously pulled down his trousers and under pants, then knelt down behind him.

“That's good,” she said, as he felt her warm breath on his exposed bottom, “you recover quickly.”

He felt her hand gently tracing across his bottom cheeks.

“You have the most delightful bottom, Neil,” she said, as her fingers continued to explore. “I'm so looking forward to having it wriggling and dancing under my tawse. Your first taste of the tawse will be with my Lochgelly, and I think you'll be fit for punishment in a week.”

Her delicate touch, combined with the feel of her breath on his bare skin, and the sensual passion in her voice, caused Neil to become aroused.

“Yes,” said Scarlett, as he eyes fell on his huge erection, “I can see that you need to feel the kiss of my tawse quite urgently.”

Neil gasped as she gently stroked his erection.

“We might find something to do with this,” she said, smiling, as she continued to gently stroke, “After I've set your bottom ablaze, of course.

“You should feel honoured,” she continued, dreamily, as her eyes lingered on his erection. “I have a rule not to be as nice as this to clients, but there's something special about you, Neil.”

“Anyway,” she said, rising to her feet. “I had better get back to Geoffrey. He always enjoys a cup of tea with me after I've thrashed him. When's your next free evening?”

“Tomorrow,” he replied, as he pulled his trousers up.

“I'll treat you to dinner,” she said, as she set off back down the passage to the punishment chamber. “Same place at seven. I'll book it.”

Neil made his way up the stairs to the entrance door.

“Ah, Geoffrey,” he heard her say as she opened the door to the punishment chamber, “I see you are able to sit down. Perhaps I was too lenient with you. Tea?”

“Yes, please, tea would be lovely. And yes, of course you were too lenient,” he replied, as he heard Victoria laughing.

“Then I had better make sure I don't make the same mistake next time. You prefer Earl Grey, don't you?”

CHAPTER EIGHT

A cocktail of emotions kept Neil awake until the early hours. He was shocked by the severity of thrashing Scarlett had administered with Little Nell. She had quite obviously revelled in the agony she had inflicted, and she had made no secret of the fact that she intended to subject him to the same. The prospect terrified him.

On the other hand, he was now completely besotted with Scarlett. He craved to be at her mercy, and now she was suggesting she would enjoy a sexual relationship with him. That would be a dream come true, but she had suggested that there would only be sex after she had thrashed him. It was quite clear that she wanted him to suffer for her. Perhaps, he wondered, before eventually drifting off to sleep, she would agree to some sort of compromise?

She arrived at the restaurant a few minutes after him the following evening. As always, she looked stunningly beautiful. She had a presence as she entered any room, that always turned heads. She was wearing a short, light, blue, summer dress, and he was proud to be seen dining her. Nobody, he imagined, would have guessed by looking at her pretty, feminine and delicate features, that she was the most sadistic person they were likely to have encountered.

The table she had booked was in a quiet alcove, so they had some privacy as long as they spoke quietly. She ordered a bottle of wine as they perused the menu.

“I want you in my chamber in a week from now,” she said, when they had taken their first sips of wine. “I want you to savour the kiss of my Lochgelly tawse. I want to explore all those sensitive areas that escaped the attention of my cane. I want to watch your bare bottom wriggle and writhe and I want to hear you squeal.”

Neil was speechless. He took a large gulp of wine. She had spoken with such passion and he found her words both exciting and terrifying.

“The prospect of taking my tawse to your squirming, helpless bare bottom excites me, Neil. It makes me hot. It makes me wet.”

Neil took another gulp of wine. They remained silent as an attentive waiter stepped forward to top his glass up.

“Would you like to explore my naked body, Neil?” she asked, as her cool eyes bore into his. “You would have to use your tongue. I might insist that you explore with your tongue very thoroughly before I order you to fuck me. Would you like that, Neil?”

“Yes, very much,” he almost panted, before taking another gulp of wine.

“So would I,” she said. “We could do it tonight. But on one condition, Neil. In a week from now, you promise to go over Bella. Understood?”

“Yes, yes, of course,” he replied, as his erection almost burst through his trousers.

Scarlett studied his face for a few moments, smiled, then summoned the waiter.

“We've had a change of plan,” she said, handing him a fifty pound note. “We won't have time to dine. Do keep the change and order us a taxi, please.”

“Certainly, Madame.”

They travelled by cab the short journey back to her flat in silence. Neil was so consumed by lust that he didn't give a second thought to the thrashing he had agreed to.

She escorted him to her luxurious penthouse flat in silence. She made him take his shoes off before he was allowed to step onto the thick pile, white carpet of her lounge. He vaguely noticed the panoramic view of London at night from her lounge window as she led him to the bedroom.

“We are about to seal an agreement, Neil,” she said, turning to face him. “A week from now you go over Bella. A week from now you will savour the kiss of my tawse. Are you quite clear on that?”

“Yes, yes, very clear.”

“Then I suggest you take your clothes off, fold them neatly, put them on that chair.”

Neil was so excited that he couldn't get his clothes off quickly enough. In less than thirty seconds he was standing before her, naked. She looked a little amused as her eyes fell on his hands, clasped in front of him, attempting to conceal his huge erection. She slowly circled him, then stooped down behind him. He felt her fingers gently tracing the fading marks of his caning. His buttocks involuntarily clenched as her fingers delicately ran the length of his bottom cleft. He felt her warm breath on his skin.

“Try to imagine yourself, once again, strapped securely over Bella, Neil,” she purred, as her fingers probed a little more firmly between his bottom cheeks.

“I shall make sure you are very tightly secured,” she continued. “Clenching your cheeks will not be an option available to you, no matter how hard you try. All the sensitive areas of naked flesh that you are currently concealing from me will be perfectly presented and accessible. I will be standing over you with a heavy Lochgelly tawse, intent on setting your flesh ablaze.”

He gasped as her hand now pushed between his upper thighs.

“Bella will make sure your thighs remain well spread, Neil. The kiss of the tawse tips will find their mark. It will be an unforgettable sensation as the tawse tips begin to revisit areas that are still burning from earlier strokes. You do realise that there will be no mercy, don't you, Neil?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered, as his erection grew to a size that was almost painful.

Her hand slipped away from him, then she rose to her feet.

“Down on your knees,” she whispered quietly into his ear.

He dropped to his knees immediately. His mind was focussed only on the imminent prospect of being able to worship her naked body. Lust blinded him to the price he would pay. She slowly circled him to stand facing him. His eyes fell on the front of her dress, then dropped to look at her shapely legs. The hem of her dress began to slowly rise as she began to lift it. It was a dream come true as the triangle of white material of her knickers came into view a few inches from his face. Moments later, she tossed her dress onto his folded clothes, to stand before him in just skimpy white knickers and bra. The bra joined her dress, and he looked up to see her smiling down at him between her firm, round breasts.

“Take my knickers down with your teeth,” she whispered.

He needed no further encouragement. As his teeth clamped on the thin elastic band of her knickers, she pushed forward with her hips to make it easier. As he pulled down he caught the first sight of her neatly trimmed, dark pubic hair. He pulled the scanty garment down past her knees, after which they slipped to the floor. He raised his head again. His eyes feasted again on her pubic hair, now just a few inches from his face. He could smell the musky fragrance of feminine arousal. She parted her thighs a little to grant him access to the secrets that lay between them.

“The moment I feel the touch of your tongue, Neil, is the moment your appointment with my tawse is set in stone. Are you quite sure you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” she purred.

As he pressed his nose into her soft pubic hair, she parted her thighs further, and his mouth found her wetness. She groaned with pleasure as he pushed his tongue inside.

“The deeper you push,” she gasped, “the harder I will tawse you. Understood?”

His answer was to push deeper and to drink noisily from her. His hands reached behind her to grasp her perfect buttocks, giving him purchase to push even deeper. She assisted him by grabbing hold of a clump of his hair to pull his face even more firmly into her. He thought his erection might explode as she began to grind her crotch into his face.

After a few minutes, she pushed him away, sat on the bed, then lay back. She still had hold of his hair. She parted her thighs further, then firmly pulled his face back to where it belonged. She groaned as his tongue pushed deeper into her.

“Deeper!” she demanded.

He strained to oblige.

“Oh, Neil,” she said, breathlessly, “I'm going to tawse you so very, very severely.”

“Yes, please,” he gasped, before trying to push deeper still with his probing, aching, tongue.

“Now fuck me,” she demanded.

After several minutes of intense and passionate sexual activity they climaxed together. As they came back down to earth, in each other's arms, she told him, breathlessly, that it been the best fuck of her life. It had been his best too.

Before she allowed him to leave, she insisted that the time and date of his appointment with her tawse was fixed. She reminded him again that they had sealed a contract that was set in stone. She also reminded him that the tawsing would be merciless. It was quite obvious to him that she revelled in terrifying him.

“After I've decorated your helpless bare bottom with my tawse, and I'm satisfied that I have searched out and thoroughly christened the most sensitive areas, you will be allowed to fuck me again, but not before. Is that understood?”

Those were her final words to him as he left. He returned to the hotel with another erection.

CHAPTER NINE

Neil was elated at having enjoyed the most erotic sexual experience of his life, and that elation remained with him all of the following day, but the prospect of the price he would have to pay in less than a week increasingly haunted him. He had agreed to report to her for a tawsing with her heavy Lochgelly tawse at seven pm next Thursday, and as the days passed the dread of what he faced escalated.

On the Wednesday night before his appointment, he hardly slept at all. His mind was in turmoil. The tawsing terrified him, but also excited him. He both longed to be at her mercy, and dreaded it. He knew he would suffer agony beyond description, and he knew she would love it. He longed to excite her, but the price to him was huge. Then he would think about the unbelievably erotic sex they would undoubtedly enjoy afterwards. Now he had tasted her he was even more obsessed by her and was greedy to immerse himself in her again. She had become a drug that he had to have again.

In fairness to Neil, he did set off for his appointment at her punishment chamber that Thursday evening, but at a few minutes before seven, as he approached the side door, with his heart pounding, he had the vision of being strapped down over Bella, with his bottom exposed in the most humiliating manner. He thought of the most excruciating pain he would suffer as she deliberately aimed the tawse to bite into the most sensitive areas of his bottom. These visions filled his head as he reached up to press the door bell. His hand hesitated. He couldn't push the button. His hand wavered, then moved again towards the bell push. His bladder suddenly felt like it might embarrass him, so he pulled his hand away. He looked at his watch, it was dead on seven. He stood at her door for almost a minute, unable to move, before skulking back to his hotel, feeling a complete failure.

Back at the hotel, he sat in his room, thoroughly dejected and frustrated. He knew she would be upset and angry, so he sent her an email:

Dear Scarlett,

I'm so sorry to have let you down. I came to your door, but I just couldn't push the door bell. I was just too terrified. I'd love to see you again if you are able to forgive me.

Neil xxx

Her reply was predictable:

I thought we really had something special going for us. I was obviously wrong. I would prefer it if you don't contact me again.

Neil couldn't remember feeling so depressed. The most exciting relationship he had ever had seemed to be over, and it was his fault, his cowardice. He almost replied, asking if he could report to accept her punishment, but again he hesitated as he imagined that the punishment would now be administered in anger.

The following day was a disaster. Unannounced, two Enforcement Officers from the Department of Immigration, carried out a spot check at the hotel. They asked to see the ID of all staff. The only ID Neil had his passport, and the officers scrutinised it carefully, writing down details on a form. As soon as they had gone, Angelo, clearly shocked, asked to see him in his office.

“This is very bad news,” he said, as soon as Neil had sat down opposite his boss. “There is a chance that your passport will not stand up to the scrutiny it will be under. I think it might be a good idea if you disappeared for a few days.”

“Yes, that's what I was thinking.”

“Make no mistake, Neil. I want you here, but not until your passport is cleared by the immigration department. I think you should tell me that your mother has been taken ill and you need to be with her. If there are any problems with your passport I'll say I've no idea where you are and that you are not returning calls. It's probably best if you get yourself a pay as you go mobile phone, and leave your current one switched off. As soon as you've got a new phone, let me have the number.”

“When do you think I should leave?”

“Probably best if you go right now. I'm sorry, but I have to safeguard the running of the hotel. As soon as I know it's safe to come back. I'll call you.”

It was with some haste that Neil packed a bag, then left without saying a word to other staff members. An hour later, after buying a new phone, he was once again, sitting in a café, unsure what the future held for him, and not knowing where he would be spending the night. He called Angelo, so he had the new number, and once again, Antonio assured him that he would be in touch as soon as he knew it was safe to return. In the meantime, he suggested, there should be no contact between them.

After a second cup of coffee, Neil made the call he felt he had to make.

“Hello, Scarlett. It's Neil,” he said when she answered.

“I thought I made it clear that I didn't want to hear from you again. If you'd used your usual phone I wouldn't have even answered.”

“Yes, I know, but I need your help, badly. I need to talk to you. The Immigration Department raided the hotel. They took details of my passport. It's a forgery. I need somewhere to hide.”

“The only circumstances in which you will get me to even consider helping you to you is when you are strapped down over Bella, not before. Until that happens, I don't want to hear one more word from you.”

Before he could reply, she had hung up.

He felt he had no choice. With his hands trembling, he sent her a text message:

I'll go over Bella

He waited for what seemed an eternity, before his new phone beeped. He nervously took a sip of coffee, then opened the text:

Report to me at my punishment chamber at six thirty this evening with the thong I gave you. When I admit you, strip, fit the thong, then place yourself over Bella. There will be no dialogue until I have you strapped down and at my mercy. Understood? 

Understood, Mistress, he replied.

As it happened, he had packed the thong in his overnight bag, as it was not an item he would want found in his room if he were unable to return.

He was obviously terrified as he rang the door bell to the punishment chamber later that day, but his overwhelming emotion was relief. He instinctively knew that once he had submitted to her that she would help him. He was also relieved that the decision to report to her had effectively been taken from him. He had no option, it was the only logical choice, and now he would receive the thrashing that he knew, deep down, that he needed and craved. He knew it would delight her to thrash him, and he craved to be the subject of her delight. However, his heart began to pound as he heard the door latch being unlocked. He had every reason to dread what was about to happen. His impending punishment was now thoroughly deserved, and they both knew it. There would never be any mercy from her, and especially not on this occasion. He felt his bladder go weak as the door opened. She stood aside, with the hint of a smile on her face, to admit him to his fate.

Neil felt his legs might fail him as he stepped inside. Her eyes were fixed on his. She was feasting on his fear. As his eyes dropped from hers, he should have noticed that she was wearing just a thin, white, silk, dressing gown and had bare feet, but he was too preoccupied with his impending fate to notice. The door closed behind him, and she following him down the steps to the basement. As he entered the punishment chamber, his eyes fell on the sinister dark structure of Bella, with her multitude of thick leather straps drooping loosely either side, waiting to embrace him. His bladder weakened again.

As she looked on, he put down his case, then removed his clothes in silence. He was trembling uncontrollably as he stooped down, naked, to open his case. She was smiling as he removed the thong. As he completed fitting it, she stepped up behind him, then tightened the cords that held it in place, causing the cord between his bottom cheeks to pull hard into his bottom cleft. She grasped him firmly by the arm, then led him towards the whipping bench. Panic began to well up inside him as she guided him over Bella. Skilled hands swiftly tightened the first strap over his back. He was putty in her hands. She methodically secured his legs, then arms. Within thirty seconds he was totally helpless, with his bare bottom raised high and gaping open. He had never felt so vulnerable, and terrified in his life. She slowly circled the subject she now had safely imprisoned in her lair, prepared for punishment. Her face was a picture of excitement.

“So at last I have you where I want you,” she purred. “Helpless, at my mercy, perfectly prepared for punishment and with all the time in the world to administer it.”

She continued to slowly circle him. He noticed for the first time that she had bare feet, making her footsteps silent. When she was behind him she was out of his range of vision, and he had no idea what she was doing. Perhaps she was looking down at the naked bottom she was about to thrash. Perhaps she had picked up an implement and was preparing to use it. He had no way of knowing. The silence seemed to produce a noise of its own, as he strained to hear.

“So perhaps you can now explain why you suddenly need my help,” she said, after what seemed an age, confirming that she was standing right behind him.

“The hotel was raided by the immigration department. They took details of my passport and they might discover that it's false, so I had to leave at once, and I need somewhere to hide for a while. I thought you might be able to help me.”

“I see. So once again you are running away, and how ironic that you have had no choice but to run back to the very person you had run away from just the day before.”

“I know. I'm sorry.”

“Yes. I do believe you are sorry, but not sorry enough.”

He flinched as he felt the gentle touch of her hand on his bottom. A finger delicately traced the line of his bottom cleft, down to his upper, inner thigh.

“I've decided that I like you, Neil,” she said, as her hands continued to explore. “So I'm going to invest some of my time in you. You need to learn not to run away from the challenges you sometimes have to face. In particular, you must learn not to run away from the punishments I have planned for you. I intend to persuade you to see the error of your ways.”

Her hands left his flesh, then she wheeled a tall tilting mirror, set on casters, out from the corner of the chamber, setting it some distance behind him. She stepped back from it to stand close to the left side of his head, then moved back to the mirror, to make an adjustment, then resumed her position close to his head.

“I originally bought this mirror to allow clients to watch themselves being thrashed,” she explained, as her left hand gently stroked the back of his head, “but I've since discovered it can be put to better use for me to watch where the tails of my tawse are biting in.”

“You see, Neil,” she continued, as she made another fine adjustment to the angle of the mirror, “the most effective strokes with my Lochgelly tawse are what I call 'wrap-around' strokes. I need to stand close to your head to achieve them. The objective is to bring the tawse down in such a way that the tails wrap around your left bottom cheek, causing the tips to accelerate into the more sensitive areas of your deserving bottom, or if I want to be really spiteful, I can curl the tips into your inner, upper thigh. How fortunate for you that you bought the thong with you.”

Neil, now absolutely terrified, felt her fingers again gently trace down the exposed flesh of his bottom cleft, then reach between his spread thighs.

“To deliver such delicious strokes, and to maximise the 'wrap-around' effect, I need the mirror to make sure I am on target. Once I've got my position perfected, usually after just a few strokes, I can concentrated on putting some real venom into the tawse. I think you will find this an unforgettable evening.”

“I will be aiming for perfection. Twelve perfect strokes,” she continued. “That may seem a little lenient, but I can assure you it will not be. For a stroke to be deemed perfect, it must be hard, very hard, and absolutely accurate. The tawse tips must bite in with a nice, resounding crack. Anything less than absolutely perfect will not count.”

“You deserve far more, of course,” she said, as she now gently stroked his left bottom cheek with the flat of her hand, “but now that you've suddenly made yourself available, perhaps for some days, I've decided that I want you fit for additional punishment very soon. I have some new equipment to test and some ideas to try. You will do nicely as the recipient.”

Neil was shaking with fear. Once again he felt he may lose control of his bladder. She chuckled, quietly, as her hand continued to explore his helpless, exposed bottom.

“For now, though, all we need to do is to wait for the music. As soon as it starts, any time now, then your punishment can begin. Nobody but me will hear you screaming and begging, and that's the sort of music I like to hear. That's the music that really excites me.”

There was silence for what seemed an eternity, as her hands continued to gently explore his bare flesh. Then the steady thump of a bass from upstairs filled the chamber.

“Ah, time to begin,” she said, as her hands left his bottom.

Trembling with fear, he glanced to his side to see her removing her dressing gown. She was naked underneath.

“I love the feeling of freedom being naked when I administer a thrashing, Neil,” she said, as she turned her back on him to hang her dressing gown on a wall hook.

His eyes fell on her perfect, rounded bottom.

“My naked body is also a reminder of the duties I will require you to perform when I have finished punishing you.”

He watched in dread as she now selected a long, thick, two tailed, leather tawse from her selection.

“Yes, this will do nicely,” she said, as she turned to face him.

She smiled as she registered the dread in his eyes.

Neil had never felt so terrified, helpless and humiliatingly exposed, as she took her position just to the left of his head. As her eyes locked onto the reflection of his gaping bare bottom in the mirror, his eyes fell on he flawless skin of her naked hips, only a few inches from his face. Her hips swayed erotically, in time with the throbbing bass, as she adjusted her footing. Her hips twisted and the muscles in her bottom cheeks stiffened, as she brought back the tawse. He closed his eyes in dread as the tawse swung in a graceful arc towards his presented bottom.

CRACK!

Nothing could have prepared him for the agony that erupted across his gaping bottom as the twin tails bit sickeningly deep into his naked flesh with the report of a pistol shot. The most intense agony was where the tawse tips had bitten in, a few inches away from his bottom cleft, on his right cheek. As Neil hissed in a lungful of air between clenched teeth he failed to notice her carefully reposition herself just a few inches further away from his bottom. As she did so, the tawse was raised again.

CRACK!

The tawse body made sharp contact with his left flank, causing the tails to wrap-around his left bottom cheek, and accelerating the tawse tips into his exposed bottom cleft with real venom. It caught Neil completely by surprise. He had been bracing himself for more agony, but this was off the scale. The tips bit deep and hard into the soft, exposed flesh that had never before been subjected to pain. Neil threw his head back, shrieking in agony as the pain seemed to blossom and intensify under his flesh.

“That's a bit better,” she said, in a voice drowned out by Neil's shrieking. “Now I just need to add a bit more severity.”

Scarlett's face hardened as she raised the snaking tawse again.

CRACK!

Neil simply couldn't imagine that the agony could get any worse, but when the third stroke overlaid the second with even more severity, his world turned red. He was transported to a place he hadn't known existed. A place far beyond his pain threshold. His shrieking became hysterical. His body writhed and twisted as he fought hopelessly with his restraints.

CRACK!

The tawsing continued as his shrieking became ever more desperate. There was no mercy. No compassion. Scarlett administered each stroke with maximum severity. Her eyes were wild with excitement, and her delicate features were hardened by her effort. She saved the final three strokes for his inner, upper thigh. Neil's shrieking rose in pitch as they bit in with sickening ferocity.

Neil was still in another world as he felt his restraints being loosened. His bottom and inner thigh were still raging with pain and throbbing. He'd lost count of the strokes after the first few. She was now unbuckling his restraints as a matter of urgency. As she pulled him roughly from the sweat covered whipping bench, he sank to his knees to be confronted with her parted thighs. Through his tear filled eyes he could see that she was wet.

“I want your tongue inside me, now,” she panted.

CHAPTER TEN

Neil slept little that night. After the most passionate sexual activity on the floor of the punishment chamber, she took him back to her apartment. After showering together, then dining, she led him to her bedroom, where they shared a night of passion. He eventually drifted off to sleep in the early hours. His bottom was still throbbing and his tongue was aching. He was woken by her early the next morning. She was already dressed.

“You can stay here today,” she said, as she stood over him. “I have a very severe early morning caning to administer to a CEO, before he takes a hatchet to his board. He feels bad about what he must do and says he needs a caning severe enough to cleanse him of guilt. I've promised to cleanse him until he's spotless,” she laughed.

“Later,” she continued,” I'm overseeing some work being done in the punishment chamber. Help yourself to food, and watch some of my very interesting videos by all means, but no snooping. You are a guest in my private home. I'll be back this evening.”

She gave him a peck on the cheek, then was gone.

Neil lay in the bed for another half and hour, trying to digest the bizarre events of the past twenty-four hours. It might have seemed unreal, just a strange dream, but the throbbing of his very sore bottom was a constant reminder that it was reality.

Eventually, he climbed stiffly out of bed. All the muscles in his body felt torn from his frantic efforts to escape from Bella. When he took a shower, he gasped as the hot water reignited the sting left by the tawse. As he stepped from the shower, he imagined that she might, at that very moment, be raising her cane to thrash the bare bottom of the CEO. He looked down to see he had become erect. It was an erection that would be with him most of the day.

After breakfast he took a tour of her sumptuous apartment. Her dressing room was a real treat. She had an enormous collection of beautiful dresses, and he imagined how stunning she would look in each of them. There was a trace of her perfume in the room, which further reminded him of her. Feeling guilty, he teased open a drawer, to find it containing the most erotic collections of knickers and sexy thongs. He couldn't resist handling them, then putting them to his nose as he imagined the delights they covered.

That afternoon, he watched a seemingly endless collection of corporal punishment videos, all of which featured a naked, restrained male being severely thrashed by a beautiful and very enthusiastic female disciplinarian. The most severe thrashings usually featured Scarlett. He was still trying to suppress and erection when she returned to the flat that evening.

They enjoyed a delicious light salad, prepared by Scarlett, before retiring to the lounge.

“I see you've been busy watching my videos,” she smiled, as she noticed the untidy assortment of DVD's laying on the floor in front of the TV. “You'll need lessons in tidying up. That can be arranged.”

“Sorry,” he replied, as she poured him a glass of white wine, “I meant to put them back.”

“We can deal with that later,” she said as she relaxed back in the settee, taking a sip of wine.

“I've had a lovely day, Neil,” she continued. “The CEO's caning was brilliant. I decorated his writhing bare bottom with thirty-six absolutely delicious stripes. My goodness, what a fuss he made! After just six strokes he was pleading with me to stop, insisting he had made a mistake, and that he'd already had enough to cleanse him of guilt. So I just caned him harder.”

She smiled with obvious glee, as she took another sip of wine.

“Then, this afternoon I had some very interesting work carried out in the punishment chamber.”

“Oh, yes. What was that?”

“I'll show you in the morning,” she said, turning to look at him with a sadistic smile on her face. “It's some additional equipment I've been wanting to have fitted for some time. It was inspired by a city banker called Kevin. He's a long standing client who has been on a  weight reduction program for over a year. It's a particularly rigorous program, designed by me. Each time he reports to me I order him to strip naked, then I weigh him. He receives a mandatory twenty-four strokes if he hasn't lost weight, plus an extra six for each additional half kilo he has put on. I use either a cane or a tawse, depending on my mood. He never knows which it will be.”

“Is it working?”

“No,” she laughed, with delight, “He's put on three kilos in the last six months, and he pays me a fortune. I'm obviously being too lenient with him.”

“Anyway,” she continued, “Kevin is one of those people who like things to be neat and tidy. It's an obsession. He always arrives immaculately dressed, always wears a perfectly pressed, Saville Row suit. He's so obsessed with tidiness that he insists that the pin stripes on his suit are exactly the  same both sides, a mirror image. If just one stripe fails to exactly meet with its counterpart along the seam down the back, or if the right and left lapels are not perfect mirror images, he will send the suit back.”

“He must have an understanding tailor,” said Neil.

“A very expensive tailor, I suspect. Anyway, after I'd been disciplining him for a few months he said he'd prefer if the cane and tawse marks on his bottom were evenly distributed between right and left cheeks. That's a problem for me, because I'm right handed, so more recently I've been teaming up with disciplinarian friend called Helena. She left handed, and very proficient, so we stand either side of him when he's strapped down over Bella, then administer alternate strokes. The problem is, we are all very busy people, and it's sometimes not easy for all three of us to be available at the same time. The equipment I had installed today will help rectify this problem.”

“What sort of equipment?” he asked again.

“I've already told you,” she said, again smiling at him sadistically, “I'm going to show you tomorrow. Now finish that wine, take a shower, then wait for me on your knees, naked, in my bedroom.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN

“I think it will be easier to show you how it works than to explain,” she said, as they stood looking at the odd looking bench with the assortment of ropes and pulleys attached to the wall behind it, and with various leather cuffs and metal shackles lying on top.

She had brought him to the punishment chamber to show him the additional equipment she was obviously excited to have had installed. The previous night of passionate sex had been mind blowing, but his bottom was still very sore. Since he had thrown himself at her mercy she had revelled in the situation. He was now, he realised, effectively her slave, to be used and thrashed as the whim took her.

“I trust you remembered to bring your thong,” she continued, “because you're definitely going to need it this morning.”

He nervously pulled it from his pocket.

“Good. Let's get this equipment tested. Strip.”

“I'm still very sore,” he pleaded. “Would it be possible to wait a few days, until I've recovered a bit?”

“No it wouldn't,” she replied, crisply. “The test will only involve a dozen strokes, but I will be more than happy to carry out a more exhaustive test if you are not stripped naked in thirty seconds. More than happy.”

He needed no further persuasion. As she looked on, impatiently, checking her watch, he hastily removed his clothes, then fitted the thong.

“You almost made it,” she said, cheerfully. “Thirty-four seconds, so that will be an extra four strokes.”

He knew better than to argue. She circled him slowly, then stooped down behind him. He felt the gentle touch of her fingers on the sore parts of his bottom.

“You're hardly marked,” she said, rising to her feet. “There is absolutely no reason to delay the test.”

The wooden bench was about half a metre wide and about one and a half metres long. It stood on sturdy legs at one end, with the top about a metre from the ground. The other end was bolted to the wall. Two raised wooden shoulders were sited about half a metre from the wall, and about twenty centimetres apart. Heavy leather straps hung from each side of the bench, just a little further from the wall than the raised shoulders. Two heavy eye bolts had been attached to the wall behind the bench. They were at about two metres high and  straddled the end of the bench, about one and a half metres apart. A block of three pulley wheels were attached to each eye bolt, and from each these hung a rope, looped three times around the pulley wheels, to two more pulley blocks that hung below, just touching the floor.

Two further eye bolts were sited on the wall, about half a metre higher and immediately above the first two. From each of these hung a long loop of rope with a heavy metal shackle attached to one end of each. Lower down, close to the floor, four heavy duty cleats were bolted to the wall, two each side of the bench.

“Apparently, some of this equipment was made to control sails on a sailing boat,” she said, as she cleared the top of the bench, before turning to face him, with a sadistic smile on her face. “Ingenious, isn't it?”

“I don't quite see how it all works,” he said, nervously.

“Then I'd better show you. I suggest you fit your thong.”

With shaking hands, he picked up, then fitted the protection. She stepped up close behind him, and he felt her warm breath on his shoulder.

“We better make sure it's firmly in place,” she said, as she tightened the thong cords painfully tight between his bottom cheeks. “It would be most unfortunate if it became dislodged during this test.”

As soon as she guided him to lay on his back on the bench, the purpose of all the pulleys and ropes became dreadfully clear to him. She positioned him down with his shoulders resting against the raised wooden shoulder of the bench, so that the top of his head was facing the wall. Before he realised what was happening, she had cuffed his wrists together behind his back and under the bench. As he lay looking up at the eye bolts with attached ropes and pulleys, she buckled a heavy strap across the top of his chest. He was now strapped down, helpless, on his back, with his legs hanging over the end of the bench and with his feet on the floor – but not for long.

She fitted wide, black, leather cuffs to his thighs, just above his knees, and to his angles. His worst fears were realised as she attached the lower pulley wheels to “D” rings that were fitted to the front of the knee cuffs.

“So far, so good,” she said, cheerfully, as she took the loose ends of the ropes hanging from the two wall hung pulley blocks.

“Apparently this arrangement multiplies my pulling power six times,” she said, as she easily began to lift his knees up and apart. Pulling the ropes together, hand over hand, as she stood facing him, he was totally helpless to prevent his knees being raised high over his head, spread well apart. His bottom was in turn raised well up over his torso, with the cheeks gaping. He had never felt more exposed and vulnerable in his life. She smiled as she looked down at him, then pulled the ropes some more, lifting and exposing him bottom even higher.

“I think that will do nicely,” she said.

She stooped down to his left, easily maintaining tension on the ropes, then attached the end of one to a wall cleat with a knot which resembled figures of “8”. Then she tied of the other on the other side in the same way.

“These were an after-thought,” she said, as she took hold of one of the ropes hanging from the higher eye-bolts. “I didn't want feet waving around, on case they got in the way.”

She attached the shackle at the end of the rope to a “D” ring fitted to his left ankle cuff, then pulled on the other end of the rope to take up the slack, before tying it off on another wall cleat. She repeated this with his right leg. Now his feet were suspended securely above his knees. He sobbed in dread as she looked down at his face, between his spread thighs, Her smile broadened, as her eyes dropped a little lower to rest on the helpless, upturned, gaping bottom she now had at her mercy. The beep of a phone sounded.

“It's good manners to turn phones off when you are about to be thrashed,” she said.

“Sorry, Mistress. I forgot. I don't get any calls on the new phone. Only you and Angelo have the number.”

“Then it's probably a text from Angelo. Let's see if he has some news for you.”

She rummaged through his clothes to find the phone.”

“Good news, Neil,” she said, as she read the text. “He says that all staff ID's have cleared and no further action is to be taken.”

She replaced the phone then resumed her position where she was looking down into his face from between his spread legs.

“So you are free to return to the hotel, and I've lost some of my power over you. I'd better make the most of your current, helpless, predicament, hadn't I? Perhaps you'll go back to your old ways of running away from challenges when I release you.”

“I won't, Mistress. I promise,” he pleaded, sensing extra severe punishment looming.

“Twelve test strokes, I think we agreed on,” she said, as she stepped up to her implement array, and  selected a heavy, two tailed tawse. “I usually keep my word, Neil. You will receive just twelve strokes, but I will make sure they are hard, very hard, and any which don't quite make the grade of 'perfect' will, of course, need to be repeated.”

As she took her position to his side, the brief feeling of relief he had felt on the news from Angelo was pushed aside by the dread of the imminent agony he faced. He cringed inwardly, as she gently dropped the heavy, leather tails across right bottom cheek, making it quite clear that she would be aiming the tawse tips to bite into the tender flesh between his bottom cheeks. 

Neil's dread escalated to terror as she raised the tawse. Not only was he secured in the most vulnerable, humiliating and exposed position imaginable, but he found himself looking up into the eyes of his disciplinarian as she raised the tawse. He watched the tawse lifted over her shoulder as her features hardened and her sadistic bright eyes radiated passion. He was forced to watch the tawse snake down with all the venom she could put into it, intent on making the impact as agonising as she possible could.

CRACK!

His world turned red. The tawse curled round his right bottom cheek, accelerating the heavy leather tips into his helpless, gaping bottom cleft, where they bit in sickeningly deep with the report of a pistol shot. The resultant agony was instant and totally, totally unbearable. He shrieked maniacally as the burn seemed to intensify to a level beyond his worst nightmare.

CRACK!

His eyes misted over with tears as the agony of another stroke overlaid the first, heaping yet more fire onto his raging flesh. The ropes holding his legs up and apart trembled bizarrely as put futile, herculean effort into clenching his bottom cheeks. His shrieking hurt his own ears. Her face had become a blur, but he could still see the tawse whipping down. His last rational thought, before stroke three bit into the same place as the previous two was that the pain couldn't possibly get any worse.

CRACK!

Stroke three shattered his delusion. It was harder, bit in deeper, and the resultant excruciating pain was off the scale. Neil was transported to a world that he previously hadn't known existed. What he had considered his previous pain threshold now seemed more like a trivial tickle. It was a world where nothing but redefined agony prevailed. Nothing but excruciating pain registered in his brain. All other senses were snuffed out. The tawse cracked down mercilessly. He lost count of the number of strokes as she thrashed him.

The tawsing stopped. The white hot fire that engulfed his exposed bottom was still raging, but gradually began to slip back to a level he was able to quantify as simply unbearable.

“That's the test completed,” she said, breathlessly, with the tawse still held menacingly in her hand, “Now I just need to address your snooping through my knicker drawer yesterday. I wedged a small piece of paper in the side of the drawer, so I know you are guilty.”

CRACK!

Before Neil had a chance to even digest what she had said, the tawse once again set his bare bottom ablaze. He was immediately transported back to the world of agony beyond his comprehension. His futile, frantic struggling and frothy, hysterical shrieking served only to encourage her to thrash him harder.

Neil had no idea how many strokes he had endured when she finally dropped the tawse, Nor had Scarlett. Had he been able to see through his tear filled eyes, he would noticed that her face was flushed and her eyes were wild with excitement. She quickly released his legs from the shackled ropes, allowing then to drop back down, with his feet on the floor. For the first time he was able to clench his bottom cheeks. As the tears from his eyes gradually cleared and his sight returned, he saw that Scarlett had stripped off her clothes and he became aware that he had a huge erection. She hadn't released his wrists. They remained cuffed behind his back under the bench, so he was helpless to escape as she straddled his face, then lowered herself. He was helpless to resist as she ground her wetness into his mouth, allowing his tongue to slip inside. He felt compelled to push deeper as she leaned forward to take his erection into her mouth.

The agony he had endured had been the most extreme ever. The joint orgasm they experienced afterwards was beyond extreme. It was a good thirty minutes after she had released him before he felt composed enough to phone Angelo, confirming that he was returning to work.    

CHAPTER TWELVE

“Would you like to come to me for dinner tonight?”

“I'm still very sore, Scarlett,” he replied, hesitantly.

“I'm sure you are. Yesterday's caning was absolutely delicious, wasn't it. Don't worry, I promise I'll try to resist the temptation to thrash you,” she laughed, “but I do want to talk to you.”

“In that case, I'd love to.”

It was now four months since the raid by immigration officers, and Neil now assumed his status was secure. He was doing well as assistant manager and was earning a very respectable salary. His relationship with Scarlett was as exciting as ever. It was a rare day indeed when he didn't have a sore bottom or an aching tongue, or both. He had managed,so far, to avoid a thrashing with Little Nell, but she constantly reminded him that it was his destiny to feel the 'kiss' of the terrifying implement.

Scarlett's career as an exclusive professional disciplinarian continued to flourish, but she now vowed to Neil that she would remain faithful to him sexually. Neil still lived in at the hotel, but was increasingly staying nights with Scarlett at her apartment. Neil's ambition to run his own hotel remained a driving force.

He had gotten to know a lot more about Scarlett over the months. She often told him about her clients, and she dealt with some very interesting people, including several politicians. She promised them all that she was utterly discreet, but she saw no harm in sharing her experiences with Neil. He was also to learn that Scarlett had once had a promising career as an accountant, but had dropped out when she discovered how much she enjoyed caning men, and how much she could earn from it.

The caning he had suffered the day before was what Scarlett called an 'exercise in self-discipline' caning, designed by her to correct his past tendency to run away from problem, and to help him confront challenges head on. It had become a favourite game of hers. For the exercise to proceed, Neil was required to strip naked, then kneel on a coffee, with his bare bottom thrust up, and back hollowed. She had devised a way to check that he would remain exactly in position. The challenge was for him to accept six strokes with the cane, or tawse, administered with absolute maximum severity, without moving in the slightest. If he failed, the game started again. The exercise would continue until he either succeeded in staying in position for six strokes in a row, or he had received twenty-four strokes. They had played the game several times and he had never yet managed to take six strokes in row without moving.

“How are your finances?” she asked, when they had finished dinner that evening, and were sipping wine.

“I'm still saving, and I'm earning good money now, but it's going to take some time. I'm still determined to have my own hotel one day.”

“As it happens,” she replied, “one of my clients is an accountant, and he handles the accounts for a Mr & Mrs Wilkins, owners of The Railway Hotel, the run down hotel you stayed in on your first night here. They are thinking of selling up. Age is catching up with them.”

“I couldn't afford anything that size. It must have twenty rooms. I need to set my sights lower to begin with. Mind you, it's a beautiful old hotel, but must be in need of complete refurbishment. It will need a lot of money spent on it. I couldn't afford it.”

“You might not be able to afford it, but perhaps we could,” she replied, smiling.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, I'm serious. I've been thinking about it. I think we have the skills between us to make it work. Your weakness is managing money. You're good at most aspects of what you do, and brilliant with people, but you've gone bust twice. Whereas, I trained as an accountant, and I'm good with money. I could be the accountant and you could run the hotel.”

“I'd be really interested in that,” he replied, genuinely excited by the idea, “but it's still going to cost a fortune. I don't have anywhere near enough. I hope you are wealthier than I think you are.”

“I've got a rough idea of how much the Wilkins are hoping to sell for, and they will save a fair bit if they don't need to sell through an agent, so if we act quickly we might be able to buy at a discounted price.”

Together, they quickly went through the sums involved. Their joint savings were nowhere near enough to cover the purchase price, let alone refurbishment costs.

“Well, it's a very interesting idea,” said Neil, as he looked down at the scrap of paper on which they had scribbled their calculations, “But we can't afford it by a long way.”

“I have a client who's into banking,” she said. “I spoke to him about this today and he's very cooperative. He might be able to help us with finance.”

“Well, I'd have to think about that,” said Neil, cautiously.

“Of course, but there's no harm in us having a look at the hotel in the meantime. I understand that the owners  haven't yet appointed an agent.”

* * * 

The grey haired lady who showed them around The Railway Hotel, Mrs Wilkins, turned out to be the sullen receptionist he had booked his room with on his first night in town. She had paid him little attention then, and she didn't appear to recognise him now. He was also now far more smartly dressed and was accompanied by a glamorous partner.

“I've run this hotel with my husband for the best part of twenty-eight years,” she explained, as she began their tour in the antiquated kitchen, “He took a fall a few months ago and he can't get around without help now. We've decided it's time for us to call it a day here. It's too much for us now.”

She showed them around all the vacant rooms, which were most of them, then on to the drab restaurant and bar. Both Neil and Scarlett noticed that, although in serious need of refurbishment, some of the original features, such as oak panelling, and cut glass windows were intact and quite beautiful. As the tour progressed they exchanged glances to signal their growing interest.

“There is one unusual feature I've yet to show you, with a bit of history to go with it,” she said, when they assumed they had seen all there was to see. “The hotel was owned by the Broadhurst family during the fifties and sixties. This was probably the finest hotel in this area in those days, very upmarket and a place to be seen in. James Broadhurst, the head of the family, was convinced we were heading for nuclear war, so much so, that he had a nuclear shelter built below ground.”

“Is it still usable?” asked Scarlett, trying to conceal her intense interest.

“Well, it might be, with some work done to it,” replied Mrs Wilkins, “It's full of junk now, I'm afraid, but it was built with no expense spared to accommodate a family of six for months. We need to go down to the beer cellar. Follow me.”

Neil and Scarlett looked at each other with raised eyebrows as they followed Mrs Wilkins to the rear of the reception lobby, then through a locked door to the side, which led to some steps down to the rear of a spacious beer cellar. She unlocked what appeared to be a large cupboard door set into the rear wall of the cellar, but on opening, opened into a small lobby. At the rear of the lobby stood a partially open, very thick, steel door. It took Mrs Wilkins some effort to open it fully, before she stepped inside. She fumbled for a light switch for a few moments, before a dull, bare, light-bulb, hanging from the ceiling, covered with cobwebs, illuminated a brick walled flight of concrete stairs that dropped down into gloom.

“Damn,” she said, “Some light bulbs need replacing. Follow me carefully.”

The flight of stairs dropped down to a small, gloomy landing, where Mrs Wilkins found another light switch. This revealed a further flight of steps down, at the end of which was another short passage leading to another steel door. This she opened with less effort, then switched a light inside, to reveal the main room of the shelter. Both Neil and Scarlett were speechless as they took in their surroundings.

“It is an awful mess,” said Mrs Wilkins, apologetically, “I'm afraid we've been rather lazy over the years. All of this junk should have been taken to the refuse tip, but it was just too convenient to dump things down here.”

It was indeed a mess, and the air was stale, but both Neil and Scarlett could see potential behind all the old broken furniture and general rubbish. The room was the size of a large lounge, with another passage off to the rear, leading to four bedrooms and a bathroom. Another door opened to a kitchen. At some time the shelter had been stripped bare of furniture and beds, but the 1960's bathroom and kitchen remained as a time capsule. Yet another door, at the end of the passage, housed an old non-functioning generator. The walls were decorated with peeling cream paint, trimmed with pale green, and the dust covered floors were laid with perishing linoleum.

“The plumbing was disconnected years ago to prevent leaks,” she explained,” and there used to be some sort of air filter system, that now doesn't work, and the wiring is probably lethal, but the lights work. I'm not a very good sales person, am I?”

It was the first time they had seen a hint of humour in this sullen woman.

“We are actually standing under the car park at the rear of the hotel,” she explained. “When the Broadhurst's took over there was an old, derelict brewery behind the hotel. They bought it, then demolished the building to make room for a larger car park. He had the land excavated first, to build this shelter, then laid the car park over the top. We are quite a depth under the car park here. I'm not sure exactly, but he wanted it bomb proof.”

“I hate it down here,” she admitted, after Scarlett and Neil seemed in no hurry to leave. “Feel free to look around, but if you don't mind, I'll leave you to explore. I'll be in reception.”

“Thanks Mrs Wilkins,” said Scarlett. “We won't be too long, but this has come as a bit of a surprise, and if we bought the hotel, I'm not sure what we could do with it.”

“I can understand that,” she said, “We did have a survey done when we bought the hotel, and they seemed to think it would be safe to just seal it up and leave it. It's very strongly built, they said. Don't forget to turn the lights out.”

“You do realise,” said Scarlett, excitedly, when Mrs Wilkins had left them, “that you are standing in what could to be the finest punishment chamber in the country, don't you?”

“That had occurred to me,” replied Neil.

“We have to have this place,” whispered Scarlett. “but don't seem too keen. She'll be less likely to accept a low offer if she gets wind that we actually want this cellar. And I do want it, Neil. Badly.”

When they returned to reception Neil told Mrs Wilkins that they were interested, but that they needed to get estimates for the work needed before they would be in a position to make an offer. She said she was happy to allow access to builders and an architect to quote for the work, and she added that she would look favourably on any reasonable offer that promised a swift completion.

After leaving the hotel, Neil had to get back to work, but Scarlett was able to return to her apartment to start work on their joint project.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Scarlet was excited when she phoned Neil later that week.

“You remember me telling you about Declan, the architect?”

“He's the one who likes to be kidnapped, isn't he?”

“Yes, that's him. I've had him carry out a survey of the hotel and he's raving about the bomb shelter. He said his imagination went into overdrive when he realised the potential. He offered to produce plans at a huge discount provided that he can include a holding cell to his own design. I've offered to give him a year of regular kidnappings and thrashings if he draws up the plans for nothing, and he's agreed. His initial ideas sound brilliant.”

“That's good. What are his ideas?”

“He thinks that the office behind reception can be split in two. All those old filing cabinets can go once everything is computerised, so a lot of space will be freed up. The newly created office at the rear of the reception will become my accounts office. The rear of the beer cellar, where the door to the bomb shelter is, will be partitioned off, and a second stairway will be installed to drop down to this from a locked cupboard door in my accounts office. A casual visitor would never know the cellar existed. He suggested I should also have a fire escape door in my office, leading out to the side passage. I can operate both my disciplinary service and the hotel accounts from the same office.”

“That sounds brilliant,” said Neil.

* * *

Two weeks after viewing the hotel, Scarlett invited Neil to her apartment to go over the quotes they had received. By this time Neil was as determined as Scarlett that they should buy the hotel. They sat down at her kitchen table and soon arrived at a figure they needed to borrow to make a reasonable offer, then Scarlett phoned her banker client, who confirmed the amount they needed would not be a problem. They were in a position to make an offer.

“OK,” said Scarlett. “This is where it gets serious. Are we both sure that this is what we want? This is a huge commitment for both of us. If the Wilkins accept our offer we will be taking on a debt that will take years to pay back and we are as good as getting married. Are you sure this is what you want?”

“I'm absolutely sure,” replied Neil, without hesitation. “I am sure we can make this work.”

Scarlett looked into his eyes, as if searching for his sincerity, before rising to her feet. She took a bottle of champagne from the fridge, then placed it on the table together with two glasses. She had a sparkle in her eye as she sat down opposite him.

“I need to be absolutely sure of you on this, Neil,” she said. “This has to be a commitment you will not run away from. Your history is not good in this department, is it?

“No, I know,” he replied anxiously, “but I want this more than I've wanted anything, and I want to do it with you.”

“Shall I tell you what I want?” she said, smiling wickedly.

“Go on.”

“I want us to go into this partnership and when my new punishment chamber is complete, with Bella  bolted to the floor, I want to christen the chamber by strapping you down over her then administering twenty-four strokes with Little Nell. Are you committed enough to promise that you will submit to that?”

They both knew that Neil had been avoiding the inevitable for long enough. She had been promising him a taste of Little Nell since he had first seen her use it on Geoffrey. The prospect terrified him. She was testing his resolve, but she meant it. Of that he was in no doubt. He looked her squarely in the eye as he replied.

“I agree. One hundred percent.”

“They will be as hard as I can make them, all twenty-four. I will be merciless.”

“I agree. One hundred percent,” he repeated, firmly.

She smiled with excitement, then picked up the phone to make their offer to Mrs Wilkins. After a brief conversation, she put the phone down.

“Open the bottle, Neil. Your appointment with Little Nell has taken a big step forward.”

Thirty minutes after the champagne cork had popped, Scarlett almost dragged Neil to her bedroom.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

The months that followed were a whirlwind of activity. Neil remained employed at Blakes Hotel, and was happy to leave most of the organisation of the refurbishment and building works at The Railway Hotel to Scarlett and her architect. Neil frequently called in to see the progress for himself, but Scarlett banned him from the punishment chamber, telling him that she wanted his first sight of the chamber to be when it was complete and he was entering to christen the chamber with his appointment with Little Nell. It was a moment Scarlett wanted to savour.

Scarlett's organisational skills were exceptional and she oversaw the refurbishment and building works with ruthless efficiency. Any contractor who failed to meet deadlines swiftly discovered what a bad idea it was when faced with the wrong side of Scarlett, so there were few delays.

A few weeks before the expected completion date, Scarlett called in to see Neil at his office. She'd never done this before, and it struck Neil as odd. She said she'd come to update him on progress, but he had already agreed to meet her at The Railway Hotel after work for just that reason. She asked for a glass of water, which he brought for her, then told him about progress to date, most of which he already knew, then she left. It was only much later, when he had to consult his diary that he discovered the true reason for her visit. On the Sunday, under two weeks from now, she had written:

7.00pm – Little Nell!

A shudder went through him. The appointment with that dreadful weighted tawse that had always seemed a long way off, was now fast approaching, and Scarlett was making sure he didn't forget!

Neil counted down the days to the reopening of The Railway Hotel with a mixture of excitement and dread. His notice to Angelo had been given and accepted graciously, and his new role as manager and joint owner of the refurbished hotel was the realisation of a dream. But the fast approaching appointment with Little Nell increasingly filled his mind with dread. He kept experiencing a vision of Geoffrey's bottom writhing in agony and his desperate shrieking, as Scarlett had decorated his gaping bottom cleft with so much enthusiasm. He couldn't shake from his mind how deeply the gold weighted tawse tips of that sinister implement had sunk into his helpless, sensitive flesh. The agony Geoffrey had suffered, it was quite obvious, had been beyond belief, and now he was facing the same.

All too soon, the Sunday he was dreading had arrived! It was raining, and forecast to do so all day. He had been busy during the previous two weeks interviewing staff on his days off, and the first paying guest, who happened to be another of Scarlett's clients, was booked in to stay in just one week from today. They had decided to slowly increase the availability of rooms as they built up staff levels. The punishment chamber, Scarlett told him, was ready for use, and she was delighted with it, but the hotel was undergoing final checks. All this had been on top of him serving out his notice at Blakes Hotel, and today was his final day there and he had already received a text reminding him of his appointment with Little Nell at 7.00pm. He had moved most of his belongings out of his room at Blakes Hotel the night before, and moved them to his new, temporary room at The Railway Hotel, so there was little to pack. He had already said his goodbyes. He left Blakes Hotel at lunchtime, for the last time, leaving his keys on Angelo's desk, as agreed, then walked in the rain, for ten minutes, to his new hotel.

There was little activity when he arrived. He unpacked his overnight bag, then looked at his watch. It was almost 1.00pm. Then he looked out of the rear window at the rain drenched car park, knowing that several metres below, Bella was bolted to the floor waiting to embrace him with unyielding leather straps, to hold him totally exposed for Little Nell to weave her tapestry of agony. The vision of Geoffrey's writhing bottom sprang once again into his mind, as Scarlett thrashed it mercilessly with that evil tawse. He could still hear Geoffrey's hysterical shrieking in his mind. In six hours that would be him.

Neil had to get out of the hotel for a break. Sitting in his room watching the minutes tick by, taking him ever closer to the bite of Little Nell, was unbearable. It was still raining, as he made his way out of the hotel. He found himself in the same café he had first sat in when he had left his unknown guest house over a year earlier. He sat toying with his coffee, checking the time every few minutes, for over an hour. With fifteen minutes to go before his appointment with agony, he rose to his feet. It was time. He felt physically sick. It was still raining, and as he made his way to his way to his fate, the rain intensified. A bus pulled up beside him. The doors opened and two people scurried on board, out of the rain. On an impulse, Neil stepped on behind them. He sat down as the bus pulled away. He was wet, and momentarily relieved to have escaped his thrashing. He hadn't thought this out, though. Was he, yet again, running away from everything? He had worked so hard to put his plan together with Scarlett, and was he now he was throwing it all away. His brief moment of relief descended into depression.

He looked at his watch. It was five minutes past seven. Alarm bells would now be ringing in Scarlett's head. She had been so excited at the prospect of christening her new punishment chamber with him, and now he had let her down again. He realised that he had to return, as he had a hotel to run. But as he idly watched the rain soaked suburbs of London pass, he decided he would stay in hiding until she agreed to moderate his punishment. He felt slightly better about this.

As the bus travelled further, the rain eased. As he watched out the window, he thought a large, Victorian house to his right looked familiar. It looked like the guest house he had stayed at that night over a year before. The bus stopped a little down the road, and on impulse, Neil stepped off. 

He recognised the lady who ran the guest house, confirming that it was indeed the same place, but she didn't seem to recognise him. He saw no reason to complicate the situation by telling her who he was. The possessions he had left in his room a year before were of little value to him now. He asked for a room for the night and, by coincidence, she showed him to the same room he had stayed in before. He sat on the bed to compose a text message to Scarlett:

I'm so sorry to have let you down, Scarlett. I just couldn't face Little Nell. I'm so scared of her. I promise to return, but please, please, please, can you consider moderating my punishment? Perhaps use something other than Little Nell?

He received a reply almost immediately:

NO

Now he didn't know what to do. He simply couldn't face a thrashing from her with that hideous tawse, but he knew he had to return, otherwise the whole year had been for nothing. He had an exciting future with Scarlett ahead of him, and he was putting it in jeopardy. She was obviously angry with him, he reasoned, so if he returned now she would probably thrash him even more severely than she had planned. Perhaps if he left it for a while she would calm down. After all, like him, she also had now had her future locked into the hotel project, and it couldn't be allowed to fail. He would contact her again in the morning to reason with her. He wasn't hungry, so he lay down on the bed. He must have dozed off to sleep. It was dark when the beep of his phone woke him. He fumbled for the bedside lamp, then looked at his watch. It was ten-thirty. He reached for his mobile. The text message was from Scarlett:

Phone me immediately

He had to comply:

“I'm so sorry, Scarlett,” he began. “I simply couldn't face Little Nell. I know I have to return. I know I can't run away again. I can come back tomorrow, but please consider moderating my punishment. I don't think I can face Little Nell.”

She didn't answer.

“Are you there, Scarlett?” he asked, unnerved by the silence.

“We have an agreement, Neil. It was set in stone when we committed ourselves to the hotel project. I expect you to honour our agreement.”

“I will. I will,” he replied, terrified of the anger he could hear in her voice. “I'll come back in the morning. I can tell that you're angry.”

“I am angry,” she almost hissed, “Our agreement was that we would christen the chamber today, and that is what I expect. I want you over Bella before midnight.”

“I can't,” he replied, in panic. “I'm in a guest house. I'm too far away. I'm not sure I can get back in  time. I'll come tomorrow.”

“You're lying to me,” she said coldly.

“No I'm not,” he lied, “I'm too far away to get back now. I'll phone you tomorrow, when you've calmed down a bit. Perhaps we can talk things through and come to some sort of agreement.”

Even as the words left his mouth, he knew that suggesting that she should calm down a bit would be like a red rag to a bull.

“I'm sorry,” he said, quickly, before she could reply, “That didn't sound good. Can we talk tomorrow?”

“Yes, Neil we can talk tomorrow,” she said, coldly, “But you are keeping your appointment with Little Nell tonight. There will be additional punishment, of course, for being late, and for making it necessary  for me to collect you from your guest house, but you will be punished tonight.”

“You can't make me. You don't know where I am.”

“I'm parked in the car park behind your guest house. You're in the second floor rear bedroom. I saw the light switch on when I sent you my text. I had your phone fitted with a tracker. If you're not down here in the next minute, I'll come and get you. If I have to do that, I'll add strokes to your punishment.”

Panic overwhelmed him. He couldn't think straight. He still had the phone held to his ear, as he got off the bed, then looked out of the window. Sure enough, Scarlett's car was parked there. As he looked in disbelief, a hand protruded from the driver's window, then beckoned him.

“Now, Neil,” she said, “You have less than a minute. I will be even angrier if I have to come and get you.”

Neil dropped the phone in shock. Then picked it up again, putting it back to his ear. He heard her laugh.

“Surprised to see me, aren't you? I thought you might try running away, again. It's a habit we need to correct, isn't it Neil? The clock is ticking. You have forty seconds.”

He was under her control. He had no choice. He had arrived with nothing, so he had nothing to collect on his way out. Within thirty seconds he was sitting beside Scarlett. The car left the car park a few seconds later.

Mrs Carter, the owner of the Glenthorn Guest House, was a little irritated when her only guest failed to make an appearance for breakfast the following morning. She'd been quite clear about breakfast being served before nine, and he'd said that was fine. There had been something vaguely familiar about him though, but she couldn't put her finger on it. By ten-thirty she was concerned enough to check his room. She knocked, but there was no answer. When she opened the door to find an empty room, she remembered where she had seen him before.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN   

The car journey was made in silence. All too soon, they pulled into the rear car park of The Railway Hotel. Neil was unsteady on his feet as he stepped from the car, knowing that Bella was waiting for him just a few metres below his feet. Little Nell would be waiting patiently in her mahogany box, eager to bite deep into the soft flesh of the new punishment chamber's first customer. They entered the rear of the hotel, still in silence. Scarlett was smiling as she beckoned him to lead the way down the stairs to the chamber. His bladder was close to failing him, and his legs felt that they may give way as he made his way down.

Bella was illuminated with a spot light, and Neil stopped in his tracks as his appointment with her embrace moved ever closer. She was the pride of place in the transformed chamber, with the numerous leather restraining straps hanging either side, ready to hold him firmly down to her leather uppers, then keep him there while Little Nell got to work.  Neil had been banned from the chamber during the refit, as Scarlett had wanted it to be a surprise, and it was. The entire chamber was now matt black. He recognised much of the furniture and fittings from her previous chamber, but there were some additions, like an extended array of wall hung implements.

He turned to look at Scarlett, who was standing behind him, smiling triumphantly, dangling a padded thong from her right hand. His hands were trembling as he slowly removed his clothes. He had never been so frightened in his life. He was facing agony beyond comprehension, and the lady standing behind him, watching his every move, was almost salivating at the prospect. When he was naked, she handed him the thong, then smiled as he clumsily fitted it. He felt her sweet breath on his naked shoulder as she moved to stand close behind him, then reach down to tighten the thong cords.

“It's time,” she said, quietly, as she took his elbow, firmly, then led him to the patiently waiting whipping bench, Bella.

There was a token resistance from him as she guided him over the leather uppers of the whipping bench, but she was firm. He was under her control and she was intoxicated by the power she had over him. The first, heavy leather strap was tightened over his back. More followed, each adding to the certainty that Little Nell would soon be searching out sensitive, naked, flesh to impart her agony. Less than three minutes after entering the new punishment chamber, Neil was totally secured over Bella, with his gaping, helpless, bare bottom, presented perfectly for punishment.

Scarlett slowly circled him, smiling with sadistic glee, savouring the moment she had been planning for so long. She had him where she wanted, totally at her mercy. She stood behind him for several long moments, looking down at the helpless bare bottom she would shortly set ablaze, before placing her floor standing mirror behind him. Next she set a wooden chair down in front of Neil's face. He was breathing heavily, with rising panic, as she placed the polished mahogany box containing Little Nell on the seat of the chair.  She opened the lid, then unwrapped the sinister, polished black leather, two tailed, tawse. Little Nell, with her distinctive, tear drop, gold weighted tips, was lovingly lifted from the box, then held close to Neil's face, so he could examine the implement he had been dreading for a year.

She placed the tawse back in the opened box, then began to slowly undress. She would be naked when she thrashed him. Her striptease was highly erotic, but Neil was too terrified to appreciate it, knowing that each item of clothing peeled from her exquisite body brought him closer to the kiss of Little Nell.

All too soon, she was standing before him, totally naked. His breathing became more laboured as she reached down to pick up the tawse with her right hand. Her left hand tenderly stroked his cheek, then she took her position to close to his side. Neil's panic escalated further as his suspicion was confirmed that she intended to administer 'wrap-around' strokes, causing the tawse tails to curl around his left bottom cheek, causing the weighted tawse tips to accelerate into his gaping bottom cleft. She could check the accuracy of her strokes in the mirror she had set behind him. He knew she was using this method for one reason only. It caused the absolute maximum in agony. The lady he was so besotted with was a true sadist, and this was the price he knew he had to pay for her devotion.

Neil was absolutely terrified, as she adjusted her footing. As he looked to his left, he could see the profile of her flawless left bottom cheek. He could tell when she had raised the tawse by the twisting of her torso. After all this anticipation, there was a strange element of relief in the brief fraction of a second before Little Nell made impact.

CRACK!

He knew, of course, that it would be agony, but the reality of the excruciating agony from that first stroke defied belief. But this was just the start. The weighted tawse tips had sunk deep into is sensitive flesh, deeper than he had ever experienced, finding nerve endings that had never before experienced agony. There was a slight delay before the true enormity of that pain began to blossom deep under his skin into something Neil had not previously believed possible. His entire body tensed in shock, and his muscles instinctively fought to clench his bottom cheeks, but Bella was unyielding. She kept him pinned down, with his bare bottom perfectly present, effortlessly.

CRACK!

He was still attempting to digest the agony from the first stroke, when the second overlaid it with even more venom. His world turned to a red mist. He began to shriek, and writhe and buck. It was physically impossible to just accept such agony without a fight. It was not only totally wasted energy on his part, but actually counterproductive. The more he shrieked, and bucked, and wriggled, the more Scarlett loved it. It encouraged her to put ever more venom into her spitefully aimed strokes. As she raised the tawse each time, her brain was screaming at her 'HARDER, HARDER, HARDER'.    

The shrieking and screaming that filled the punishment chamber was almost painful to the ears, but to Scarlett it was music. It was the music she had dreamed of listening to ever since she had first strapped Neil down over Bella. To anyone walking above the chamber, in the car park, where the wind and rain had now stopped, it was very peaceful. Not the slightest sound escaped the chamber to hint at the drama that was unfolding below.

Neil lost all track of time and the number of strokes, as the tawsing continued mercilessly. He was in a world where only excruciating agony existed, to the exclusion of everything else. It took him some time to cease his frantic struggling after the final stroke had bitten in. He had taken twenty-four strokes.

Neil was hyperventilating for several minutes after the tawsing had finished. He was sweating profusely. Scarlett too was breathless and perspiring, as she looked down at his vividly decorated bottom. Apart from the sound of the breathing, there was now silence.

Neil felt relief surge through him as Scarlett wiped down Little Nell, then wrapped her and returned her to her box. However, his relief was to be short lived.

“I thought the christening of my punishment chamber went very well, Neil,” she said, as she moved the mahogany box from the seat to place it on a shelf. “Now we can address the matter of your attempt to deny me the pleasure of it.”

Neil felt panic well up inside him again. She turned to face him, with the array of canes, straps and whips as her backdrop. She had that sadistic smile on her face.

“I'm sure you remember me showing you the implement I use to correct very naughty boys, Neil.”

Neil did. How could he forget? It was that dreadful, knobbly, Whangee cane, and she was now reaching for it.

“Your attempt to escape your appointment with my Little Nell was naughty, Neil. Very naughty.”

She was flexing the cane as she spoke.

“Please, Mistress. I can't take any more. I beg you. Not now,” he sobbed.

“Nonsense,” she said, as she now moved to stand behind him. “I agree that certain parts of your deserving bottom are very colourful, but other parts, such as your right cheek, are almost unscathed, and quite fit for additional punishment.”

Neil was sobbing in dread, as she moved the mirror away from him to give her more space to swing the cane.

“It's all very simple, Neil,” she said, as she took her position to his left. “If you don't want to be caned with my Whangee cane, you must be a good boy, not a very naughty boy.”

He felt the cane placed across his throbbing, burning bottom. He knew that further appeals would be ignored, and might encourage even more severe punishment.

“Twelve strokes,” she announced, as she raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

His world descended once again in a red mist of agony, as a line of white hot fire seared across his tortured bottom. She was good to her word, administering twelve, brisk, hard strokes. He amazed himself by taking them in almost silence. It was over in seconds.

Scarlett didn't even bother to replace the cane. As soon as the twelfth stroke had bitten in, she dropped it. She was tearing away at the buckles of his restraints straps almost before the cane had settled on the floor. She peeled him off the sweat soaked whipping bench just as soon as she had released him. She propelled him toward the passage at the rear of the chamber with urgency. He briefly noticed passing what appeared to be a prison cell as she pushed him through another door into a sumptuous bedroom. He was on his back on the bed within seconds, with her wetness descending onto his face as she took his erection into her mouth. Later, they were both in agreement that the fuck that followed was sensational.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

The integrity of Bella had tested as never before during the first thrashing in its new chamber that night. Despite the Herculean and frenzied efforts made by its first customer to escape the tails of fire of Little Nell, Bella kept Neil's writhing bare bottom perfectly presented for each stroke. The sturdy wooden joints creaked a little, and the entire structure might have 'walked' had it not been bolted down. Neil's leg muscles stood out like rods of iron, and visibly trembled, as he strained to close his thighs, and to clench his bottom cheeks to deny access to Little Nell, but they were no match for the heavy leather restraining straps. All his efforts were futile. Every, stunningly severe stroke had found its mark, and the weighted tawse tails had unfailing bitten in with excruciating venom. That, followed by a nice hard caning with the Whangee cane, was enough for Scarlett to announce that it was her favourite thrashing of all time.    

Business at the hotel was moderate to begin with, and a lot of the early guests were customers of Scarlett, who took advantage of a nice room for the night after being dealt with by her in the new punishment chamber. She was able to offer 'BED, BREAKFAST & A BLISTERED BARE BUM'. It was very popular and the income from Scarlett's thrashings exceeded that of the hotel during the first two weeks, but as they gradually employed more staff, and made more rooms available, the hotel began to prosper. The arrival of a first class chef further boosted business.

They had occasionally played light hearted spanking games before they purchased the hotel. One, in particular, that had been dreamt up by Scarlett, was called an EXERCISE IN SELF CONTROL, and it had become one of her favourites. This was the game where Neil was required to kneel on a low coffee table, naked. Scarlett was equipped with four lengths of silk ribbon, each about half a metre long, and each fitted with a small weight at one end. She often used coins attached with a clothes peg for this. She also needed something small and cylindrical, often a roll of tape or drink can. The final item needed was a cane or a tawse. She would instruct Neil to present himself on the table, naked, with his elbows,  knuckles and big toes pressed down on the table top, so his bottom was pushed up. Next she would require him to lift each of his big toes and knuckles momentarily, while she arranged the free end of a ribbon underneath each, with the weighted ends of the ribbons hanging over the edge of the table. He would be required to keep each weight suspended above the floor while she administered punishment. The slightest lifting off of any ribbon would result in the weighted end falling to the floor. This was forbidden. In addition, and to present his bottom in a more exposed position, she would require him to hollow his back, then she would balance the drink can in the small of his back. The slightest change in his position could result in the can rolling off. Neil would be required to maintain his position exactly while Scarlett administered six strokes with the implement of her choice. If a weighted ribbon, or the can, fell to the floor before she had administered all six strokes, the game started again. She would continue until he had received at least twenty-four strokes, then she would usually take him to bed. In all the times they had played the game, he had never managed to take six strokes in a row without moving. She made sure of it administering the strokes with maximum severity.

Although this was a very painful game for Neil, and there was a lot of squealing, it was played in the spirit of fun, and there was also laughter from both of them each time she coaxed a foul out of him. She  often encouraged him to stay in place by promising an erotic sexual treat afterwards if he managed to stay in place, but she invariably allowed to claim his prize afterwards, despite his failures.

It took Neil several weeks to recover from the christening of the punishment chamber. Scarlett was constantly checking his recovery, as she was keen to get back to regular caning and tawsing games with him again. She seemed in a particularly flamboyant mood one evening, when she deemed him fit for punishment. They were in her office, and she was dressed like a female executive, with a conservative grey skirt, and crisp, white blouse. He loved her when she appeared so refined. She said she had a fun proposition to make:

“I've got an idea for the self control game,” she said. “I want you to prove to yourself you that are capable of exercising enough self control to win at this game. I'm going to offer you a very risky incentive, risky for me, that is.”

“Oh, yes, and what would that be?” he asked, intrigued.

“If you manage to stay in place, and if no ribbons or the can hit the floor,” she explained, with excitement in her eyes. “If you manage that, while I administer six real scorchers across your bare bottom, then I will allow you to do anything you like to me.”

“Anything?”

“Yes, anything.”

“Absolutely, anything?”

“Yes.”

“You're on,” he said.

“OK. Let's do it now,” she said, rising to her feet.

He could tell from the look in her eye that she was in the mood for an erotic night. So was he. He followed her down to the punishment chamber without hesitation. If he managed to take her six strokes, the possibilities were delicious. He'd also been thinking about the same game recently, and he suspected that his recent very severe thrashing with Little Nell and the Whangee cane might have recalibrated his pain threshold upwards. Perhaps he would be able to take her six strokes, and with such an exciting prize, he would certainly try.

On arrival, he noted that the coffee table was already in place behind Bella, with the weighted ribbons and drink can ready, on the table top. This obviously had not been a spontaneous idea.

“You'd better strip off and get yourself in the correct position on the table before I change my mind,” she said, with a glint in her eye. “This is a high risk game for me, remember.”

“You don't need the thong,” she added, “I won't be using a tawse.”

He was stripped naked and kneeling on the coffee table within seconds. She giggled as she arranged him just as she wanted him, with his bare bottom presented well up, then carefully slipped the weighted ribbons under his knuckles and toes. Next she instructed him to hollow his back, before balancing the drinks can there.

“OK,” she said, cheerfully, “The games on. No going back. You must take six strokes without any of the ribbons or the can falling to the floor. Each time you fail, I will start again, and I will continue until you have received a total of twenty-four strokes. Agreed?”

“Agreed,” he answered, not sounding quite so sure of himself.

She had a spring in her step as she went over to her array of canes to make her selection. Neil hardly dared move his head to look in case it caused the can to rolled off his back. As he expected, she selected a senior dragon. She turned to face him and she was smiling, as she flexed the cane. She was not going to make this easy for him.

She spent some time swishing the cane to get the feel for it. This exercise, he knew, was just as much about instilling fear in him, as it was about her warming up. She liked him terrified. It was part of her mind game. This time he was determined it would be different. Now he knew what the cane felt like. The first stroke was always a shock, but he was experienced now, and he knew that the intense sting would linger, or even intensify, for a few seconds, but then would begin to fade. All he needed to do was grit his teeth and convince himself that he could get through those few critical seconds after the cane bit in. He would mentally deal with one stroke at a time, putting out of his mind that he had more strokes to follow.

He forced himself to think rationally, as she took her position to his left. He knew that the pain of the first stroke would be unbearable, but wriggling would not lessen the pain, so why do it? In fact wriggling was counter-productive because it would result in more strokes. All he had to do was stay still and absorb and cope with this one stroke, then prepare himself for the next. Each stroke he took, without moving, was one stroke closer to his goal. He convinced himself that he could do it.

SWISH – CRACK!

His resolve almost faltered as she brought the cane down with gleeful venom. The now familiar white hot line of fire seared across the centre of his bare bottom as the heavy cane bit in deep. He gritted his teeth, locked his muscles, waiting for the agony to fade. He almost lost control as the agony blossomed and intensified under his skin, but he held on. After what seemed an age, the intense burning slowly began to fade.

SWISH – CRACK!

He had just managed to refocus when the next stroke bit in with increased venom. The agony was beyond belief, but he forced himself to think positively. He was a third of the way through already. The caning would be over in a matter of seconds.

SWISH – CRACK!

He gasped as she placed a savage stroke right in the crease between the tops of his thighs and his bottom cheeks. The agony was off the scale. He almost lost it, but he gritted his teeth again and forced his mind to think positively. That was about as painful as it was going to get, and he was still winning the battle. He was half way through. He just had to hold on.

SWISH – CRACK!

Scarlett's cruelty never ceased to shock him. She managed sink the fourth stroke exactly into the line of fire still raging from the previous stroke. Agony overlaid agony. His resolve faltered as he fought to cope with the eye-watering intensity of the pain. His back instinctively began to rise up, and the can began to roll. He managed to take control just in time. He forced himself to hollow his back, and the can gently rolled back into place.

There was a pause. He sensed that he had dented Scarlett's confidence. She had just administered what she probably thought was her ace stroke, and it hadn't worked. He was two thirds through and  he could sense victory. Just two more strokes.

The pause became a long one, then he was dismayed to see her hang the dragon cane back on its hook. Her hand reached for the Whangee cane, then she turned to face him. She smiled as she registered the fear in his eyes. He closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing as she approached him, swishing the dreadful, knobbly cane through the air as she did. He refocussed his mind as she took her position. He had to refocus it again as she placed the cane across the crease at the top of his thighs. He momentarily almost smiled to himself. Her sadism never ceased to amaze him. She was planning to bring that dreadful cane down across the very spot that was still throbbing and burning from the two previous strokes. He tensed his body and held his breath.

SWISH – CRACK!

The stroke was a masterpiece. What he previously thought had been agony, instantly became almost trivial. The pain, as the cane bit deeper into the existing, burning weal, was absolutely impossible to cope with. Something had to give. He fought with his body to keep it from rearing up. The effort involved cause his mouth to contort into a snarl, with his teeth bared. He fought to keep his torso and limbs locked as he tried to control his breathing. The burning intensified and he was a whisker away from losing the battle, then he sensed the pain beginning to fade. He'd won the battle of stroke five. One more to go.

He sensed that she was alarmed. This was a game she had never lost before, and the stakes were high. She'd been so confident of success that she'd been reckless with her offer that he could do anything he wanted if he won. Now he was just one stroke from victory. He knew she'd put everything into it. He braced himself.

SWISH – CRACK!

She had been aiming for the same spot again, but she put so much effort into the stroke that her aim was compromised. The stroke found an unmarked line across the centre of his bottom cheeks to sink into. The agony was intense, but Neil's resolve was now rock solid. He'd been bracing himself for the most painful stroke of all, and the result was almost a relief. The pain intensified, but he held on, then it began to fade. He'd won.

“I suppose I should congratulate you,” she said, as she hung the Whangee cane back on its hook.

She turned to face him, as he slowly lifted himself off the table. The can clattered onto the floor, along with the weighted ribbons. He could see that she was excited, but very nervous. For the first time she had to hand control to him, and it was a new experience for her.

“You said I could do anything I liked,” he said.

“Well, within reason,” she replied. Her face was flushing.

“That's not what you said. You didn't say 'within reason'.”

“Well, no, but it's obvious that it should be.”

Neil just smiled at her. He was growing an erection as he faced her, and making no attempt to hide it. She glanced down at it, then back at him.

“What do you want to do?” she asked, breaking a short silence.

“You'll find out soon enough,” he replied, enjoying his moment of power, but knowing she would make him pay for it. The thought caused his erection to harden further. “But you need to strip naked  first.”

She was quite obviously nervous as she began to undress. She fumbled with the buttons of her blouse. She had never been in a subservient role before, and she didn't know how to cope with it.

She found it difficult to look him in the eye when she eventually stood in front of him, naked. For once, she didn't know what to say. She waited for him to speak as she looked at the floor.

“I'm going to bend you over Bella, then fuck you from behind,” he said, firmly.

She didn't reply, but looked up at him briefly, then back at the floor.

He stepped forward, grasped her arm, the firmly, then led her to the whipping bench. She didn't resist as he guided her over it.

“What are you doing?” she asked, in alarm, as he began to tighten a restraining strap over her back.

“I'm going to fuck you while you are helpless,” he replied, decisively. “The agreement was I can do anything I like.”

She didn't reply, but made no attempt to prevent him restraining her in position. He utilised every strap, rendering her totally helpless. He moved the coffee table away so he could stand back to admire her flawless, presented, bare bottom. He could see that she was already wet. He reached down to stroke the smooth, pale skin of her left bottom cheek, then allowed his fingers to drop lower. She was very wet, and she groaned in pleasure at his touch.

“You've never felt the cane, have you?” he asked, quietly.

He body stiffened.

“Don't even think about it. I never agreed to being caned,” she protested.

“You agreed to anything,” he corrected.

“But I didn't mean that,” she said, sounding desperate.

“Then you should have qualified your offer. We have an agreement.”

He was continuing to explore with his fingers, and he noted that she was becoming wetter.

“If you so much as touch me, just once with a cane,” she said, trying to sound assertive, but failing, “I'll make sure you can't sit down for a year.”

“You didn't answer my question,” he said, quietly. “I asked if you've ever felt the cane?”

“No, I haven't, and I warn you again, Neil, I will make sure you are so sore, continually, for the next year, if you so much as touch me with a cane.”

“But don't you think, that as a professional disciplinarian,” he said, calmly, as his fingers probed deeper, “you should have just a little experience of what it's like to be on the receiving end of a cane? Don't you think it would be beneficial to be able to put yourself in the position of your clients?”  

“No, I don't,” she said, weakly, but groaning with pleasure. “And I promise you once again if you touch me with a cane I will make sure you are sore for a year. Very sore. Very, very sore.”

“That sounds interesting,” he said.

“Ten years,” she said, gasping with pleasure. “I'll make sure you are sore for ten years.”

“So if I gave you, for example, six strokes,” he said, as his fingers pushed deeper, and she became wetter, “Then, presumably, you'd make sure I was sore for pretty much the rest of my life.”

“Yes,” she gasped, “Very sore. You'd never be able to sit down again. I promise.”

“Sounds irresistible,” he said, as he withdrew his hand.

“Don't you dare,” she demanded, as she saw him step over the array of canes.

“I warn you, Neil. I'll cane and tawse you so severely, regularly, for ever, if you touch me with that,” she said, unconvincingly, as he approached her with a junior cane.

“Sounds like a bargain,” he replied, as he looked down at her delightful bare bottom, then raised the cane.

Scarlett squealed and wriggled as he delivered six, crisp, but not excessively hard strokes, then he fucked her hard, while she was still secured over Bella. Her promises of how severely she would always thrash him as he thrust his erection deep into her resulted in the most powerful orgasm they had both ever shared.

The six red stripes across Scarlett's bottom faded completely after a few days. For Neil, however, it was a different story. Scarlett kept her promise. His bottom was never to be free of marks again.

THE END  
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