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CHAPTER ONE                                                                                    

He'd always shared rented properties, but now James wanted a place to himself. He'd recently received a salary increase and could now just afford it. He'd start looking at property rental sites that evening. A flat or bedsit nearer to his job would be perfect. At twenty-six, James now felt that his life was falling into place. His hard work at university was now paying dividends. His career in a long established law firm was showing promise.  

On leaving his office at 5.30pm, he called in at the newsagent to buy a local paper. He'd be thorough in his search for the ideal flat, scanning both the properties to let on the internet and the local paper. As he left the newsagent he happened to glance at the advertising board in the shop window. The twenty, or so, mostly hand written post cards were advertising various gardening and building services, second-hand cars, but one in particular, caught his eye:

TO LET

SECLUDED, FURNISHED ONE BED FLAT

IMPECCABLE REFERENCES REQUIRED

5 MINUTES WALK FROM HERE

PHONE XXXXXXXXXX

The sparse, handwritten card didn't say much that was appealing, but James programmed the number into his mobile phone, then set off home, and forgot about it.

A week later, James had booked appointments and viewed several flats, but none had fitted his requirements. The ones he liked were too expensive and the flats he could afford he didn't like. He bought another local paper at the same newsagent, and as he was leaving he remembered the card he had seen in the window. It had gone, it must have been let, but he still had the number on his mobile phone, so he decided to call anyway.

“Yes?” It was a woman's voice.

“Oh, hello. My name's James Sims. I saw you were advertising a flat to let. I wondered if it were still available.”

“Well...” she replied hesitantly, “It is still available, but to be quite honest Mr Sims, I'm not sure that I still wish to let it.”

She had a very refined, husky voice, and James was now more interested.

“Oh dear, that's a shame. It's just that you said in your advert that you were just five minutes from here, the newsagent. That's where I am now, and I work just across the road at Tanner and Jennings, the solicitors, so the location would be perfect for me.”

“I see,” she replied, still sounding unsure. “I'll be frank with you Mr Sims, I have had a few people view the flat and I regret that I have yet to meet anybody I would be happy to have living in my property. I'm very particular, perhaps too particular.”

“I'm very presentable,” replied James, “and I can provide good references.”

“Well I suppose it will do no harm if you view the flat, but I'm still not sure that I wish to rent it, so please don't raise your hopes. As you are only five minutes away you may come now if you wish.”

James took the address, Plantation House, and directions and set off on foot. It was an overcast evening and had begun to rain. He reached the address to find a large, old Victorian house set back a considerable distance from the road and behind a high, old brick wall. Entry to the grounds was via a huge wrought iron gate. It squeaked as he pushed the heavy gate open, then closed it behind him. The grounds were laid out as formal gardens and he could see they would be attractive when the roses were in bloom. He climbed the steps to the imposing large black painted front door and pushed the old ceramic doorbell button. He heard the bell ring from somewhere in the house. He noticed that all the brass fittings on the door were old and polished. Their rich colour shone through from hard work with brass polish, not lacquer.

The door was opened by an attractive woman, about thirty years old, who looked as though she came from another era. She was quite tall and a wisp of long brown hair fell from under her white cotton bonnet. Clearly she was a maid as she was dressed in a long black satin, frilly dress with a white satin apron.

“Good evening, I'm James Sims,” he said.

“Yes, Miss Hargreaves is expecting you. Please come in,” she said, without a smile.

James stepped into the spacious hall and look around. The walls were clad in ornate dark oak panelling adorned by various oil paintings, an old oak grandfather clock faced him, ticking slowly. The floor consisted of worn, but scrupulously clean, black and white tiles laid alternately like a chess board.

“Wait here please,” said the maid, before leaving him to stand in the hall.

“Mr Sims is here, Ma'am,” he heard her say from a room off the hall.

“Good evening Mr Sims. I'm Miss Hargreaves,” said the elegant lady who entered the hall. Miss Hargreaves, a glamorous lady of about forty, was dressed in a figure hugging red silk dress, with seamed stockings. She had immaculately groomed, long, straight black hair that shone. But most striking of all were her clear, piercing blue eyes. Her presence was enormous. Jason immediately felt nervous and inferior.

“Oh...good evening Miss Hargreaves. Thank you for allowing me to see the flat.” Then, looking down at the droplets of water that had fallen from his rain soaked clothes onto the floor, he said “I'm sorry, I'm a bit wet.”

Miss Hargreaves glanced down, disapprovingly, then turned and returned to the room she had just come from.

“Edna. Mr Sims is wet and has dropped some water on the hall floor. Deal with it please.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” he heard the maid reply from the room.

“Come with me, please,” Miss Hargreaves said, as she reappeared in the hall and started to climb the stairs. James followed her up the stairs, where oil paintings of past Hargreaves lined the wall, but James was unable to takes his eyes from her shapely hips, clearly defined under her silky red dress.

“The flat is on the first floor and has its own door via a rear fire escape, but there is an internal door   leading to the rest of the house. Normally it will be kept locked, but we'll use it today as it's raining,” she said as she led him up the stairs. To James, it sounded as if she had already decided to offer him the flat.

The landing at the top of the stairs led off to the left, with numerous dark oak doors leading off it. Miss Hargreaves unlocked the door in front of them. The key had been left in the lock. She led him into a small lobby. A second door opened into a large, old fashioned lounge.

The first thing James noticed was the silence. The leaded light windows of the lounge looked out over a huge rear garden, bordered by mature trees and the high old brick wall. They were cut off completely from the hustle the other side of the wall. The flat was spacious and old fashioned.

“You will find it quiet here,” commented Miss Hargreaves, as she showed him around, “Your flat is above the kitchen and utility room and the two doors separating the house from the flat adds to the privacy. You won't be disturbed.”

As Miss Hargreaves showed him around, James took in the antique four poster bed in the bedroom and the abundance of antique oak furniture. The kitchen was large, well equipped, if old. Everything was scrupulously clean.

“This will be your front door.” she said, pointing to a door leading off the kitchen to a fire escape set against the right side of the house. Again, thought James, she was talking as though she had already decided he was moving in. Subject to the cost, he would take it. He loved it.

There was a writing desk in the lounge. Miss Hargreaves opened it and wrote something on a piece of paper, headed “Plantation House”, then handed it to him.

Those are my bank details and the rent I require paid direct to my bank on the first day of each month, in advance. I also require a deposit of one month's rent. As soon as you have arranged that you may collect the key and move in.”

James read the details with some disbelief. The rent was less than half he had expected.

“I assume you want to take up references, Miss Hargreaves?”

She looked at him with her piercing blue eyes for a moment, then he detected just the hint of a smile. “Your law firm has handled the legal affairs of my family for generations, Mr Sims. I phoned the senior partner, Miss Tanner, before you arrived.  I've already made my mind up about you.”

Francesca Tanner was the most senior partner in the company, and a descendant of the founder, a refined and elegant lady with a reputation for getting things done. James had little contact with her, as she dealt with the most important clients, but she knew him and she had approved his recent salary increase.

CHAPTER TWO

James set up the rent arrangement and deposit with the bank as a matter of urgency, fearing that Miss Hargreaves might change her mind. He couldn't believe his luck. He arranged to move in less than a week after viewing the flat.

In the meantime, he did some research. He was curious to know more about Miss Hargreaves. There was nothing to be found in any of the files he had access to at his office, but from what he could piece together from internet research, she was probably a descendant of a family who had made a fortune from sugar plantations and slavery in the Caribbean about three hundred years ago. That would explain the name of the house. There also appeared to be some Spanish blood in the family from the same era. There was nothing of note to be found about Miss Hargreaves herself, but it would be reasonable to assume that she was probably quite wealthy, and didn't have much need for the meagre rent she was charging him.

During his first two weeks at his new flat he saw almost nothing of Miss Hargreaves. He saw Edna most days as he was leaving for work, he passed the kitchen window as he descended the fire escape and she was usually in the kitchen and would give him a nod to say hello.

It was during his third week that a remarkable event took place. James had left for work at the usual time, but had returned to his flat mid-morning because his office was being refurbished, and he decided that he could work better at home. It was a warm, sunny day, so he opened a window. As he sat down at a desk in the lounge her heard a sound come from the garden, and glanced down to see Edna erecting a parasol above a garden table on the patio. After a few moments Miss Hargreaves took a seat at the table, asked Edna to bring her a glass of orange juice. Simon got on with his work.

The sound of a glass breaking interrupted James. He leaned forward to see Edna cleaning up broken glass.

“You clumsy girl,” scolded Miss Hargreaves. “That's the second item you've broken today. It's not good enough.”

“I'm so sorry, Ma'am. It won't happen again,” replied Edna, sounding genuinely apologetic.

James moved away from the window, so not to be seen watching Edna's discomfort.

“Is Mr Sims at not at work today?” he heard Miss Hargreaves ask Edna, “His window is open.”

James decided to keep quiet as he didn't want to appear to be eaves dropping.

“He's not in, Ma'am, I saw him leave for work at the usual time.”

“Are you sure? It's quite irresponsible to leave the window open.”

James was on the verge of leaning out of the window to defend himself, but thought better of it.

“He definitely went to work,” insisted Edna, “He waved to me in the kitchen.”

“Well it's not good enough,” said Miss Hargreaves. “Knock on his door to make sure he's not in, then put a note through his door reminding him that the flat should be left secure. Do it now, then come back and clean up the broken glass. Get me another glass of orange juice first, and try not to break that one too. Then we'll address the problem of your clumsiness.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” said Edna, miserably, before scurrying off to begin her list of instructions.

James ignored Edna's knock at the door, then heard the note being pushed through the door.

“You're quite sure he's not in,” he heard Miss Hargreaves ask a few minutes later, as Edna swept up the broken glass.

“I'm quite sure, Ma'am. I knocked three times.”

“We need to address the problem of your persistent clumsiness, Edna,” Miss Hargreaves said coolly, “When did I last cane you?” James thought he had misheard. He inched closer to the window, careful not to make any sound.

“Oh, please, Ma'am. I promise to be more careful,” pleaded Edna.

“You haven't answered my question, Edna. When did I last cane you?”

“Sorry, Ma'am, three weeks ago, Ma'am,” replied Edna, sounding frightened.

“I think we'll have a look at your bottom, Edna. I feel it's time you were caned again, but I we need to make sure you're fit for punishment. Come here, girl. Turn around and lift your skirt,”

James waited for a few seconds, then sneaked a look out of the window. Miss Hargreaves was sitting with her back to him with Edna standing directly in front of her, facing the table, and slowly raising her skirts. James had a bird’s eye view as Miss Hargreaves hooked her fingers into the top of Edna's knickers, and pulled them down to reveal the most delightful pair of pert buttocks.

“Bend forward over the table,” commanded Miss Hargreaves.

Edna whimpered miserably as she complied, affording Miss Hargreaves, and James, a perfect view of her delightful bare bottom. Even at his distance, James could see the evidence of a previous caning. Miss Hargreaves ran her fingers over Edna's bottom as she inspected it carefully. It was just about the most erotic sight James had ever seen.

“I obviously didn't cane you anywhere near hard enough last time, Edna. The marks have almost disappeared already. You will be caned tonight. A dozen of the very best. 8.00pm in the punishment room.” With that, she brought he hand down sharply across Edna's bare bottom. Edna gasped and leapt up from her bending position, in doing so, knocking over and breaking the second glass of orange juice

Edna looked around, in panic, to face Miss Hargreaves. I doing so, James feared she caught a glimpse of him, leaning out of the upstairs window, but within a second, Miss Hargreaves had hoisted the sobbing Edna over her knee. Knickers were pulled roughly down again, and she started spanking her vigorously. Loud, hard slaps rained down on the squirming bottom, quickly turning it bright red. Edna wriggled and squealed and sobbed, but the spanking was relentless. James was intoxicated with lust. How he would love to do that!

Eventually, the spanking ended. Edna, now crying openly, was allowed to rise to her feet. She stooped down to recover her knickers from around her ankles. As she did she glanced up again at the open window above. James, who was now hiding behind the curtain, was almost certain now that she knew he was there.

“Save your tears for tonight, Edna,” said Miss Hargreaves, as Edna tearfully smoothed down her skirt. You will be caned more severely than you have ever been caned before. You can now expect twenty-four strokes. Now bring me another orange juice, clear up this mess, then go to your room. Present yourself in the punishment room at 8.00pm sharp.”

The conflicting emotions that were stirred within James excited, scared and confused him. There was no doubt that Miss Hargreaves was one of the most exotic and arousing women he had met. The thought of her wielding a cane was both frightening and very arousing. Edna, also, was an absolute delight and the prospect of her bare bottom writhing under the cane was to become an obsession. All thoughts of working on his report were abandoned. His immediate concern was that he suspected Edna knew he had witnessed her spanking. Would she tell Miss Hargreaves? If she did, how would Miss Hargreaves react? The thought was frightening, but also exciting. For the time being he would stay quiet, hoping Miss Hargreaves would continue to assume he was out. He spent the remainder of the day reliving the spectacle of Edna having her bare bottom spanked over Miss Hargreaves knee, and fantasising about the caning she would receive that evening – a caning he would love to watch.

Just after the time James would normally have returned back at the flat from work, he knocked on Miss Hargreaves front door. She looked stunning, as usual, in a dark, figure hugging, sleeveless dress.

“I came to apologise, Miss Hargreaves, for leaving my window open when I went to work.”

“Thank you, Mr Sims. I trust you will not let it happen again. I take security very seriously. You are no doubt aware that you are enjoying a very favourable rental agreement, I hope you appreciate that.”

“Yes, of course, Miss Hargreaves. I promise it won't happen again.”

“Good. Believe me, Mr Sims, I will be very cross if you do. You would be most unwise to make me cross.”

James had a vision of her wielding a cane, and started to become aroused. He moved his hands in front of him in an attempt to conceal what was happening. Miss Hargreaves held his eyes with her own as if reading his thoughts. There was a brief silence and James became flushed and was forced to look down. His arousal became more obvious and he fleetingly glanced back up into Miss Hargreaves face to see that she was now looking down at his attempts to conceal his arousal. She slowly lifted her eyes to look him in the face again. She showed no emotion.

“Thank you for being so understanding, Miss Hargreaves,” was all he could eventually say, even his voice was shaking.

“Have a pleasant evening, Mr Sims,” she replied with just a hint of amusement in her voice. The she glanced down at the bulge in his trousers and slowly closed the door.

Very few words had been said, but all sorts of confusing messages had passed between them in those few seconds.

* * *

For the rest of the evening, James was unable to think of anything other than Edna's caning. Although he couldn't watch it, he would certainly try to hear it. At 7.45 he sat down on a chair he had placed in the small lobby that separated his flat from the house and placed his ear against the door. At just before 8.00pm he heard footsteps on the stairs, they walked past his door then down the long landing. A key rattled in a door, it was opened and then closed. After a few minutes he heard more footsteps pass his door, then a few seconds later a door was opened. He strained to hear, holding his breath.

“You know my rules, Edna – I always cane hard and always on the bare. Take off your clothes. This will be particularly hard.”

The door closed, and James was left to imagine the rest. After 20 minutes with his ear against the door he heard the door off the landing open.

“When you've wiped down the block and the canes you may come to my room. I'll clean you up and apply some antiseptic,” he heard Miss Hargreaves say as she appeared to leave the punishment room. He could hear sobbing in the background. He stayed with his ear to the door for another half hour, but heard only the opening and closing of a few doors.

* * *

James glanced through the kitchen window as he left his flat the following morning. Edna was there, as usual, and she glanced up as he passed. They made brief eye contact, but James couldn't read anything from them. However, when he returned home that evening he found a hand written letter addressed to Mr Sims – by hand:

Dear Mr Sims,

I know you were watching me yesterday and I think it's despicable.

I haven't told Miss Hargreaves, but I will if you give me reason to.

You will have to accept punishment from me when the opportunity arises.

You must signal to me in the morning that you understand and agree to this, if not I will tell Miss Hargreaves immediately.

Edna

James was both scared and excited by the prospect. Events were unfolding very fast, although he may now have to wait some time before Edna would be able to carry out her threat because, as far as he was aware, Miss Hargreaves rarely left the house. Of course, he felt he had no choice but to agree to Edna's demand. If he refused he would probably be evicted, and would almost certainly spend the rest of his life wondering what Edna had planned for him.

He wrote on a plain piece of paper “I UNDERSTAND AND AGREE – SORRY”, and the following morning, on his way down the fire escape he held it up to allow Edna to read it. It was the first time he had ever seen her smile, a smile of satisfaction.

* * *

“Mr Sims, I wonder if I might have a word?” called Miss Hargreaves from her open front door, as he returned home from work the following evening.

“Yes, of course,” he replied as he approached her.

“I thought I should let you know that I will be away for the weekend visiting friends. Edna will be accompanying me, so you will be the only person in residence. Perhaps you could keep an eye on things, push mail properly through the door, that sort of thing?”

James assured he would be pleased to do so and took a contact phone number just in case he needed to contact her.

Back in his flat he began to hatch a daring plot. He wanted to know what was kept in the punishment room. Being alone at the weekend offered a rare opportunity to explore Miss Hargreaves house, but he would have to find a way to get in. By the time he went to bed he had a plan. He would need to make one small purchase the following day.

CHAPTER THREE

He heard the front door close behind them on Saturday morning as they left, but he waited for an hour just in case they had forgotten something.

He took a single sheet from a newspaper and slid it under the locked door that separated his flat from the rest of the house then he pushed a small metal rod into the keyhole. The key was still in the lock on the other side of the door, and he hoped to push it out to fall onto the newspaper. As he expected, it wouldn't oblige as it needed a twist to line the key up with the slot of the keyhole. He withdrew the rod and pushed a small piece of blue-tack onto the end of it, then pressed this onto the end of the key, and twisted. The key dropped out of the keyhole and he heard it clatter onto the floor. Slowly, he pulled the newspaper back into his flat. The key was on top and just passed under the door. He put the key in the lock and turned it. He was in! Heart pounding, he crossed the threshold into Miss Hargreaves world.

He went downstairs, taking time to study the oil portraits of past family members. Mostly, it was stern looking men, but one in particular, was of a beautiful lady, with a Spanish looking name, who had a strong resemblance to Miss Hargreaves. When he reached the hall, he tried the front door, but it was deadlocked. This was a little awkward as it meant he would be unable to lock the internal door to his flat from Miss Hargreaves side of the door, then leave by the front door to let himself back into his flat via the fire escape. He would have to use “plan B”.

Out of curiosity, he had a look around the ground floor of the house, but his real interest was upstairs. The first door off the landing he tried was a spare bedroom, the second was a bathroom, the third, was a huge, luxurious bedroom with an ornate four poster bed, obviously Miss Hargreaves bedroom. The Fourth door was locked – this might be the punishment room. He felt above the door frame for a key, but there was none. He quickly checked all the other rooms off the landing, all but one other were unlocked and not of interest. He went back downstairs to look for the key, it didn't take long to find a wall mounted wooden cabinet in the utility room which contained rows of keys hanging on labelled hooks. Each key had its own fob, also labelled. Miss Hargreaves was very organised. He selected a key labelled PR, which he guessed might stand for Punishment Room, then went back upstairs. The key worked in the first of the locked doors. James entered the punishment room.

James hadn't known what to expect, but he stood open mouthed as he took in the contents of the large, dark room. There were no windows, so he reached for the light switch, and a spotlight lit up the most unusual object that stood in the centre of the room. Other than the strange contraption, the room was sparsely furnished. There was an old oak table set against one wall with a few high backed chairs. There was a large old black book on the table with a crook handled cane resting on top. Also in the room was a large oak wardrobe, set against the rear wall. Several oil paintings were hung on the wall around the room, and a closer look at one of them made it quite clear what the strange item in the centre of the room was for – it was some sort of whipping bench. The painting was of a youth, bent over the bench with his very red bare bottom pointing skyward. There were exaggerated tears bursting from his eyes, his mouth was contorted in a wail, his face red with shame. Standing over him was a stern looking gentleman wielding a birch. The picture was titled “Master Thomas Over the Birching Block September 1891”.

James turned his attention back to the whipping bench, or birching block, spotlighted in the centre of the room. It was sturdy and made of oak and resembled a low table. It was about 3 feet wide and four feet long, and the top sloped at about 30 degrees. At the high end was a kneeling platform, and two large holes had been cut into the table top. As he could see from the painting, the culprit was required to bend over the high end of the birching block with his knees, spread well apart, resting on the platform. His legs were secured in place by sturdy leather straps attached to the legs of the table. His arms went through the holes in the table top and were secured by wrist cuffs and leather straps fitted under the table, the straps then passed around the sides of the table and over the back of the culprit. He was effectively “hugging” the table top. His bottom was pushed up in the most humiliating and exposed fashion, and he was totally helpless. Engraved in the table top, just where the culprits head rested were the words “REFLECT WHILE YOU CONTEMPLATE YOUR FATE”. The birching block appeared very old, and the straps well-worn and shiny through much use. The top and arm holes were polished, while the remainder of the block was quite dull. James shuddered as he realised the polishing had almost certainly been effected by the struggling torsos of culprits while being thrashed.

Next, James turned his attention to the paintings that adorned the walls. They were all of young men and young ladies secured over the birching block having their bare bottoms birched or caned by a variety of Masters and Mistresses, some were over two hundred years old, and showed the very same birching block in use.  

James lifted the cane off the large, old black book that lay on the table, and opened it. On the first page, written in ornate script were the words:

ALWAYS HARD

ALWAYS ON THE NAKED RUMP

NEVER LESS THAN A DOZEN STROKES

The book was a record of punishments that had been awarded and executed since 1843. Each entry included the date, the name of the culprit, the offence, the sentence, the name of the person who administered the thrashing, and finally the invariably shaky signature of the recipient confirming that they had received the punishment with gratitude. The neat entries, in black ink, were spoiled in many places were the ink had run, as if the open book had splashed with water. It dawned on James that these were caused by the tears of the recipients. A sheet of blotting paper marked the page of the last entry in the book – twenty-four strokes of the cane awarded to Edna Finch for persistent clumsiness and administrated by Miss H Hargreaves.

There were hundreds of entries. Most of the early entries were birchings, but the cane was the favoured implement by the turn of the century, and later entries also mentioned the strap. Recipients ranged from sons and daughters to gardeners, butlers and maids. The most common sentence was twelve strokes, the minimum, and that could be for something as trivial as scrumping apples. The most severe sentence he found was awarded to a maid for inappropriate sexual activity in 1874 – One hundred strokes of the birch! Her signature was little more than a shaky cross.

There were many entries, dated twenty to thirty years ago where the recipient was named as Miss Henrietta Hargreaves – so his landlady had been thrashed over the block many times. All the recent entries were records of Edna’s thrashings – there were pages of them, going back over five years. It was evident that Edna was caned at least once a month for the most trivial offences. James could have spent all day studying the contents of the punishment book, but he was on edge, mindful that he was an intruder, so he closed the book and placed the cane back on top.

Opening the wardrobe revealed a large selection of fearsome looking canes, leather straps, and leather cuffs. He took out one of the canes and swished it through the air and shuddered as he imagined how painful it would be if applied to a naked bottom. The prospect of punishment from Edna was now terrifying, but also, strangely, also very exciting. He'd seen enough. Making sure to leave the room as he had found it, he left, locked the door and returned the key to the cabinet in the utility room.

James entered his flat through the door off the landing, then locked the door from his side and slid the key under the door. It wasn't the perfect solution, but he hoped that it would be assumed that the key had simply fallen from its usual place in the lock.

He heard them return on Sunday evening. He heard somebody check that the door to his flat was locked, then heard the key being replaced in the lock.

CHAPTER FOUR

James had to wait almost two weeks before anything of significance happened. Since he had acknowledged her note, Edna had avoided eye contact with him when he passed the kitchen window each day, but this morning, Thursday, she gave him a cool look when he glanced in. He sensed that her plan to punish him was imminent. Sure enough, when he returned from work that evening there was a note waiting for him:  

Dear Mr Sims,

Miss Hargreaves will be away, visiting friends, on Friday evening, so my opportunity to punish you has arrived.

Be ready for me at 8.00pm on Friday.

Confirm your acceptance in the morning.

Edna

James had trouble sleeping that night. His conflicting emotions veered between fear, intrigue, and excitement. The prospect of pain and humiliation terrified him, but the thought of being secured over the birching block at Edna's mercy, as he imagined he would be, was also extremely erotic. On a more practical level, he couldn't risk her telling Miss Hargreaves about his spying as he desperately wanted to remain her tenant. He had no choice but to agree, so he penned “I ACCEPT” on a piece of paper.

He tried to remain calm as he descended the fire escape the following morning. Edna was facing the kitchen window, waiting for him to pass at his usual time. He felt his heart pounding as he held his note up for her to read. A slight smile of satisfaction passed over her face as she read the words, then she looked him in the eyes, nodded her head slightly, and turned away.

James had never been subjected to any form of corporal punishment. He had read stories about the fear of schoolboys, waiting outside the headmaster’s office for the cane, about their pounding hearts and dry mouths. As the clock approached 8.00pm, as he waited in his flat, he had a better idea of how they must have felt. He was terrified.

He almost jumped out of his skin when there was a knock on the door leading to the house. The key rattled in the lock and the door was opened. It was the first time he had seen Edna in anything other than her maid’s uniform. She wore a simple black skirt and white blouse, and her long brown hair fell over her shoulders. She looked stunning.

“Come with me please, Mr Sims,” she said, noting the fear in his eyes with satisfaction.

With heart racing, James followed her along the landing. As he had expected, she stopped at the door to the punishment room, and unlocked it. She switched on the light, then held the door open for James. As his eyes fell on the birching block his fear overwhelmed him and his legs went weak. He had the urge to run away. Edna closed the door.

“Take off your clothes, please, Mr Sims,” she said firmly.

“I'm not sure I can go through with this,” replied James, pathetically, as his eyes moved to the cane resting on the punishment book.

“You will go through with it, Mr Sims. You can be sure that you will be evicted by Miss Hargreaves so quickly that your feet won't touch the ground if you go back on your agreement with me. I will tell her all about your despicable spying on a poor girl being punished. Now take off your clothes at once!”

James was taken aback by the commanding tone of her voice, and slowly began to undress. She took his garments from him one by one as he undressed, and put them on the table. Trembling with fear and humiliation, James finally stood before her naked. She looked him slowly up and down, adding to his discomfort, before turning to remove some items from the wardrobe, then returned to face him. She fitted heavy, leather wrist cuffs, worn shiny by much use, to his wrists, buckling them tight. The wrist cuffs were each fitted with a heavy metal ring, and to these she clipped thick leather belts, one to each. The belts were each about two feet long, one had a buckle at the end and the other a row of holes for the buckle to engage in. She put a hand firmly on his shoulder and led him to the birching block. He felt weak, and allowed himself to be led, fearing his knees might give way through fear.

She guided him to stand facing the high end of the birching block, then took each end of the two leather straps hanging from his wrists, and dropped them through the two large holes in the top of the birching block, then coaxed him to kneel on the block's kneeling platform, before guiding his wrists, then arms through the holes.

She pushed him firmly down on top of the block and he became very aware of his bare bottom being pushed up and humiliatingly exposed. Edna knelt down in front of him, took the two ends of the leather straps, and crossed them over, bringing them up over the sides of the table, then over his back and swiftly buckled the two ends together. He was helpless, embracing the sinister wooden contraption. Edna now stood over him, and with better purchase, pulled the straps tighter by several notches, before re buckling. His torso was now pressed hard against the top of the block, his chin rested on an area of oak worn smooth by many chins. He could almost smell the fear of those who had been here before. He read the engraving just inches from his eyes that must have been read by so many terrified people before him:   

REFLECT WHILE YOU

CONTEMPLATE YOUR FATE

It occurred to James that of all the many poor culprits who had lain here, strapped down, forced to embrace this hideous wooden contraption and read these words, he was the only one who had yet to be punished. It was over for them, they were lucky. His pain was to come.

He felt Edna grasp one of his legs, pushing it apart and forward, before securing it with a thick leather strap. He felt his bottom being forced into an even more humiliating and exposed position, as she repeated the exercise with the other leg. He felt panic rising in his stomach as he watched Edna walk to the desk and pick up the cane that rested on top of the punishment book.

“Now, Mr Sims, I shall cane you,” she said quietly as she approached him flexing the crook handled cane.

At that very moment, James heard the door open and Edna gasp.

“I see you've been introduced to the birching block, Mr Sims, but have yet to be introduced to the kiss of the cane.” It was Miss Hargreaves.

“I'm sorry, Ma'am. I can explain, Ma'am,” blurted Edna, close to tears.

“Yes, Edna, you will be sorry and you will explain, but that will be later. Go to your room at once. I will fetch you when I am ready to deal with you.” She took the cane from Edna and waited until Edna had closed the door behind her, then crossed the room and came into James's field of vision. She was dressed in a figure hugging, black sleeveless dress. He looked wild eyed as she put down the cane and opened the punishment book.

“I do believe Edna was about to cane you without making an entry in the punishment book,” she said, as she looked down at the opened book. “It's a rule of the house, Mr Sims. All punishment that takes place here must be recorded in the punishment book prior to administration, then the number of strokes must be administered in full. Always hard, always on the naked rump, never less than a dozen strokes.” She tapped the book, turning to face him.

“Those are the rules, Mr Sims,” she continued, “But you already know that, don't you? You must have read those words when you were snooping around in here two weeks ago.”

She regarded his terror stricken face for a moment, then turned back to the book and picked up a pen and began to make an entry.

“I can explain,” James finally managed to find his voice.

“No need to explain, Mr Sims,” she said, still engrossed in making her neat entry into the punishment book, “I'll save you the trouble. I'll explain to you what happened.” She finished her entry and put down the pen, then turned to face him again.

“I like order and symmetry, Mr Sims. I like this house kept tidy.” As she talked, she walked slowly out of his sight to stand behind him. He flinched as he felt her fingers gently trace a line across his bare bottom, as if indicating where she might place the first stroke. Her hand came away, then she tightened the straps securing his legs.

“When I saw the key on the floor outside your door I thought it most strange that it had fallen out of the lock for the first time in my life, as far as I can recall, on the very weekend that I had left you alone here.” He felt her tighten the strap across his back by a notch, forcing him to embrace the birching block more firmly.

“Later that evening I noticed something odd about the keys in the utility room cabinet. I like to have all the keys hanging with their teeth pointing the same way. Symmetry, Mr Sims, symmetry. The key to the punishment room was hanging the other way round. Edna would never leave it like that, she knows better. It had to be you.”

“Next I checked this room,” she continued, picking up the crook handled cane from the desk, “I don't use this cane, it's not really that effective. I'm surprised Edna intended to use it – inexperience I imagine. Anyway, this cane is really just for decoration. I like to leave the punishment book here on the table, with this crook handled cane lying diagonally across the top, corner to corner. I like to see the look on the face of a culprit when I lead them into this room for punishment. I watch their eyes move from the birching block to the cane resting on the book. Their terror excites me.”

She walked to the wardrobe, opened it, and after some thought, removed a fearsome looking, dark, long cane. She flexed it a few times, and he noticed that her arms were quite muscular. He felt close to losing control of his bladder as she approached him with the cane.

“The cane was not lying on the book at the correct angle, so I knew you'd been in here.” She swished the cane through the air, causing James to wince.

“Please, Miss Hargreaves, please let me go,” he begged, close to tears, “I don't think I could take a caning. I'm really terrified and I promise I'll never do anything like that again.”

“After that,” she continued, completely ignoring his pleading, “I made it a point to check your room each day to see if I could find out what you were up to. That's how I knew I would find you here with Edna. I read her note. I've no idea why she was about to punish you, but we can address that later. Today, I'm dealing with Mr Sims, the intruder.”

“Oh please, I beg you, please don't cane me,” he whimpered.

“Can you imagine, Mr Sims, how many recalcitrant wretches have been strapped down over that birching block and uttered similar words? It's over two hundred years old, you know. I have no choice in the matter, Mr Sims. I have made an entry in the punishment book. It is a tradition and rule of the house. Once an entry is made it must be administered in full – hard, across the naked rump, and never less than twelve strokes.”

“I really sure I can't take it,” sobbed James.

“Oh, but you will take it, Mr Sims, you will, you have no choice.”

“I'm begging you, Miss Hargreaves, please,” he continued to sob.

“Tell me, Mr Sims, have you been caned before?”

“No Miss.”

“I thought as much. You're in for quite a surprise, Mr Sims. The cane, especially when it's applied hard, across the bare bottom, with no warm up, as you are about to discover, hurts so very much more than you might expect. The clever craftsman who, over two hundred years ago, made this magnificent birching block, understood this. He knew how desperately a culprit would try to escape its embrace when the birch or whip started its work. That's why it's build so sturdily. Believe me, far stronger men than you have tried, and failed, to escape its clutches when their rump was turned to fire.”

“We still call it a birching block,” she continued, “but we tend to favour the cane these days. Saves clearing up all the messy, broken birch twigs afterwards, and possibly it’s more effective. The cane came into favour in Victorian times when it was considered inappropriate to bare bottoms for punishment. The cane was found to be more severe than the birch over clothing. The Hargreaves family liked to move with the times, so we embraced the idea of using the cane, but continued the tradition of bare bottom thrashings. The cane is so much more effective on the bare, Mr Sims,”

SWISH – CRACK!

The stroke, applied with quite unbelievable venom, took him totally off guard. It cracked down and bit deeply into his bare, upturned bottom cheeks. He squeaked with the sudden shock, then began shrieking with agony as his brain began to register the searing white hot line of fire that sank sickeningly into his flesh. He strained for all he was worth to escape the clutches of the birching block, as he screamed. It was totally unyielding. Surely, she had made a mistake! Surely she hadn't intended to cane him so ferociously!

SWISH – CRACK!

Unbelievably, the next stroke was even harder. The cane sank deeply into his buttocks just below the previous, still searing, line of fire. The agony was beyond his comprehension and he started to twist his head from side to side, and to clench his feet, the only parts of his body he could move. His shrieking went up a pitch, but his bare and humiliatingly exposed bottom remained stubbornly in place, perfectly presented for the next stroke.

SWISH – CRACK!

This cut down exactly across the line of the first stroke. White hot agony overlaid white hot agony and the intensity of the pain went up into the realms of fantasy. James eyes bulged in disbelief and animal groans came from his mouth accompanied by foaming saliva.

SWISH – CRACK!

The cane buried itself deep into the flesh right at the top of his thighs – a particularly sensitive area.  James shuddered, then all the muscles in his body went rigid as if receiving a massive electrical shock. His scream went hoarse.

A further seven strokes, if anything harder still, mercilessly savaged his blazing bare bottom, while he squirmed, shrieked and sobbed. He went limp, exhausted, breathless and sweating profusely, as Miss Hargreaves put the cane down on the desk. She walked back to stand behind James, ran a finger absent-mindedly over the lattice of angry weals, then took a seat next to the desk where she could see his red, tear stained face. She waited calmly until he had regained some composure.

“Now, Mr Sims, you have been caned for intrusion. I trust you feel you have been dealt with fairly. I will require you to sign the punishment book to that effect when I release you.”

“Yes, Miss Hargreaves. Of course, Miss Hargreaves.”

“However, Mr Sims, before I do I'd like to know why Edna was about to punish you. Perhaps you can enlighten me.”

James felt panic rising inside himself again. Surely his ordeal must be over! Surely she couldn't possibly be thinking of continuing his punishment. His bottom was very sore, hot and throbbing.

“I think she thought I might have seen you spank her in the garden a few weeks ago, Miss Hargreaves,” he replied nervously.

“Ah.... yes, I remember now. In fact I sent Edna up to make sure you were out before I spanked her.  Please excuse me for a few moments, Mr Sims. I need to talk to Edna. Perhaps I haven't quite finished dealing with you yet.”

James began to sob with fear as Miss Hargreaves rose to her feet and left the room, closing the door behind her, leaving him helpless over the block, with his sore, throbbing bottom still upturned and ready for the cane. She was gone for fifteen minutes.

James almost lost control of his bladder when he heard the door open. All he had been able to think of during the long wait was how sore his bottom was. Even the prospect of a light slap across his tender, raw bottom cheeks was unthinkable, let alone more strokes of the cane. Miss Hargreaves went directly to the punishment book, picked up the pen, and began to make another entry.

“When I have finished caning Mr Sims I shall administer your caning, Edna.”

It wasn't until she spoke that he realised that Edna was also in the room, standing behind him, no doubt with a perfect view of his wealed bottom.

“Yes, Ma'am,” he heard Edna say from behind him.

“Mr Sims,” Miss Hargreaves said, picking up the cane again. “Edna has told me about you spying on her in the most humiliating circumstances while deceiving us into thinking you were out. She referred to your behaviour as despicable, and I agree. I have made another entry in the punishment book and you are to receive a further twelve strokes. In the circumstances, it is appropriate for Edna to witness your caning.”

“Please, Miss! Please! Please! Please!” he begged in desperation. “I really can't take another caning. I'm in agony.”

“I must insist that you accept your punishment in a more dignified manner, Mr Sims,” she said firmly.

“I'm begging you Miss, PLEASE! I simply can't ta....”

SWISH – CRACK!  

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

The cane cut his sentence off savagely. Four venomous strokes applied briskly, re-ignited excruciating pain as the strokes bit deeply into his helpless bottom cheeks. His shrieks of agony filled the room.

“I don't want to hear another word from you, Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves, quietly, when his shrieking had subsided. “The four strokes were in addition to the twelve I will now administer. If you say one more word I will double it to twenty-four strokes. Do I make myself clear? You may answer.”

“Yes, Miss,” whimpered James.

Miss Hargreaves flexed the cane thoughtfully and then took another look at James' blazing bottom.

“I think I'll use a different cane for the final twelve,” she said, walking to and opening the wardrobe, “Something with a little more bite.” She changed the cane to a darker, longer cane.

“Yes, I think this will do nicely,” she said, flexing the new cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

If James had thought the pain couldn't possibly get worse, he was wrong. The new, heavier cane hissed down across his sore bare bottom with maximum severity. The impact resembled a pistol shot. It sank in deeper, and the pain was beyond description. James's eyes almost popped out of their sockets as he tried to comprehend the agony messages that were shoot up from his bottom cheeks to his brain. He simply couldn't cope with it. The sounds that came from his mouth, mixed with saliva, no longer sounded human. The caning continued, steadily, mercilessly, until all twelve strokes had bitten deep into his tortured flesh, every stroke now overlaying previous strokes, re-igniting and escalating the agony.

He was sobbing, shaking, sweating and mumbling as Miss Hargreaves wiped down the cane and replaced it in the wardrobe.

“Edna, apply antiseptic to the wounds, please, then release him and clean up the block and straps ready for your own caning.”

Edna took a bottle of antiseptic and cotton wool from the wardrobe, allowing James to see her for the first time since she returned to the room. He noticed, through his tear filled eyes, that she had now changed back into her usual maid’s uniform. She glanced down at his face and he couldn't decide whether the look on her face was fear or excitement. The antiseptic stung as it was applied to his raw flesh, but it was mild relief compared to what he had endured. He felt the restraints loosened, but had trouble rising to his feet, and slipped down onto his knees, shaking.

“I need you to sign the two entries off in the punishment book when you’re ready, Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves, showing patience. She had witnessed after punishment unsteadiness on many occasions.

Eventually, James managed to pick himself up off the floor, and signed his name twice where indicated by Miss Hargreaves. He noticed that she had already made an entry for the caning she was about to give Edna – UNAUTHORISED USE OF THE PUNISHMENT ROOM – 12 STROKES OF THE CANE.

“May I suggest Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves when he had put down the pen, “that you carry your clothes back to your room to avoid staining them with blood. The wounds will probably stop weeping within a few hours. Now if you will excuse me, I have to deal with Edna.”

In spite of his distressed state, James was bitterly disappointed that he would not be allowed to stay to watch Edna being caned. He glanced at her again as he left. She looked terrified.

“Edna, clothes off please,” he heard Miss Hargreaves say, just as he closed the door to the punishment room and walked unsteadily back to his flat.

Back in his flat, he looked in horror at the raised purple and red weals that covered his entire bottom, but he had other things on his mind. Nobody had followed him to lock the door to his flat, so he put on a dressing gown and went back out onto the landing. He could just hear the occasional voice as Miss Hargreaves prepared Edna for the cane. He crept as close to the punishment room as he dare and listened.

After a few minutes the caning started. He heard the high pitched whistle of the strokes, the loud crack as the cane bit into Edna's delightful bottom, and her cries of pain. Knowing that she would receive twelve strokes, he pressed his ear against the door so he could hear the caning progress with clarity. At ten strokes he sensibly made his way back to his flat. He heard Edna shriek with pain as stroke number twelve cracked down as he closed the door to his flat. He had a huge erection. He heard the key turn to lock his door five minutes later. This time the key was removed.

James had a restless night. He slept on his stomach with his hot, throbbing bottom exposed to the air. It was not an unpleasant feeling and he had never felt so sexually aroused before. The caning had been unbearably painful, but the anticipation before it had begun had been erotic, the endorphin rush he had experienced during the caning had been addictive, and the relief he experienced when it was over was amazing. He was intoxicated by Miss Hargreaves. He was also frustrated at not having seen Edna's lovely bottom caned, and it was this, perhaps even caning her himself, that now occupied his thoughts and kept him awake.  

Not far away, in their own bedrooms, both Edna and Miss Hargreaves were also still awake. Edna was also lying face down, her bare, wealed bottom exposed to the cooling air. She usually felt elated after a caning, but today that was marred by frustration. She had planned so carefully for her opportunity to administer her first caning to the handsome new tenant, but it had been denied her at the last moment. Although she had loved watching him being caned, she wanted it to be her who had wielded the cane. She felt cheated and she blamed both James and Miss Hargreaves for this and her own caning. She wanted revenge.

Miss Hargreaves was also awake. She was curled up in bed with a book, but the words were not reaching her brain. She was reliving the events of the day. She hadn't enjoyed herself so much in years. In particular, she had enjoyed the reaction of Mr Sims to the cane, the pointless writhing, the futile shrieking and pleading, the look of terror in his eyes when she stood in front of him, flexing the cane. His helplessness and her power over him were blissful. She was also acutely aware of his arousal and she wondered if he was still aroused as he lay in his bed not far from her, nursing the weals she had decorated his bottom with. She wanted to thrash Mr Sims again.

CHAPTER FIVE

James did sleep eventually. It was fortunate he had a weekend to recover. When he woke, he was immediately reminded of the bizarre events of the previous evening by the soreness and tenderness of his bottom. What surprised him most was the stiffness of his whole body when he tried to lift himself out of bed. His frantic efforts to escape from the clutches of the birching block had pulled just about every muscle in his body and now they protested with sharp pain at almost every movement. He managed to limp stiffly to the wall mirror, where he turned to view his bottom. Vivid purple and crimson weals and bruises marked each cut of the cane. He had never imagined that such a refined, feminine lady could be so merciless and severe. That she had enjoyed caning him, he had no doubt. He had both hated it and loved it. Then he thought of Edna's perfect bottom and how he would so love to spank it himself. Oh, how he would love to have her wriggling over his knee while his hand slapped down on her squirming bottom cheeks. His erection had reappeared.

It occurred to James that morning that there would now be a period of inaction. Both himself and Edna had taken severe thrashings, and it would be several weeks before either of them would be in any state to receive another. This was also borne out by the three to four week spacings of the recent entries in the punishment book. As he sat painfully, toying with his late morning breakfast, James began to fantasise about ways he might be able to engineer a spanking for Edna. If he was careless and Miss Hargreaves found out about it, he risked another excruciating caning, and that made the idea incredibly exciting and frightening. Elsewhere in the house, others were making their own plans for him.

The most striking thing about the following three weeks was the total lack of any mention or reference to the events that had taken place in the punishment room. He still saw Edna most mornings as he set off for work, and she just nodded as if nothing had occurred. Miss Hargreaves also, who he saw less frequently, acted as if the events had never taken place – just the occasional “Good morning, Mr Sims”.

James needed to find fault with Edna, something he could use against her. Something he could threaten her with and convince her that taking a spanking from him would be preferable to reporting her to Miss Hargreaves. It would no doubt help if he could get access to the house again when it was empty. He could have a good snoop around, especially in Edna's room, but he obviously couldn't use the same method as before.

One observation he made was that Edna was always in the kitchen preparing breakfast for Mrs Hargreaves when he left for work in the mornings, she usually saw him and nodded as he descended the fire escape. However, now that winter was approaching and the days were drawing in, when he returned from work it was now becoming dark, and she didn't see him, so he was able to observe her at his leisure as she prepared the evening meal. He habitually sat out of sight in the shadows and watched her. It was while doing this that he discovered she was engaging in activities that would most certainly be of interest to Miss Hargreaves.

It was a mild evening and James had been sitting on the fire escape steps for longer than usual. Unusually, Miss Hargreaves appeared to have guests, as there were two expensive limousines parked in the drive. He'd seen Edna prepare dessert, leave then return with the tray. She reached into a cupboard and took out a bottle of French cognac, a very expensive brand. She held it to the light to check the level, then went to the utility room and returned with a bottle of cheap supermarket brandy. With the aid of a funnel, she topped up the top quality cognac with the cheap brand. So, it appeared Miss Hargreaves was, perhaps unknowingly, serving her guests cheap brandy, while paying for a cognac that cost many times more. Now, it seemed, he had something on Edna.

There was a definite atmosphere of anticipation permeating the house as three weeks moved to four since the canings. Perhaps it was his imagination, but he certainly had the feeling that events were imminent.

“Good morning, Mr Sims,” he heard Miss Hargreaves call after him, as he was leaving for work. “I wonder if I might have a word, I'd like to ask you something?”

This is the start of something, he immediately suspected.

“Yes, Miss Hargreaves, how can I help?” he replied, turning back to walk the few steps to where she stood at her front door.

“I may have a new gardener starting next week. He will probably be working here each Wednesday morning and needs a key to the back door if nobody is in. I know you work in Mill Street and there's a shoe repair shop on the corner, they cut keys.”

“I'd be more than happy to get a key cut for you Miss Hargreaves,” he replied cheerfully, a little surprised at how blatant her trap was, if it was one. “I pass the shop every lunch time.”

“That would be very kind, Mr Sims. It's just that he will be calling tomorrow to collect it and I wasn't planning to go out today.”  

Miss Hargreaves handed him a key, smiling pleasantly. Her expression gave away nothing, but he was quite sure she was playing a game. He smiled back, trying to make sure his face gave away nothing also. He would get the key cut during his lunch hour, but he wouldn't get a second one cut there, as she was probably expecting. There was a locksmith on the other side of town, he would get a second key, for his own use, cut there. He was one step ahead of Miss Hargreaves on this occasion.

* * *

“So he did call in, but only had one key cut.... Thank you so much Mr Williams.”

Miss Hargreaves replaced the receiver, then picked it up again, dialled the locksmith on the other side of town.

“Hello Mr Forbes, it's Henrietta Hargreaves, we spoke a few days ago.... He did come in as expected … so it was just the one key he had cut.... thank you so much Mr Forbes.”

She replaced the receiver, and licked her lips. She was going to enjoy the next few days.

* * *

When, later that week, Miss Hargreaves told James that she and Edna would be going away for the weekend again, he tried hard to appear calm, but he was immediately excited. He couldn't be sure if she was setting a trap for him, but it would present an opportunity to explore the house properly and develop his plans. The dread of perhaps being caught, bizarrely, excited him even more.

Miss Hargreaves and Edna left on the Friday evening, but James waited until early Saturday morning before using his recently cut key to let himself into the house through the back door. The ever present fear of being caught by Miss Hargreaves kept his adrenaline flowing. His objective today would be to explore the house thoroughly, the punishment room, the rooms adjacent, and of course, he also wanted to have a good look around Edna's and Miss Hargreaves rooms. He opened the key cabinet in the utility room, noting that all keys were hanging in the same neat manner and all were labelled the same as their corresponding hooks. He put all the keys in his pocket and went upstairs to the punishment room, unlocked it and went in. He couldn't resist another look in the punishment book. The last entry was Edna's caning of a few weeks ago, with his two just above. Looking at his own shaky signature reminded him how severely he had been caned. Nothing seemed to have changed, so he moved on to the adjacent room, which was also locked.

The key marked “ARCHIVES” fitted and he let himself into a small windowless room. Old oak bookshelves covered most of the walls, and a large cupboard stood at the far end of the room. The books were very old and he took one down. It was written in what looked like Spanish, and had several engravings of floggings and whippings. Some of the other books were of a similar nature. He opened the large cupboard to find a collection of very old whips, canes, leather straps, chains, manacles and other devices of which he could only guess their purpose. The room scared him, so he locked the door and moved onto Miss Hargreaves bedroom. Her room was also locked, the key tagged “Master Bedroom” allowed him in.

A large, ornate four poster bed dominated the room. Doors led off the bedroom to an en-suite bathroom and walk in wardrobes. There were large bedside tables, with drawers, at each side of the head of the bed. Looking through the first he found nothing of interest, historical novels, toiletries, a small mirror and tissues. The second was much more interesting: It contained leather cuffs, a two tailed leather tawse, a leather riding crop, several lengths of cord, a vibrator, various creams, and several erotic books. He picked up one well-read book titled “ILLUSTRATED GUIDE TO ORAL SEX” and flipped through it - page after page of erotic drawings. He placed it back, careful to make sure it was as he had found it.

It was Edna's room which turned out to be the most enlightening. This was also locked, and the key marked “MAID” admitted him. He went straight to her bedside table and opened the top drawer to find a large diary. Most of the entries were mundane reminders – “collect MH dress from cleaners”, “Chimney sweep, 10.00am”. But other entries, in another very neat hand, were far more interesting. The first, written just two days ago read:

“Come to my room at 11.00pm. I will be naked on the bed, blindfolded. IGTOS p17, p23, p47, p139.”

He was sure this was Miss Hargreaves handwriting. The meaning of “IGTOS” puzzled him until he found another copy of “ILLUSTRATED GUIDE TO ORAL SEX” in the next drawer down. He looked at the drawings on pages, 17, 23, 47 and 139. The first three showed a woman, spread-eagled, having oral sex performed on her from various positions and the last showed two ladies engaged in mutual oral sex. He turned back to another entry in Miss Hargreaves hand:

“Come to my room at 11.00pm. I will be naked on the bed, blindfolded. IGTOS p155. I want to feel your tongue deep inside me – DEEP, Edna, DEEP.”

Yet another entry read:

“Come to my room at 11.00pm. I will be face down, naked on the bed, blindfolded. Fit ankle and wrist cuffs and tie to the four bed posts. Ma'am wants to feel your tongue deep inside me. If you please me, I will please you - IGTOS p37, if not, I will thrash you.”

James could have spent the rest of the day, sat on Edna's bed, reading the erotic entries, but it was too risky. He put everything back where he had found it, checked he had locked all doors off the landing, then went back downstairs. He had already decided to go onto town that afternoon to get a duplicate key cut for the door that led from his flat to the rest of the house. He might as well get a few others cut at the same time. That afternoon he called in at the locksmith on the far side of town and had duplicate keys cut for Miss Hargreaves room, Edna's room, the punishment room and the archive room, in addition to the door to his flat. By mid-afternoon he had returned all the original keys to the key cabinet and was happy he had left the house as he had found it. He had learned a lot of very exciting things about Miss Hargreaves and Edna today.

CHAPTER SIX

Miss Hargreaves and Edna returned on Sunday evening. The atmosphere of anticipation that continued to permeate the house intensified. Polite “Good Mornings” and “Good Evenings” could not disguise it. On the following Wednesday evening, Edna knocked on his door.

“Miss Hargreaves would like to speak to you, please, Mr Sims.”

Edna had that slight smile on her face as she spoke. His heart started pounding. He knew something was about to happen. He followed Edna down the fire escape in silence. She led him through the front door of the house and into the drawing room, where Miss Hargreaves was sitting.

“Good evening Mr Sims, do take a seat.” She indicated for him to sit in an armchair that faced her. He noticed that Edna remained in the room, her eyes darting between Miss Hargreaves and himself. Something was about to happen, and Edna knew what it was.

“Mr Sims,” began Miss Hargreaves, “We appear to have a problem.”

“I'm sorry to hear that,” said James, nervously, “nothing too serious I hope.”

“Well, it is rather serious, Mr Sims. A very valuable necklace has gone missing from my bedroom.  I recall seeing it last Friday, before we went away for the weekend, but I noticed this morning that it was missing.” Her cool eyes were boring into him. He knew she was lying, but he suspected he'd fallen for some sort of trap.

“I wondered if you could throw any light on it, Mr Sims,” she continued.

“I'm afraid I can't help you, Miss Hargreaves,” replied James, now genuinely concerned.

“I find that rather strange, Mr Sims,” Miss Hargreaves regarded him for several long seconds, before continuing, “because when I spoke to an acquaintance of mine, a Mr Forbes, who owns the locksmiths on the far side of town, he told me that he'd had someone who's description sounded very much like you, call in at the weekend to have several duplicate keys made up. It was Mr Forbes who supplied the key cabinet and labelled the keys. He recognised them.”

The colour drained from James face. Miss Forbes eyes hardened before continuing. Edna was smirking.

“He has a CCTV camera in his shop and records every visitor, so I paid him a visit and watched the recording. It was you, Mr Sims.”

James mouth dropped open and his heart began to pound.

“I will give you a choice, Mr Sims,” continued Miss Hargreaves, coolly, “I can telephone the police and let them deal with the matter, in which case I will report the theft and assist them in any way I can.” She paused to the let the implications for James career sink in. “Alternatively, I am prepared to deal with this matter myself in the punishment room, without involving the police.”

“I'd like you to deal wi...”

“I'd like you to think very carefully before you answer,” interrupted Miss Hargreaves, “I must warn you that if I deal with the matter I will punish you very severely indeed.”

“I'd like you to deal with it, Miss Hargreaves,” answered James without hesitation. It was the only choice, involving the police could ruin his career.

“Very well, Mr Sims, if you are sure. I will punish you now for the intrusion and we can deal with the missing necklace tomorrow.”  Then turning to her maid, “Edna, would you accompany Mr Sims to the punish room and have him stripped and secured over the birching block for me in, shall we say, ten minutes.”

“Certainly, Miss Hargreaves,” she replied with more enthusiasm James had ever heard in her voice, then turning to James, “Come with me, please, Mr Sims.”

James thought his legs would buckle beneath him as he stood and followed her out into the hall. As he followed her up the stairs he noticed she was provocatively swinging her hips to give him an eyeful of her shapely buttocks.

“Clothes off, Mr Sims,” she said cheerfully, as soon as they had entered the room.

James was physically shaking as he began to undress. Edna busied herself preparing the wrist cuffs and restraining straps. Her cheerful demeanour made it worse, she was obviously delighted he was to be caned.

“Wrists, please.” She slipped a wrist cuff over his trembling right arm, followed by his left, then clipped on the restraining straps. His legs felt like jelly as she guided him to the birching block and slipped the straps through the holes in the top.

“Bend over the birching block, Mr Sims, right over, hands through the holes.”

Edna swiftly took the two straps and passed them over his back and buckled them. The point of no return had passed – he was helpless. The words engraved into the birching block, read in dread by those about to be thrashed over the previous two centuries were now reserved for just him. He alone faced the cane, their agony was over, his was about to start:

REFLECT WHILE YOU

CONTEMPLATE YOUR FATE

“She's going to punish you very severely today, Mr Sims,” said Edna, as she secured his legs with the thick leather straps, “It will be much worse than last time, and she's allowing me to stay and watch.”

When Edna had finished securing him, she stepped behind him, out of his sight, obviously where she had a good view of his bottom. There was silence. James felt utterly exposed, his bare bottom pointing skyward, waiting for the cane. The tight leather straps over his back creaked in time with his breathing.

Ten minutes is a long time when you're waiting to be caned, but eventually he heard the door open. His heart began to pound. His caning was imminent. He prayed to be able to take it with dignity.

Miss Hargreaves went directly to the table, saying nothing, she opened the punishment book, picked up a pen and began to write. When she had finished she put down the pen and turned to face James.

“You are to receive thirty six strokes administered with maximum severity,” she said, calmly. James had been expecting a severe thrashing, but even so, he was shocked and terrified.

“I'm proposing to use the most severe cane I possess, Mr Sims. It's made of whalebone and I can promise you it is excruciating.”

James feared he would lose control of his bladder, such was the terror he now felt.

“However,” continued Miss Hargreaves, “I fear that if I administer all thirty-six strokes with this particular cane, you will be excessively cut, so I will save it for the final twelve strokes. I intend to bring an implement I am well acquainted with out of retirement. I call it the “hellstrap”, but it's more commonly known as a two tailed, extra heavy tawse.”

“Edna, will you fetch the key to the archive room, please,” she said, turning briefly to her maid, before turning back to James.

“I've felt this implement myself, Mr Sims. The last time was over twenty years ago. I had a governess in my late teens. She was a strict disciplinarian, my father insisted that she should be, and she favoured the tawse. The one I am about to introduce you to was her most severe tawse. It was made by a Scottish gentleman called John Dick, and it was a bespoke item. It was made of very thick leather, so it is very heavy. Leather of such thickness is not available these days, Mr Sims, livestock is slaughtered young and not allowed to develop thick hide.”

The door opened, and Edna entered the room with the key.

“In the archive room, Edna, on the bottom shelf on the left, you will find a long metal box. Bring it to me please, and also bring the spreader block.”

“The hellstrap is stored in a cloth impregnated with dubbin,” she continued, as Edna left the room. Dubbin is an oily substance that keeps leather supple and stops it drying out, so the tawse is very flexible and able to bend easily to the contours of a buttock,”

Edna returned with a long metal box, about two feet long, and placed it on the table, before leaving to fetch the other item. Miss Hargreaves opened the box, then unwrapped a fearsome looking, thick leather strap. It was about two feet long, two inches wide and half an inch thick. The business end was split into two tails. A ferocious looking implement. James shuddered.

“The dubbin, Mr Sims, serves another purpose. It gives the strap grip. Allow me to explain – a strap such as this will not impart maximum pain to a recipient’s rump if it glances off. The film of dubbin imparts a sticky feel to the strap, so when I bring it down across your bare bottom it will grip your flesh, the tails will curl around your buttocks and the tips of the tails will accelerate into whichever area I choose to aim them at. In other words, Mr Sims, all the energy I put into the strap will dissipate into your bottom at the moment of impact.”

James was trembling with dread of what was to come.

“Also,” she continued, “you will note that the strap has a smooth side and a rough side. It is the rough side that will make contact with your skin. Extra grip.”

Miss Hargreaves paused as Edna entered the room again, this time carrying a heavy wooden block. It was about 8” square, about 18” long and had concave contours at each end. It also had two wooden dowels protruding from it. Edna placed the block on the table.

“The spreader block is an additional feature of the birching block and was designed for use when an especially severe birching was required,” Miss Hargreaves said, as she loosened the leather straps securing James thighs. She pushed his legs well apart, the placed the block between them. The two dowels slipped into corresponding holes in the platform James was kneeling on. Miss Hargreaves tightened the thigh straps again. James was horrified at how exposed this now rendered his bottom.

“Very humiliating, I'm sure you will agree, Mr Sims.” Miss Hargreaves said as she looked at his gaping bottom cleft, “But the main purpose is to make it impossible for you to clench, thus ensuring that the most sensitive areas of a bottom are exposed for the birch, but in your case, the hellstrap.”

Miss Hargreaves picked up the hellstrap and took her position to the side of James. He flinched as she gently rested the twin tails on his left buttock.

“Count the strokes for me please, Edna.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” replied Edna, eyes wide, fixed on James gaping bare bottom.

Miss Hargreaves lifted the hellstrap over her right shoulder, the tips of the twin tails almost touched her own bottom before she swung it down with all her strength, twisting her torso as she did, to give added velocity to the twin tails of fire.

CRACK!

It sounded more like a pistol shot. The main body of the strap impacted squarely on James left buttock causing the tips of the tails to wrap around the contour of the buttock and bite deeply into his sensitive bottom cleft. The white hot agony that engulfed this highly sensitive area was beyond James's comprehension. His whole body went rigid for a second, before launching into a pitiful and futile attempt to wriggle free of the clutched of the birching block. His high pitched shrieking completely drowned out Edna's count of “One”.

CRACK!

The twin tails bit savagely into his bottom cleft again, this time a little lower, and sent fresh spasms through James' torso. He had never believed such agony was possible and the sounds that were erupting from his mouth, along with saliva, sounded inhuman.

“Two,” Edna managed to make herself heard as James took in a fresh lungful of air to resume his shrieking.

CRACK!

The tips of the hellstrap bit into exactly the same stop as stroke one, overlaying agony with even more. James body, now glistening with sweat went into bizarre spasms in his futile attempt to clench his bottom cheeks, to hide his exposed bottom cleft from the tongues of fire. His buttocks remained stubbornly parted, gaping open, inviting the next stroke.

“Three.”

CRACK!

When this stroke bit into the same spot for the third time, the white hot searing pain that sank deep into him caused James to lose control of his bladder.

“Mop it up with a towel, please, Edna,” Miss Hargreaves said, almost shouting to make herself heard over the screaming.

“Yes, Ma'am. Four, Ma'am.”

There was a pause of a few minutes, while Edna scurried off to fetch a cloth and a bucket of water. The screaming subsided to a whimper.

“Please, Miss Hargreaves,” pleaded James, tearfully, as Edna knelt down to mop up the pool, “I can't stand this, I can’t take any more. I'm begging you.”

CRACK!

“Five”

The hellstrap continued its ferocious assault on his gaping bottom. The twin tongues of fire each time finding their way into the sensitive area between his bottom cheeks. Edna had difficulty making her stroke count heard over the frantic shrieking and screaming that turned James's throat hoarse. Miss Hargreaves showed no mercy whatsoever. He eyes were fixed on his gaping bottom as she raised the hellstrap over her shoulder and brought it down as hard as she could. Again and again, the twin tails bit into his sensitive flesh, turning it through red to purple. His right buttock, intentionally, was left completely unscathed. Miss Hargreaves was saving this for the whalebone cane.

After twenty-four strokes, the hellstrap was wrapped in its dubbin cloth and returned to its box. James watched, panting, with wet, red eyes, as Miss Hargreaves took an ivory coloured cane from the wardrobe. It was about two and a half feet long and he could see, from the way she flexed it, very whippy.

“Very dense, Mr Sims. Bites in wonderfully,” she said, as she lined up the cane across his bottom,

“Do you have anything to say before I commence your caning?”

“Please don't punish me anymore, Miss Hargreaves. I'm in absolute agony. I really can't take any more. I've learned my lesson, I promise,” pleaded James, tearfully.

“Count, please, Edna,” she replied, completely ignoring his desperate request, as she raised the savage cane.

“I can tell you something about your maid,” he blurted out in panic, clutching at anything that would save him from the bite of the cane, “She's cheating you.”

Miss Hargreaves slowly lowered the cane to her side.

“Do tell me more, Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves, clearly interested.

“Please let me off, Miss Hargreaves. I'll tell you all about her if you do?”

“You will tell me all you know, Mr Sims, and you will tell me now,” she replied coldly. “And I will not hesitate to increase your caning to twenty-four strokes if I suspect that you are holding anything back.”

She placed the cane firmly back across the centre of his blazing bottom cheeks.

“I'll tell you... I'll tell you,” whimpered James. He felt the pressure of the cane ease as she removed it.

“Then do so, Mr Sims,” she said, quietly, as she walked slowly to face him, flexing the menacing cane.

“I saw Edna pouring cheap, supermarket brandy into an expensive bottle of cognac. She served it to your guests last week.”

He heard Edna gasp. “It's not true, Ma'am. He's lying.”

“She keeps the cheap brandy in the utility room, Miss Hargreaves. I was on the fire escape. I saw it all.”

“No, Ma'am. He's lying.” Edna's tears only confirmed her guilt.

There was a pause of several seconds while Miss Hargreaves considered this surprising revelation. She placed the cane on the table, then turned to Edna, who was now shaking with fear.

“Come with me, Edna. Let's see what we can find in the utility room.” She left the room with Edna in tow, leaving James still secured over the birching block, bottom raw and throbbing.

He was forced to wait ten minutes before he heard their approach. He could hear Edna sobbing. Miss Hargreaves went straight to the punishment book and began to write, while Edna continued to sob.

“Now, Mr Sims,” she said, putting down the pen and picking up the cane. “While I am grateful to you for informing me that Edna has been cheating me, apparently she has an 'arrangement' with a waiter at a French restaurant, and I have been subsidising their income. I am unable to reduce the number of strokes you are to receive. It's a rule of the house – any entry made in the punishment book must be discharged.” She turned to Edna.

“Edna, stand over here where I can see you,” she said, pointing towards the desk. “I will deal with you as soon as I have finished with Mr Sims. You may as well get undressed while you count the strokes for me.”

Edna slowly walked into James field of view, head bowed. She glanced down at the entry in the punishment book, then burst into tears as she read the most recent entry, then began to unbutton her maids dress.

“Don't forget to count the strokes, Edna,” said Miss Hargreaves, as she placed the cane across James bottom. “I will add strokes to your own punishment if you do.”

SWISH – CRACK!

“One.”

The line of fire that erupted across his bottom was beyond description, beyond belief. He thought his brain was playing tricks. Surely such a level of agony was not possible. His bladder had no urine left to spill. His lungs ached from shrieking. His muscles burnt from struggling, but the fresh shrieks and futile struggling were involuntary. Twelve lines of fire scorched a path across his bottom, each biting deep, cutting his flesh. The excruciating pain of each stroke seemed to blossom inside him like a flower, almost as if each nerve ending, unable to cope with the intensity, passed it on to the next.

Miss Hargreaves treated his wounds with antiseptic then released him, helped him off the birching block and led to the punishment book.  He looked briefly at the face of his tormentor. She was flushed with excitement. Edna, now naked, stood in front of him and was shaking with fear His signature in the punishment book was illegible, as were most of the others before him. His punishment was also now over, but reading the most recent entry through his tears, he could see why Edna was so terrified. She had been sentenced to exactly the same punishment he had just received.

“Perhaps you would care to remain to witness Edna's punishment, Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves, as she led her trembling maid to the birching block.

“I owe you an apology, by the way Mr Sims,” she said as she buckled the wrist cuffs to Edna's slender wrists, “I've just remembered that I placed my necklace in the safe.” She gave him just the hint of a smile as she coaxed Edna to mount the birching block.

CHAPTER SEVEN

James, still naked, bottom still raging with heat, was unable to control his erection as Edna lowered her body over the birching block and the secrets that lay between her delightful bottom cheeks were revealed in full. The spreader block had been left in place, so as the various restraining straps were tightened and secured, and her reluctant embrace of the sturdy wooden structure was completed, her bottom was increasingly spread and exposed in the most humiliating manner.

“You might like to stand a little further back, Mr Sims. I'll be taking quite a wide swing,” said Miss Hargreaves, as she removed the hellstrap from its box and unwrapped it from its dubbin cloth. She glanced down briefly at his erection, before fixing her eyes on Edna's gaping bottom.

Edna squeaked in dread, as Miss Hargreaves laid the heavy strap on her bottom, shuffling her position to make sure the tips of the tails were lined up with Edna's exposed bottom cleft.

Complete silence filled the punishment room for several long seconds. All three occupants held their breath in anticipation of the first stroke, Miss Hargreaves had her eyes fixed firmly on Edna's helpless, exposed bare bottom. Her concentration was as intense as a tennis player serving for a championship match. She obviously intended the first stroke to be spectacular. The atmosphere was electric.

Keeping her eyes locked on Edna's bottom, Miss Hargreaves raised the tawse gracefully over her right shoulder, twisting her body and lifting her left arm high in the air as the tawse tips almost made contact with the floor, then, grimacing with effort, she swung the tawse ferociously back. Her whole body unfurled like a released spring as she put every sinew of strength into the downward path of the heavy leather hellstrap.

CRACK!

James physically winced as the twin tails cracked down and bit deeply into Edna's gaping bottom cleft. Her left buttock was momentarily flattened by the spectacularly loud impact. The tawse seemed to grip Edna's buttock in a fierce embrace for the briefest of moments, before being gracefully lifted away, snaking back over Miss Hargreaves' shoulder.

Edna's body went rigid, briefly, as if subject to a huge electric shock, then went into a frenzy of hopeless squirming and struggling. Her thrust up and cruelly exposed bare bottom remained stubbornly open and available to the tawse as her shrill screaming filled the room.

CRACK!

The twin tails snarled in again, biting ever deeper into the same spot. Edna's feet gyrated insanely as she fought to cope with the agony, then lost, as her bladder gave up all control and urine began to flow. Edna's whole body was engaged in a desperate attempt to escape the clutches of the birching block. Her muscles became rods of iron as she strained to close her gaping buttocks, to hide her most sensitive areas from the ravages of the heavy leather tails, but it was hopeless. Her bottom remained open, inviting the tawse to bite in again.

CRACK!

More urine flowed as Edna soaked up the agony of the tawse. The shrieking became ever more desperate.

“Deal with that please,” said Miss Hargreaves calmly, as she raised the tawse again.

CRACK!

It took James a few moments to realise that she was addressing him. Giving the tawse a wide margin, he picked up the wet towel and bucket. He was aware of his huge erection as he moved fully into the view of Miss Hargreaves and Edna. He needn't have worried. Miss Hargreaves’s eyes were locked on Edna's gaping bottom and Edna's eyes were wide open, wild with agony and seeing nothing. Her mouth was contorted as her screaming filled the room.

CRACK!

The impact of the tawse on Edna's bare skin, only inches from James left ear as he knelt down and reached below the birching block with the towel, sounded more like a pistol shot. The resultant shriek of agony, mixed with saliva, erupted into his right ear as he began to mop up the pool of urine. Both Miss Hargreaves and Edna seemed oblivious of his presence as the thrashing continued. James returned to his previous position behind Edna when it was obvious that her bladder was empty. The tawsing had continued, ferociously hard, while he had mopped up. The weals and bruises that now adorned Edna's poor left buttock and bottom cleft were now spectacular. Her right buttock was unscathed.

CRACK!

Still the tawse bit down savagely into Edna's writhing bottom. Her screaming had become hoarse. Her whole body trembled and glistened with sweat, as did Miss Hargreaves brow.

CRACK!

Miss Hargreaves had begun to grunt with each stroke, as she put ever more venom into the tawse tails. The impacts of the tails of fire seemed ever more urgent as they buried themselves into Edna's delicate flesh. James became aware that his erection hardening intensely as he watched the tawse do its work. He glanced to Miss Hargreaves, as she raised the tawse yet again, to see that she was unconsciously rubbing herself between her legs. She was breathing heavily, her eyes were wide. She was actually having an orgasm while continuing to thrash Edna. It was the most erotic sight he had ever witnessed.

After twenty-four strokes, Miss Hargreaves tossed the tawse aside and reached for the whalebone cane. There was almost no pause at all in the tempo of the thrashing.

SWISH – CRACK!

A new agony for poor Edna. The cane sank deeply into her unscathed right buttock, bouncing out to leave a vivid white line that quickly filled turned to crimson tramlines. Her shrieking went up an octave as she failed to cope with this new and unbearable line of white hot agony.

SWISH – CRACK!

Miss Hargreaves left hand was now pushed firmly into her crotch as her right arm continued to wield the cane with savage efficiency.

Twelve savage strokes of the whalebone cane left Edna's poor bottom with the most angry cuts and weals. Both Edna and Miss Hargreaves were exhausted and breathing heavily as Miss Hargreaves put down the cane. Her left hand had dropped away from her crutch and James had the feeling she didn’t even realise she had been touching herself. She stared at his huge erection for the first time, before she went to the wardrobe and took out a first aid box, then sat down in a chair next to the table to recover from her efforts. Edna was breathless, limp, shining with sweat.

“Deal with her bottom, please, Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves, still breathless, handing him the box. She was looking at his erection as he took it from her.

James knelt down behind Edna, opened the box and took out cotton wool and antiseptic, then began to treat the angry wounds that covered her bottom. She gasped as the liquid stung her. He could feel the heat radiating from her bottom as he gently wiped the wounds. She began to moan, but this time it was not a moan of pain. She was wet, aroused, as was he. His own bottom was still burning and throbbing. His erection strained to be relieved. He craved to bury it into the wet, inviting lips that were just a few inches from his face. Miss Hargreaves looked on with the hint of a smile of amusement, then stood and walked to the door.

“Don't forget to sign the punishment book when Mr Sims has finished dealing with you Edna,” she said as she left the room.

James continued to gently run the cotton wool over Edna's hot bottom, occasionally allowing his fingers to touch her burning skin. Her groans were without doubt groans of pleasure and his fingers drifted to her wetness and slipped in.

“Can I ask you a question, Mr Sims?” she asked, breathlessly, as his fingers continued to slide in and out of her.

“Of course, Edna,” he breathed on her bottom. She felt his breath.

“Do you think...that taking advantage of me in this helpless position…entitles me to seek revenge, perhaps with the cane, Mr Sims?” she purred.

“I would think so,” he said breathlessly, as his tongue began to explore her, “but it would have to be hard.”

“Oh, but it would, Mr Sims... very hard, but later, when you've had time to heal. I'd like to watch the weals spring up across your unblemished flesh.”

“That's the very least I deserve,” he whispered, as his tongue continued to explore.

“Well, Mr Sims... perhaps it's time you fucked me,” she panted.

James rose slowly to his feet and plunged the largest erection he had ever had deep into Edna's dripping wet sex. His body slapped hard against her tender buttocks as she groan with ecstasy. Miss Hargreaves watched from behind, unseen, hand pushed between her legs. She took her leave quietly as they climaxed.

As James was releasing Edna from the birching block, Miss Hargreaves was placing a note on Edna's bed:

“Come to my room at once. I will be naked on the bed, blindfolded. IGTOS p83. I want to feel your tongue deeper inside me than ever, Edna – only then will I permit you to cane Mr Sims over my birching block.”

* * *

James, bottom a mass of weals, covered with plasters, had to work the following day. Sitting was painful. He had to conceal frequent erections, as his mind went back to the previous evening. He had been forced to sleep face down to keep pressure off his raw, throbbing bottom. The experience had been extreme in both agony and ecstasy.

He made eye contact with Edna most mornings, and was now greeted to a slight smile. However, life returned to normal again, and all participants acted as if nothing had happened – until about four weeks later.

He returned home at his usual time and Edna saw him climb the fire escape, this time giving him a proper smile. Opening the door to his flat revealed a hand written envelope addressed to him. The note read:

“Don't forget our agreement, Mr Sims. You are to be caned by me, severely. I need to see if you are fit for punishment. I will come to your room during the night.

Edna”

James was immediately aroused. He was still marked from his last thrashing, as must be Edna, and he wondered what she had planned for him. He showered and went to bed early, hoping she would come soon, imagining all the things they might do. He drifted off to sleep some time after midnight.

At first he thought he was dreaming. Edna's hands were gently tracing the contours of his buttocks. When he stirred, she spoke.

“Turn on your bedside light, please, Mr Sims,” she whispered.

He looked sleepily over his shoulder to see her silhouette. She was sitting on the side of the bed. He reached for his bedside switch and as the room filled with light. Edna rose from the bed and lifted the sheets to expose his naked body. She was wearing a dressing gown.

“I'd like your bottom unmarked when I cane you Mr Sims,” she said quietly, as she looked down at his naked buttocks. “It will have to wait another week at least. Turn over onto your back, please, Mr Sims.”

James rolled over and her eyes took in his massive erection. She lifted her dressing gown off her shoulders and it dropped to the floor. She was naked.

“Turn the light off please, Mr Sims.”

He reached across and switched off the light. The silhouette of her shapely naked body remained standing at the side of the bed for a few moments, then she moved forward, kneeling on the bed. She lowered her head and he felt her warm breath on his erection... then the tip of her tongue. She slowly shifted her position until she was straddling his face. He reached up and ran his hands over her delightful bottom cheeks as she slowly lowered her dripping wet vagina onto his face and took his erection into her mouth. He plunged his tongue as deeply as he could into her hot wetness, and he felt her groan with pleasure as her own tongue explored his erection and her finger nails dug painfully into his buttocks.

“I will cane you in about two weeks, Mr Sims,” she said breathlessly, as she lifted herself off him, turned to face him, then impaled herself onto his huge erection. She engulfed it all as she pressed down hard and began to gyrate her hips.

“It will be hard, Mr Sims,” she panted, as they both climaxed.

CHAPTER EIGHT

“I will cane you tomorrow at 8.00pm. Be ready.

Edna”

The note was in an envelope on his doormat when he returned from work about two weeks later. He was at once excited and frightened. He slept little that night and was unable to concentrate at work the following day. He returned home to await his fate, sitting nervously watching the hands of the clock as the time slowly approached 8.00pm.

He heard the key rattle in the lock, and the door leading from his flat to the house was pushed open. Edna, dressed neatly in her maid’s uniform, stood there. She looked calm and confident.

“It's time, Mr Sims. Follow me please.”

She turned and, with James in tow, led him to the punishment room. She unlocked the door, held the door open for him and then closed it behind him.

“Clothes off, please Mr Sims,” she said, cheerfully, as she picked up a pen and made an entry in the punishment book. Now he knew that Edna must be caning him with the approval of Miss Hargreaves.

As James removed the last of his clothes, Edna was taking wrist cuffs and restraining straps from the wardrobe. His eyes fell on the birching block he was about to embrace, and fear welled up inside him as he recalled the agony he had endured the last time he had been strapped over it.

He looked up, mouth dry, to see Edna facing him, cool eyes looking into his, enjoying his fear, as she offered the first wrist cuff to his wrist. She buckled the cuff tight, then the other, then guided him to the birching clock and pushed him forward over it, feeding the thick leather straps, followed by his arms, through the holes in the barbaric wooden structure. He felt panic up inside him as the straps were tightened and secured over his back, and the point of no return was passed. He had allowed it to happen, now he had no choice. He was helpless and at the mercy of a lady he knew almost nothing of. He had no idea how sadistic she might be. He read the words engraved in front of his eyes again, memories of the agony of his last thrashing flooded back:

REFLECT WHILE YOU

CONTEMPLATE YOUR FATE

He felt Edna tightening the straps around his legs as his bottom was forced into the, now familiar, gaping open, humiliatingly exposed position. She stood back to take in the view of her victim, then stepped towards the wardrobe where the canes were kept. His heart started pounding. His caning was imminent.

Confusion! Instead of opening the wardrobe, Edna picked up a chair, then placed it behind him, to his right, then she placed another beside it. Then, without a word, she opened the door and left him. What was going on? He was left looking at the sombre engraving, awaiting his fate with dread.

It seemed like hours before he heard the door handle rattle and the door open. He was immediately aware that Edna was not alone.

“My goodness! What an ingenious structure!”

Now stunned and humiliated beyond belief, he immediately recognised the voice of the senior partner at his office, Miss Tanner.

“It's actually a birching block, Francesca, and is several hundred years old,” explained Miss Hargreaves. “It's proved its effectiveness on countless occasions. There is no escape from it, no matter how hard one might try – and believe me, some recipients have tried very hard indeed.”

“It's extremely humiliating for the recipient,” said Miss Tanner.

“Out of necessity, yes it is,” replied Miss Hargreaves. “Where are my manners? Do take a seat... Yes, it is most humiliating, but its primary purpose is to present all areas of the recipient’s bottom for punishment, and keep it so. Originally designed for birchings, it allows unhindered access to all the most sensitive areas, and there is nothing the recipient can do to prevent it.”

Miss Hargreaves took a seat next to Miss Tanner. Edna was standing patiently next to the wardrobe, waiting for the instructions to commence the caning.

“Would you care for a sherry while you watch Mr Sims receive his caning, Francesca?”

“That would be very nice, Henrietta.”

“Edna,” said Miss Hargreaves, “Would bring up an occasional table, the sherry decanter and glasses. Bring a glass for yourself. I may allow you to take sherry with us if you cane Mr Sims soundly enough.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” she replied, with a little more enthusiasm than was her usual manner, before leaving the room.

While she was gone, Miss Hargreaves gave her guest a tour of the room. Miss Tanner spent some time looking at the old paintings of past floggings over the birching block, then turned to the punishment book. She was intrigued to find records of birchings that had taken place many years ago, administered by people with names she recognised from her own office archived files.

“You can see here, that the most recent entry, twelve strokes of the cane awarded to Mr Sims, has yet to be signed off. This is the caning you are about to witness,” said Miss Hargreaves, as Edna poured two glasses of sherry and set them on a small table between their chairs.

“It's rather a shame that Edna has not included some strokes with the tawse, or hellstrap, as I call it. It would have nice for you to see how effectively the birching block keeps the recipients bottom presented – prevents clenching, to put it bluntly,” said Miss Hargreaves, as they took their seats.

“Edna, you may proceed.”

James, watched in dread, as Edna opened the wardrobe, and took out a long, flexible, heavy cane,

“This is the first caning Edna has administered, but I've been giving her tuition. She's now very proficient at caning cushions. Let's see how she fares with Mr Sims bare bottom,” said Miss Hargreaves, as they settled back and took a sip of sherry.

Edna shot Miss Hargreaves a nervous smile as she took her position to James left and laid the cane carefully across the centre of his bare bottom. Miss Tanner watched with fascination. Edna's face took on a look of intense concentration as she raised the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

The cane impacted crisply across the centre of James bottom cheeks, causing him to hiss in a sharp intact of breath. Miss Tanner was somewhat surprised by the severity of the stroke. Miss Hargreaves was, however, not impressed.

“No no no, Edna. That won't do at all. Remember what I said about following through.”

“Sorry, Ma'am, I'll start again,” she replied, clearly disappointed.

“Yes, Edna, start again. Try not to anticipate the cane coming to a halt when it makes contact with Mr Sims bottom. Imagine you are trying to cut the cane right through him, and try to put a little more wrist action into the stroke.”

“Yes, Ma'am.”

Edna took up her position again, tapped James bottom gently with the cane and shuffled her feet as she prepared to administer a better stroke.

SWISH – CRACK!

If Miss Tanner was a little surprised by the first stroke, she was staggered by the ferocity of this one. Her mouth dropped open as she watched the cane bite deeply into the bare bottom cheeks just a few feet from where she sat. She was enthralled as she watched the twin white tramlines spring up on the flesh, then slowly deepen in colour to crimson. She turned her head quickly, spilling a little sherry from her glass, to see James face screw up in agony as he let out a shriek of pain.

“Yes, Edna, that was much better,” said Miss Hargreaves.

Edna couldn't conceal her pride as she smiled gleefully at her employer, before her face took on a look of intense concentration. Miss Tanner quickly drained her sherry glass and put it down as Edna raised the cane again.

SWISH – CRACK!

The cane buried itself savagely into the crease where thigh meets buttock – a very sensitive area. Miss Tanner gasped as James body went into restrained contortions while he let out a shrill scream.

Edna was determined not to let her concentration lapse. Instead of looking around to confirm the approval of Miss Hargreaves, she set about the caning with relish. The caning continued briskly, savagely and mercilessly. The shrieks of pain were ignored as the cane hissed down and bit ever deeper into his burning flesh.

Flushed with pride and clearly, very excited, Edna turned to her Mistress for her verdict when she had completed the caning.

“I'm very pleased with you Edna,” said Miss Hargreaves, warmly, totally ignoring the whimpering of James, “You may pour yourself a sherry, and pour another glass for Miss Tanner, please.”

While Edna poured the drinks, Miss Tanner sat in staring in disbelieve at the mass of angry weals that decorated James' bottom.

“I had no idea it would be as impressive as that, Henrietta,” she said, at last, “When you invited me to watch Mr Sims being caned I was expecting something considerably more... well, lenient. I have to admit, and I'm almost ashamed to, but I loved watching it. A man writhing under the cane is really quite erotic. ”

“Not wishing to put down Edna's quite respectable first caning,” replied Miss Hargreaves, “I can assure you that the caning you have just witnessed was really quite moderate. In a way it's almost a shame that Mr Sims has given me no reason to chastise him further. I'm sure you would enjoy watching his reaction to more severe punishment.”

The two ladies sat in silence for a few minutes, sipping their sherry, watching the weals on James' bottom mature. James was still breathing quite heavily as he recovered from his futile efforts to escape the embrace of the birching block, and his body glistened with sweat. Edna stood behind the two ladies, enjoying the privilege of being permitted to join them with a glass of sherry, proud of her first caning.

“Excuse me for making an observation, Ma'am,” said Edna, after several more minutes of silence, “but I did have occasion to visit Mr Sims room a few days ago, and it is frightfully untidy and the floor hasn't been cleaned for weeks.”

“Oh, no,” sobbed James, “Please, no.”

“Thank you for making me aware, Edna,” replied Miss Hargreaves, “Perhaps I should take a look. I can't have Mr Sims showing disrespect for my property.” She stood and walked to the door.

“I don't wish to know what you were doing in Mr Sims room, Edna,” she said as she opened the door to leave. “Don't release him yet, we may not have quite finished with him.”

Miss Hargreaves was gone for a few minutes, while James quietly sobbed with fear. Edna and Miss Tanner waited with excitement and anticipation. The show was not over yet.

“I agree with you, Edna,” said Miss Hargreaves, as she strutted into the room, clearly angry, “It's a frightful mess. I won't have it.”

She walked straight to the desk and began writing in the punishment book.

“Fetch the hellstrap and spreader block, Edna, please.” Then turning to Miss Tanner, she said, “Now you will see what a severe thrashing is like, Francesca.”

James began to sob louder, clearly terrified. Miss Tanner sat watching the event, clearly very excited, as they waited for Edna to return with the additional items.

“The spreader block,” explained Miss Hargreaves, as she began to loosen James's leg restraints to force the item in place between his thighs, “ensures even more access to the sensitive areas between the buttocks. It is, as you can now see, an extremely humiliating experience for the recipient, but the humiliation pales into insignificance when the hellstrap begins its work.”

Miss Hargreaves took the heavy leather tawse from its wrapper, and handed it to Miss Tanner to inspect.

“More commonly known as a tawse, this is a particularly heavy and severe example. Heavy and flexible. The real agony is imparted by the tips of the tails, and they can reach the parts the cane can't... As I will now demonstrate.”

“Edna, please keep Miss Tanner's glass topped up with sherry if she so wishes,” she said as she took the tawse back and took her position to James left.

Edna took the stopper from the sherry decanter, but paused in mid pour as she and Miss Tanner watched the tawse snake high over Miss Hargreaves shoulder, before being brought down with maximum force to meet its target,

CRACK!

The body of the tawse came down hard across his left buttock and the tawse tails whipped into his bottom cleft with the report like that of a pistol shot. They buried themselves into the soft flesh that lay within. James whole body jolted violently, then the screaming and shrieking began at a new and extreme level. Miss Tanner looked visibly shocked, and gasped. Edna remained frozen in mid pour, her eyes locked on James writing bottom.

CRACK!

In exactly the same place. The shrieking reached an even higher pitch. Miss Tanner put her hands over her ears. James head and feet were gyrating in a crazy way as he tried hopelessly to cope with the agony that raged through him.

Four further strokes bit savagely and mercilessly into his bottom cleft to the accompaniment of animal like screaming and totally futile struggling, before Miss Hargreaves returned the tawse to its box. Edna completed pouring the glass of sherry, which Miss Tanner drank at once. She was speechless and clearly very excited by what she had seen.

“I trust you will keep your room a little cleaner from now on, Mr Sims,” said Miss Hargreaves, as she took her seat next to Miss Tanner to admire the fresh weals.

“Shall I release Mr Sims, Ma'am?” asked Edna.

“Not just yet, Edna. I'm sure Mr Sims is enjoying the cool air. I think we will finish our drinks first.”

Just then, the tone of a mobile phone intruded on the atmosphere.

“I'm so sorry,” apologised Miss Tanner, as she removed the offending item from her pocket, “I meant to turn it off, but forgot. I had better take it, it's from the office, Mr Jennings.”

She stood and walked to the door with the phone to her ear, opened the door and walked out onto the landing. Her half of the conversation was clearly audible to everybody in the punishment room.

“Oh goodness gracious,” she said to the caller, “He's the last client we need to upset.”

“Who drafted the contract?”

“Was it indeed. It just so happens I know exactly where he is.”

“Perhaps you could tell the client that we will pull out all the stops. I will send him back to the office tonight to correct the errors and I will check it at 8.00am tomorrow morning. He will have it on his desk by 9.30.”

“Thank you, Giles.” She switched off the phone and put it back into her pocket, then returned to the punishment room, taking her seat next to Miss Hargreaves.

“It seems that Mr Sims is not only sloppy at home, but at work too. He sent out a contract today that one of our most important clients regarded as having more holes than Swiss cheese. Intolerable.”

Miss Hargreaves smiled slightly, then gestured to the wardrobe full of canes.

“Henrietta, there is nothing that would give me greater pleasure, but is he in a fit state to take any more?”

“Oh yes, he can take much more,” replied Miss Hargreaves, as she accompanied Miss Tanner to the wardrobe to select an implement. James was sobbing with fear again.

“My word,” said Miss Tanner, as she surveyed the array of canes and whips, “I don't know where to start.”

“Then, may I suggest a dozen with this,” said Miss Hargreaves, handing her the whalebone cane. “If you're not happy with the result, I will be more than happy to repeat them for you, just to make sure.”

“That sounds like an excellent idea, Henrietta,” said Miss Tanner, with a sparkle in her eye.

“We just need your entry in the punishment book, then you can begin.

In spite of her lack of experience, Miss Tanner applied the whalebone cane to poor James' raging bottom with enthusiasm and severity. She soon had him shrieking for all he was worth. She was flushed and excited as she wielded, and the more he howled the harder she caned. However, all three ladies agreed that her lack of experience had resulted in James getting off too lightly, so Miss Hargreaves administered another dozen of the very best to make sure. They were in a league of their own. They bit deeper into his raging bottom than all that had gone before, searching out fresh nerve endings to savage. The birching block held its struggling guest in its tight embrace stubbornly to the last, venomous stroke.

An hour after Edna had strapped him down, James was released and almost peeled off the birching block, then led to where the punishment book lay open for his numerous shaky signatures. They were further spoiled by tears and droplets of sweat before Miss Hargreaves was able to press down blotting paper.

He worked on the contract through the night, alone in the office. He chose to kneel on the floor at his desk with his bottom bared to the cooling air.  

* * *

From that day on, James worked directly under Miss Tanner at the law firm. Other staff were perplexed by his rapid promotion, especially as he seemed to make mistakes on a regular basis.

“It's almost as if he makes mistakes on purpose,” commented one member of staff.

The frequency of entries in the punishment book was restored to the level of years gone by.

THE END
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