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   THE PUNISHMENT PROJECT
 
    
 
   Introduction:
 
    
 
   Charismatic, handsome, cool, intelligent, driven, masculine, sexy, perceptive and very desirable. Not the words I would use to describe my boss, Zak Rouse, but the words he would probably choose. I have never encountered anybody with such an inflated ego.
 
    
 
   Until recently, I'd been the complete opposite. People have always told me that I'm very beautiful, but all I had been able to see were the flaws. That's changed now, and this is how it happened.
 
    
 
   CHAPTER ONE
 
    
 
   I entered his office with a polite knock on the door, with coffee for two as he conversed on the phone in his habitual manner. Rupert, the new boy, was sitting opposite him, hanging on his every word. Zak was looking out over his magnificent view of Tower Bridge and the River Thames through his panoramic office window. He had his back to his desk, Rupert and me, with his feet up on the window ledge.
 
    
 
   “... It's bullshit, he's bluffing, George. Don't up the offer, tell him he can stay there on a reduced rent until he finds somewhere else, but leave that bit out of the contract. He'll accept, trust me. As soon as the contract's signed, I'll get Martha to initiate eviction proceedings. If you pull it off I'll personally pay for you to spend another night at Michelle’s whore house. In fact, if you pull it off I'll join you...
 
    
 
   ... If the ethics worry you, George, then go and get a job as a Sunday School teacher. I'll give you a good reference. We're here to make money, George. Remember our mission statement, I've kept it very simple: MAKE MONEY. I never noticed Mother Teresa's name on the rich list...
 
    
 
   ... Good. Call me back when it's done.”
 
    
 
   As I put the coffee on his desk he swung round on his swivel chair, winked at me, then replaced the phone. I smiled, inwardly cringing, as he grinned. He was about to become even richer and was wallowing in self-admiration. He loved himself and arrogantly assumed that every member of the opposite sex did too.
 
    
 
   Rupert, however, had shown me respect and had been a little in awe of me when he had joined the company a few weeks previously. Now he watched, fascinated, learning fast, as I accepted this outrageous treatment from Zak without complaint. I was losing his respect and my own self-respect.
 
    
 
   “Martha has just reminded me of another golden rule you should remember, Rupert,” he said, as I turned to leave: “NEVER FUCK YOUR P.A. It will end in tears. It may be tempting and it may be easy, but don't do it. There's a million others just waiting for it within walking distance of where we are now, so don't mess on your own doorstep... Mind you, I might make an exception with Martha one day,” he added, winking at me, “and with such gorgeous lips I bet she can give a fantastic blow job. Am I right, Martha?”
 
    
 
   Rupert was staring at me, wide eyed, waiting to see how I would react.
 
    
 
   “I don't think that's in my job description, Mr Rouse,” I replied, cringing.
 
    
 
   They both burst into laughter. Once again I swore to myself that this was the final straw, then returned to my office seething inside. Why was I letting this happen to me?
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   I'm Martha Downton, highly paid PA to Zak Rouse. He calls himself a property broker, but I just see him as a jumped up estate agent and professional liar. He likes to have an intelligent and beautiful woman at his side, and according to him, that's me. I'm not so sure about that, but perhaps things are beginning to change.
 
    
 
   “Don't judge a book by its cover”, I have occasionally wisely advised others – I didn't always realise this also applied to me. My 'cover', or camouflage had been carefully layered over me during my upbringing. My parents, school, church and work all added their bit, moulding me to conform to the person they thought I should be. I wasn't particularly aware they were doing it. There were stirrings of non-conformity and protest that came from within, but I usually snuffed them out myself, preferring not to reveal them and have them corrected by those who were moulding me. The approval and praise of others was important to me. Life was easier if you conformed.
 
    
 
   I also learned who the beautiful people were. These were the people who smiled at me from magazines, with perfect teeth. They had perfect, air-brushed, complexions, perfect figures, perfect hair and bright, clear eyes. Anything less was flawed, as I was.
 
    
 
   I remember there were occasionally other stirrings from within me that were quite shocking. These hidden tastes and desires were completely taboo and I would have been horrified to have had them exposed. I think the first time I became aware of my suppressed and wicked tastes was when I saw a recording of a film called 'IF', by Lindsay Anderson. The film is set in a fictitious public school and in one scene the main character received a severe caning. The effect this had on me was alarming. I found myself becoming aroused as I watched the brutal punishment. Everything about it fascinated me: The sound of the cane swishing through the air, the obvious enthusiasm of the administrator, the agony suffered by the recipient. I was alarmed that I had such unpalatable and evil leanings inside me, and I suppressed them and never mentioned them to anybody. However, I never missed the opportunity to watch scenes of corporal punishment in films after that.
 
    
 
   My education was 'successful' as I passed the requisite number of exams, and that enabled me to embark on a respectable career in office work for a property management company. I wasn't particularly ambitious, but worked hard, stayed with the same company, gradually working my way up to the position of PA to the managing director. By the age of twenty-nine, I was earning a respectable salary and had taken out a mortgage on a small flat in London. I'd never had any trouble getting boyfriends, but never felt able to settle down with any of them. I seemed to prefer my independence.
 
    
 
   Zak Rouse had been one of our customers. I don't think my boss had liked him, but insisted that he should be treated as a VIP because he was successful, wealthy and offered the potential of good business. I had spoken to Zak Rouse many times on the phone, and had always been pleasant to him. He'd often flirted with me, and I'd obediently go along with it. I didn't actually meet him until he called in at our office to pick up a contract about six months after our first conversation.
 
    
 
   “Martha!” he'd exclaimed, as he'd set eyes on me, “You're charming, intelligent, and now I discover you're beautiful too.”
 
    
 
   “You must be Mr Rouse,” I'd laughed, recognising his voice. “Mr Grey is away for the week, but he's left the contract for you. It's all in order, I've just checked it.”
 
    
 
   “Efficient, too,” he'd said, as he'd taken the envelope from me. “You must come and work for me. I need a PA and you're the one I need. Whatever Grey's paying you, I'll double it.”
 
    
 
   “I'll think about it, Mr Rouse.”
 
    
 
   I'd assumed he was joking, but he'd handed me his business card.
 
    
 
   “You do that, Martha,” he'd said, as he'd pressed the card into my hand. Perhaps he wasn't joking, I'd thought.
 
    
 
   He'd called into the office the following day.
 
    
 
   “Have you thought about my offer, Martha?”
 
    
 
   “I assumed you were teasing me Mr Rouse. I'm happy here.”
 
    
 
   “How much is he paying you?” he'd asked.
 
    
 
   “That's a rather personal question, Mr Rouse.”
 
    
 
   “Let's see if I can guess,” he'd said, “A tight-fisted miser like Grey... I would guess he'd be losing sleep if he was paying you more than the average going rate.”
 
    
 
   I didn't reply. He'd been right, of course.
 
    
 
   “But he's making a mistake, Martha. You're not 'average', and he's too mean to see it. He should be paying you this.”
 
    
 
   With that, he'd taken a piece of paper from his pocket, than laid it on the desk in front of me. It was a contract of employment, between Rouse Real Estate and myself. He was offering me the position of PA to him at double the salary I was currently earning.
 
    
 
   “Think about it, Martha,” he'd said, smiling confidently, “I'll call you.”
 
    
 
   I did think about it, but something about Zak Rouse spelled danger to me. I was hesitant when he phoned the following day.
 
    
 
   “I was right, wasn't I Martha,” he'd said, when I politely declined his offer, “My offer is twice what you currently earn, isn't it?”
 
    
 
   “It might be, Mr Rouse,” I'd replied, coyly.
 
    
 
   “I like somebody who can drive a hard bargain, Martha. I'll treble it. I have to have you working for me. I won't take no for an answer.”
 
    
 
   I'd accepted, and immediately wondered if I'd made a mistake.
 
    
 
   “Call me Zak,” he'd said.
 
    
 
   He'd wanted me to start straight away, but I'd insisted in giving the requisite month's notice to Mr Grey.
 
    
 
   “He won't want you hanging around for a month once he knows you have decided to leave. I wouldn't.”
 
    
 
   But I'd insisted, and I left the employ of Mr Grey with his assurance that I could always return if things didn't work out, and I could tell he suspected they wouldn't.   
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Any excitement I derived from the very high salary I enjoyed when I joined Rouse Real Estate was soon quashed by the way Zak Rouse treated me. He didn't really want me for my office skills or efficiency. I was just a prop. If he'd just needed to have a PA who he thought was the most beautiful, then that would have been bearable, but he also needed a PA who he could humiliate and degrade in front of his staff and customers. He needed constantly to prove that he had total power and control over a pretty woman – me.
 
    
 
   I considered leaving almost every week in the first few months, but I was held back not just by the prospect of taking a huge drop in salary, but because it would be an admission that I had made a mistake in accepting Zak's job.
 
    
 
   I'm actually quite perceptive, and when I was able to rise above the constant humiliation at the hands of Zak, I began to make a study of him. I quickly realised that his outrageous behaviour was a mask, a shield. Underneath all that arrogance and bravado was an insecure man with a massive inferiority complex. It was impossible for me to feel sorry for him, but a more compassionate and charitable person than me might have pitied him.
 
    
 
   One thing that initially puzzled me was that on one count in particular, he was good for his word. He'd made a big point of telling me that he would not make any attempt to seduce me while I remained his PA. He explained that, in spite of his considerable sexual appetite and stamina, his was foremost a businessman, and he would not compromise this by having in-house affairs that might affect the team spirit in the office.
 
    
 
   “So no matter how irresistible you find me, Martha,” he had joked, “Do please try to exercise restraint.”
 
    
 
   “I'll try my hardest to resist,” I had joked back.
 
    
 
   Had I detected just a fleeting look of insecurity in his eyes, as he momentarily wondered if I was being sarcastic? Yes, I suspected I had.
 
    
 
   I began to turn his treatment of me into a study. I played along with his game in front of other staff and business colleagues. Increasingly, I became convinced of his insecurity and his craving to be admired and respected by others. It also began to dawn on me why he was so faithful to his self-imposed rule: 'NEVER FUCK YOUR P.A'. I knew he found me hugely attractive. I could see it in his eyes when he was 'off guard', but he never made a serious move, in spite of the constant suggestive sexual comments.
 
    
 
   He was in awe of me! It was a revelation. As soon as I realised it, his behaviour made sense. He thought I was too good for him, but couldn't admit it to himself. He had put me on a pedestal so he could show off to his staff and associates how he could treat me with disrespect, and how unconcerned he would be if I left, because ladies like me were easily replaced. Most of all, I realised, he was showing off to himself. It was very empowering for me to realise this. Our roles had reversed in my mind. I began to see things from a new perspective and the possibilities were exciting. The wicked desires that still lurked inside me, and that I'd suppressed so successfully, began to seep from my subconscious mind into my thoughts.
 
    
 
   A few days later, I was sitting in in Zak's office with Gary, one of his sales negotiators. Gary was there to discuss a recent acquisition, and I was taking minutes, pouring coffee, and being treated to the usual verbal humiliation. It never bothered Zak if he took a personal phone call during a meeting. He was quite happy to waste the time of others while he talked to friends. On this occasion, half way through the meeting, he took a personal call on his mobile phone. While he stood with his back to Gary and myself, looking out over the Thames, and bragging about the purchase of a new Aston Martin sports car, we were both forced to listen to his side of the conversation. Gary looked over at me, raising his eyebrows in resignation. He'd suffered this before. I, the loyal PA, just smiled sweetly back, and topped up his coffee.
 
    
 
   While I sat there, my wicked thoughts returned.  Zak was still standing with his back to us and was boasting about the impressive acceleration times of his new car. The conversation was for our ears as well as his friend. This was Zak in his element. He wasn't wearing his jacket, so his fine figure was silhouetted against the panoramic view. My eyes dropped to his firm, round buttocks and my mind went back to the scene in the film 'If', where the main character had been caned. How I would love to apply a cane to Zak's bottom. How I would love to see the shock on his face as the cane bit in hard. My idle thoughts were beginning to crystallise.
 
    
 
   That lunchtime I went to a stationers and bought a small black book with plain paper pages. This would be my private note book, in which I would keep a record of Zak's insulting behaviour. Over coffee at a nearby café I made the first entry:
 
    
 
   23rd April – Zak joked during a phone to a friend that he was sure I fantasised about giving him oral sex, but he would keep me at bay for my own well-being because he was too big.
 
    
 
   Punishment – 12 strokes of the cane, very hard, across the bare bottom.
 
    
 
   Date of satisfactory administration:
 
    
 
   Comments:
 
    
 
   This was, of course, just a frivolous, private fantasy. But a seed had been sown and over the coming weeks I would be unable to stifle the growth of this idea. The fantasy would become a plan. The plan would become an obsession. Zak would remain totally oblivious to it until I was ready to make my move. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   Over the next few weeks I kept my little black book with me at all times. Each time I had an idea, I noted it in the book. Each time I suffered humiliation by Zak, I noted the offence and detailed the imaginary punishment. Remarkably, I found I would become aroused simply by reading my list of offences and punishment. The list rapidly grew and within a short time Zak's punishment had risen to in excess of one hundred strokes. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   Around this time I had an interesting and enlightening experience. I love classical piano music and I had bought a ticket for a piano recital of Rachmaninov’s Piano Concerto No 2. The pianist was unknown to me, but reported to be excellent. I'd booked a seat near the stage so I would have a good view. When the pianist appeared on the stage I was quite shocked by his massive size. He must have been double the weight of an average man. I have to admit to being a little repulsed as he flicked his tails away to take his seat. I had a ringside view of his enormous bottom settling on the piano stool and watched in distaste as his buttocks spread over the top of the stool, causing the extremities of his ample derrière to actually droop over the sides of the stool. I remember thinking to myself, “It's just as well Rachmaninov isn't here to see this.”
 
    
 
   Then he started to play. His touch of the piano keys was sensitive and magical. All thoughts of his body size were forgotten in an instant, and by the end of the piece I was almost in love with him. He had so much beauty inside him and he was untroubled by his own appearance. The beauty shone through. I felt ashamed for my initial reaction. Later, I felt shallow about my own previous attitude to physical perfection. Working for Zak, and being able to see through his cool image was enhancing my own self confidence. Everybody told me I was beautiful, but I'd never felt it about myself. Now I did. My shield of make-up, beautifully groomed, stylish hair, and sexy clothes had lost the status of 'essential' to my self-confidence. I was starting to feel very good about myself from within, but I needed to reclaim my self-respect. I decided that I must turn my fantasy about Zak into reality. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER TWO
 
    
 
   I had no real plan yet, just a determination. I was going to give Zak the bare bottom thrashing of his life. Watching him strut confidentially arrogantly around his office was now a source of amusement for me. I knew what he had coming, but he had no idea. He once cast a look in my direction when I must have been fantasising about his impending punishment. For the briefest moment I saw uncertainty and confusion in his eyes. He couldn't read me, and it made him uncomfortable. He, and everybody else, assumed he was controlling me, but he wasn't now. Only I knew that, but he was beginning to sense that something he didn't understand was unfolding. I always reacted as he wanted me to: If he said something humorous, I laughed, but I knew he could sense that I might be just playing the game. I was toying with him. Interestingly, my subtle change in demeanour had the effect of making his behaviour even more outrageous and insulting. I calmly shrugged it all off, then made more entries in the punishment section of my little black book. My word, he was going to have a very sore bottom!
 
    
 
   If I was to cane Zak, it was to be on his bare bottom and very hard. I was going to do it properly. The trouble is, I'd never even picked up a cane, let alone wielded one. I needed tuition and practice. I wanted to take Zak's breath away with my very first stroke of the cane across his bare bottom. Learning and honing the required skills was far easier than I had imagined.
 
    
 
   I soon discovered there were numerous free sites on the internet where consenting adults can advertise to meet people who enjoy receiving or administering corporal punishment, and it was to one of these I turned to for help. I placed the following advertisement:
 
    
 
   Attractive, sadistic lady, London based, wishes to learn how to administer corporal punishment, especially the cane, and requires willing recipients to volunteer tuition and their bare bottom for practice. I am not looking for a relationship or sexual encounters, just help. I do not have suitable premises. Please send email with suggestions and details of experience. Ms MD.
 
    
 
   I didn't have any idea what to expect, but I was astounded by the number of replies I received. Several of them warranted serious consideration. Craig, a 35 year old, living in Kent, was one:
 
    
 
   Dear Ms MD. I may be able to assist. I have been visiting professional ladies for almost fifteen years to submit to corporal punishment with the cane, tawse, and other implements. I live alone in a detached house and you are welcome to visit me here. I have all the implements needed here and I would be delighted to share my experience and you would be free to practice on me. I will respect your conditions. Kind Regards, Craig.
 
    
 
   Craig included a mobile phone number. I was quite nervous when I called him early that evening. Up until now I had just been fantasising and playing harmless games. Now I was taking a real step towards unlocking the wicked tastes that I'd been suppressing for most of my life. It was a big step for me. I was also concerned about who I might meet. I'd never knowingly met anybody who was openly into corporal punishment, so what sort of person would Craig be? Perhaps he'd be strange in some way.
 
    
 
   “Hello, is that Craig?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, this is he,” he replied, cheerfully, “You must be the mysterious Ms MD.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I am,” I replied, surprised, “but how did you know?”
 
    
 
   “Because Craig is the name I use in my secret BDSM life,” he laughed, “and you're the only person that Craig was hoping to get a call from just at the moment. I'm very secretive about my insane desire to be punished. Nobody in my everyday life has the slightest idea about Craig – at least, I hope they don't.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, I see. Well, Craig, as you know, I'm a complete beginner, and you're the first person I've phoned. I had a huge response.”
 
    
 
   “I'm flattered,” he replied. “What would you like to do? Would you like to come here, or would you prefer to meet somewhere more public, so you can check that I don't have two heads?”
 
    
 
   Craig's guess that I would be nervous about meeting him was correct. I thought it wise to meet him in a public place, first.
 
    
 
   “Why don't we meet somewhere like a coffee bar first, near to where you live, so I can check how many heads you have, then if it's no more than two, and we are both comfortable, we can perhaps take things further?” I suggested.
 
    
 
   Craig thought this was a sensible idea. He gave me the address of a coffee bar in Sevenoaks, Kent, and we agreed to meet there the following Saturday at noon. Craig described himself as about five feet ten inches with short, light brown hair. He said he would be wearing a navy blue jacket and would be waiting outside. If I didn't like the look of him, he offered, I could walk straight past. In which case, he said he would wait until 12.30, then go home heartbroken. Craig sounded lovely, I was quite confident that we would get on. I chose the wear a smart, figure hugging, dark blue power suit. I tied my hair up in a tight bun.
 
    
 
   I met Craig as arranged, and he was lovely. He was very easy to talk to and he explained that he was able to really relax in the company of people who shared his secret. I was surprised to discover I felt the same way. My secret, suppressed desires had been a burden, and it was only now, talking to Craig, that I realised just how much. There was an instant camaraderie between us. By the time we had finished our coffee I was eager to take things further.
 
    
 
   “Why don't we drive back to my house,” suggested Craig, so I can show you some of the items you might want to practise with. If you decide it's not for you, it's a nice day, we can have scones and tea in the garden.”
 
    
 
   “I'm quite sure it will be for me, Craig” I assured him, “Perhaps we can have a tea break, with scones in the garden, half way through. You may need time to recover.”
 
    
 
   I couldn't believe what I had just said. The words just flowed out of me. Craig was surprised too. I could see that he was extremely excited by my premature confidence. We couldn't leave the coffee bar quickly enough. He gave me his address, but drove slowly to make sure I could follow him.
 
    
 
   Craig lived in a pleasant, detached house in a leafy Kent avenue. I pulled up behind him in his gravel drive, concealed from his neighbours by tall hedges. I declined the offer of more coffee, preferring instead, to see his collection of disciplinary implements. He led me upstairs to a large, rear, spare bedroom.
 
    
 
   “I keep the door to this room locked,” he explained, as he took a key from his pocket, then unlocked the door. “I like to play the part of a schoolboy, perhaps one who has not done his homework.”
 
    
 
   He opened the door to reveal a school room, complete with schoolboys' desk, a blackboard, and a teacher's desk. There were numerous brass hooks running along the wall to our left, from which hung an amazing assortment of canes, twin tailed leather tawses, slippers and hairbrushes.
 
    
 
   “I made the school desk myself,” he said, shyly, but proudly, as I ran my fingers over the smooth, polished wood of the sloping desk top. It had been beautifully made – a labour of love.
 
    
 
   “This is all wonderful, Craig,” I said, as I moved on to examine the canes.
 
    
 
   The canes varied from thin and whippy, through to a very long, thick and obviously heavy cane. I removed one from about half way along the array. It was about a metre long, about ten millimetres in diameter and bound with black leather at one end to form a grip. It was quite flexible. I swished it through the air. It made a wonderful sound. I loved it.
 
    
 
   “That's a senior cane,” explained Craig. “The canes to the left are junior canes, and the darker ones to the right are dragon canes – a bit heavier and more severe than the one you are holding. The one right at the end is a Singapore cane – very severe.”
 
    
 
   “I see,” I said as I sat down behind the teacher's desk, placing the cane down in front of me, “and tell me, Craig, what would you normally wear during tuition?”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” he replied, looking a little shy and timid, “Well I'd normally wear school regulation shorts, white shirt, tie, navy blazer, grey socks and sensible black shoes.”
 
    
 
   “Well why are you not wearing the regulation clothes now?” I said coolly.
 
    
 
   “Oh... yes... well, I suppose I'd better get changed then.”
 
    
 
   “Yes you had, Craig, and you'd better do so without delay.”
 
    
 
   Fear and excitement flashed across Craig's face as his eyes met mine. I had taken over. It was instinctive. I knew exactly what to do. Craig knew it too.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss,” he replied, before leaving the room. He closed the door behind himself.
 
    
 
   While he was gone, I familiarised myself with the action of the senior cane. I swung it through the air a few times, loving the feel of it in my hand. Loving the whistling sound it made. By the time Craig arrived, I was sitting back behind my desk. I looked down at my watch as he entered, frowned, then looked back at him as he presented himself to me as a smart schoolboy in short trousers. I liked it that he had a cheeky and mischievous look about him. I would enjoy changing that.
 
    
 
   I rose slowly to my feet, walked to where he stood, then slowly circled him, looking him up and down. He stood, obediently, looking ahead.
 
    
 
   “Do you know how to use shoe polish, Craig?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he replied.
 
    
 
   “Then why are yours shoes scuffed and dull?”
 
    
 
   “I'm sorry Miss,” he replied, with the hint of a smirk appearing on his face, “I forgot.”
 
    
 
   I said nothing for several long seconds, studying his gradual shift of facial expressions. He couldn't decide whether to be frightened, excited or amused, then I turned to my desk and picked up the cane, before turning to face him. He now had a stupid smile on his face. I decided it was time to wipe it off.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps I can help you not to forget in future, Craig,” I suggested, flexing the cane as I spoke.
 
    
 
   “Yes Miss,” he replied, excitedly, still smiling.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps a few strokes of the cane will help you remember,” I said.
 
    
 
   He said nothing, but his excitement was increasing.
 
    
 
   “Bend over the end of your desk, Craig.”
 
    
 
   Craig looked briefly into my cool eyes and I saw fear. He wasn't yet quite sure whether to take me seriously. He lowered his torso over the high end of his desk. I lifted the tail of his blazer, then carefully folded it up over his back to ensure there was no chance of it interfering with the contact of my cane across the taught, grey fabric of his school shorts.
 
    
 
   “Four strokes, Craig,” I said crisply, as I took my position with the cane, “Then you will clean and polish your shoes, before presenting yourself back here for inspection.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss,” he replied, nervously.
 
    
 
   His legs fidgeted as I placed the cane across the centre of his rounded, offered bottom. I liked the contrast of his trembling white legs, against the grey fabric of his shorts. I imagined the white, offered bottom under the shorts and wondered if I could make some nice, colourful stripes with my very first cane strokes.
 
    
 
   I saw his buttock tighten and clench, as I raised the cane. I brought it down as hard as I could and it impacted his bottom beautifully with a resounding 'CRACK'.
 
    
 
   Craig was taken completely by surprise. For a first ever stroke it had been magnificent. Even I was shocked, but I concealed it.
 
    
 
   Poor Craig leapt up clutching his burning bottom with a look of pained disbelief and shock on his face.
 
    
 
   “Bend back over the desk at once, Craig,” I said, firmly. “If you move out of position again I will add strokes.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss,” he replied.
 
    
 
   I was pleased to note the mischievous look had been wiped off his face. He looked quite frightened as he hesitantly lowered himself back over the desk.
 
    
 
   As I confidently raised the cane for a second time, I knew I had found my vocation.
 
    
 
   'CRACK!'
 
    
 
   The cane bit in with increased venom. Craig cried out, but managed to stay in position – pity, I thought – not hard enough.
 
    
 
   'CRACK!'
 
    
 
   This was harder still. Craig cried out in agony, rose slightly, with his hands reaching back towards his burning bottom, then thought better of it, and lay back down again.
 
    
 
   'CRACK!'
 
    
 
   The last stroke was the hardest of all, Craig cried out again, but remained in position.
 
    
 
   I placed the cane back on the desk, then took my seat.
 
    
 
   “You had better go and polish your shoes, Craig. I want you back here for inspection in ten minutes. Your shoes must be polished so beautifully that I can see my face in them.”
 
    
 
   Craig rose from his position over the desk. His face was a mask of shock, and he had tears in his eyes. I had never felt more excited and aroused in my life.
 
    
 
   While I waited for Craig to return I made a study of the other implements. I couldn't wait to try them. The dragon canes and Lochgelly tawses were of particular interest. But one thing at a time. I would hone my skills with the senior cane for the time being.
 
    
 
   Craig returned nine minutes later. His face was red from exertion and he was sweating. He still looked in a state of shock and he was trembling with fear.
 
    
 
   “I can see you have tried quite hard, Craig,” I said, as I slowly circled him, “But you've now got black shoe polish on your socks. Did you not bother to take your shoes off to polish them?”
 
    
 
   “No, Miss,” he whimpered, “I didn't think I had time. You only gave me ten minutes.”
 
    
 
   “Are you complaining that I didn't allow you sufficient time?” I asked, irritably.
 
    
 
   “No, Miss. Of course not.”
 
    
 
   “I hope not, Craig,” I replied. “However, the polish on your socks indicates a sloppy attitude. This I will not tolerate and I intend to nip it in the bud. Do you have any other excuses for me?”
 
    
 
   “No, Miss,” he replied, his voice trembling.
 
    
 
   “Very well. You will receive six of the best. This time across your bare bottom, and perhaps a little harder.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no, please, Miss,” he protested, “I couldn't take that.”
 
    
 
   Craig sounded genuinely desperate. My goodness, I was loving this.
 
    
 
   “Take your position in front of the desk, Craig,” I said, crisply, totally ignoring his plea. “Lower your shorts and pants and bend well over the desk. I suggest you hold on tight to the desk legs because I will add strokes if you move out of position.”
 
    
 
   I picked up the cane, then turned to face Craig. He remained standing, frozen in fear, in the centre of the room. His eyes pleaded with me for mercy.
 
    
 
   “So, Craig,” I said, smiling calmly, “You choose to disobey me. That's really good news. It's good news because it gives me an excuse to double your punishment to twelve strokes. You will now receive twelve strokes, hard, across your bare bottom, and if you are not in position, with your bare bottom ready for my cane in fifteen seconds, I will be delighted to double that to twenty-four strokes.”
 
    
 
   Panic stricken, he complied at once, and I had the treat of seeing his bare bottom, sporting quite impressive strips from his initial caning, presented perfectly for the cane. I couldn't believe how naturally I was falling into this role. I was enjoying his suffering more than I had ever imagined.
 
    
 
   I slowly circled him, cane in hand, as he fidgeted and trembled, waiting for his caning to begin. While doing so, I noticed that each leg of the desk had been drilled and fitted with a heavy, metal eye bolt low down, close to the floor.
 
    
 
   “What are these for?” I asked, pointing with the cane to one adjacent to his left wrist.
 
    
 
   “Err…they can be used to keep people in position while they are being punished, Miss,” he replied, hesitantly, “But they need to be used in conjunction with leather cuffs and padlocks.”
 
    
 
   “I see. That seems like a good idea. Where do you keep the cuffs and padlocks?”
 
    
 
   He hesitated too long before answering. I knew what I was about to hear would probably be a lie.
 
    
 
   “I don't think I have them at the moment, Miss. I think I loaned them to another lady I visit.”
 
    
 
   I said nothing, but my eyes were scanning the room. There was a large wooden chest in the corner. I walked over to it. He whimpered as I unlatched the clasp fitted to the lid.
 
    
 
   “So I won't find them in here, Craig?” I said, smiling, as I lifted open the lid to reveal a chest full of various items suitable for use as restraints, including leather cuffs, straps, shackles, chains and padlocks. His eyes looked terrified as he looked in my direction, while I rummaged through the chest.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps she returned them when you weren't looking,” I said, smiling, with a set of four black leather cuffs with attached padlocks in my hand. He didn't protest as I systematically cuffed and locked each of his limbs to the legs of the desk, he simply trembled and whimpered.
 
    
 
   As a final touch, I found a long, black leather strap. I looped this over the small of his back, then buckled it tightly under the desk. This would keep his torso held down securely on the desk top, keeping his gaping bare bottom presented perfectly. Satisfied with the restraints, I picked up the cane. Craig was totally helpless. My power and control over his fate was absolute. I was in my element.
 
    
 
   “Now what should I do about your lying, Craig?” I asked, sweetly, as I laid the cane gently across his quivering bare bottom.
 
    
 
   “I don't know, Miss,” he sobbed
 
    
 
   “Do you think I should double the strokes to twenty-four?” I asked, quietly, as I gently sawed the cane across his bottom cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Oh no, Miss. Please Miss. I'm sorry, Miss. I really did forget,” he sobbed in desperation.
 
    
 
   “Oh dear – more lies,” I said, cheerfully, “I think I'd better treble it. Thirty-six strokes, Craig.”
 
    
 
   “Please no! Please, Miss! Please, that's too much!”
 
    
 
   Poor Craig was still desperately pleading and tugging hopelessly with his restraints as I raised the cane.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   The cane bit deep into his bare bottom. Craig's pleading was replaced with a shriek of agony. His futile struggling became frantic. I watched in fascination as the two, white tramlines that had formed across his bottom began to fill with crimson, before raising the cane again.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   As the second stroke bit in deeper still, hysteria overcame Craig. His high pitched shrieking suggested to me that he had entered a state of shock and panic. I imagine that the agony of the cane strokes was so intense that he was unable to cope with the prospect of another thirty-four.
 
    
 
   I have normally regarded myself as a reasonably kind and compassionate lady, but with a cane in my hand and a writhing bare bottom in front of me, all such qualities had completely deserted me. Craig's panic over the remaining thirty-four strokes were well founded because as I looked down at his stripped, gyrating bottom, and listened to his hysterical shrieking, I felt nothing other than a determination to make each stroke harder than the previous one.
 
    
 
   As Craig twisted, gyrated and fought with his bonds. While he screamed and pleaded for mercy, I gritted my teeth and set about his bare bottom with a sadistic determination I didn't recognise. When an accidental low stroke cracked down across the crease where bottom cheeks meet tops of thighs caused his shrieking and struggling to intensify yet more, I instinctively switched my attention to this area for the next six strokes. All sorts of strange groaning and squealing sounds, along with copious amounts of saliva, spewed from his mouth as my cane continued to decorate his bottom with spectacularly vivid weals.
 
    
 
   The thirty-six strokes, alas, were over too soon. We were both out of breath and both sweating profusely. It had been a revelation for me. I had, at the age of twenty-nine, discovered myself. I was a total sadist, and I loved it.
 
    
 
   Poor Craig's bottom was a mass of angry weals. From the way his entire body was sagging over the desk, dripping with sweat, I could tell he thought his caning was over. Not so.
 
    
 
   “You did make rather too much fuss, Craig,” I said, sweetly. His body immediately tensed.
 
    
 
   “I think you deserve another dozen.”
 
    
 
   His body tensed further. I don't think he could believe what he was hearing. I think he thought I must be joking.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   I'm not sure where my strength and energy came from, but the final twelve strokes were the hardest so far. Poor Craig was hoarse from shrieking by the time I had put down the cane, and I was highly aroused and wet. I had an almost overwhelming urge to release Craig and order him to make passionate love to me, but I'd only just met him. I'm not that sort of girl.
 
    
 
   Craig remained in position over the desk after I had released him from his restraints. I imagine he was exhausted and still in a state of shock. His bottom was a spectacular mass of purple and red raised weals.
 
    
 
   “I think tea and scones would be nice now please, Craig,” I said, as he remained sagged over the desk, “I'll be in the garden, enjoying the sun.”
 
    
 
   It was a good twenty minutes before he stepped out onto the patio with a tray to join me at the patio table. He had obviously had a shower and had abandoned his schoolboy uniform in favour of the clothes I had met him in. He winced as he sat down. I smiled with glee.
 
    
 
   “How did I do?” I asked, excitedly.
 
    
 
   “I'm not sure I can put it into words just yet,” he said, “But I need a cushion.”
 
    
 
   Wincing again, he lifted his bottom from the wooden slats of the garden chair, and returned to the house.
 
    
 
   “I have never, ever, been caned as severely as that!” he said as he carefully lowered his bottom onto the thick cushion. “I can't believe you haven't used a cane before.”
 
    
 
   I felt a glow of satisfaction as he the poured tea.
 
    
 
   “I was planning a history lesson after tea,” I said, as I took a sip.
 
    
 
   Craig almost choked on his own tea, until he realised I was joking.
 
    
 
   I was very excited by my first caning, and Craig, now reassured that his caning was over, relaxed and talked freely about his passion for punishment.  I assured him that it was my first use of the cane and he expressed amazement at how severe the strokes had been for a beginner. I was a natural, he pronounced.
 
    
 
   We spent the remainder of the afternoon, chatting in his garden, during which he recounted his experiences at the hands of numerous professional disciplinarians. He also explained the qualities of the various canes and tawses he possessed and wrote down a list of quality suppliers for me.
 
    
 
   “I really should be going, now,” I said, looking at my watch, as the light began to fade. “I'm very grateful to you, Craig, for the giving me my first opportunity to use the cane. I LOVED it. But I sense my tastes are a little too severe for you.”
 
    
 
   Craig looked both excited and nervous, as he carefully worded his reply:
 
    
 
   “That was the most painful, but most exciting caning I have ever had,” he replied, hesitantly. “I both crave and dread another experience at your hands. As I've been sitting here, very uncomfortably I might add, I've been fantasising about inviting you here again. I suspect I might regret this, but I can't help wondering how you would get on with a dragon cane, or a Lochgelly tawse.”
 
    
 
   I sat looking at him for several long seconds, with a smile on my face. He was forced to look down at the table top. I was becoming aroused again.
 
    
 
   “Tell me, Craig,” I replied eventually, “How long do you think it will take your bottom to recover from today's lesson?”
 
    
 
   “About a month,” he replied, nervously.
 
    
 
   “In that case, Craig, I will continue you tuition in exactly four weeks. I will be here at noon to conduct a history lesson and test, plus a uniform inspection. Is that understood?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Miss,” he replied, obediently and nervously.
 
    
 
   “But before I leave, Craig, would you bring me a good example of a dragon came and Lochgelly tawse. I'd like to have a quick look at what I might choose to assist with your tuition.”
 
    
 
   “Yes... yes, of course, Miss,” he replied, looking a little uncomfortable at he rose to his feet.
 
    
 
   While Craig was away collecting the implements, I took a stroll around his large garden patio. I had returned to my seat at the garden table by the time he had returned and presented me with the cane and tawse.
 
    
 
   “These are very interesting,” I said, as I handled them in turn.
 
    
 
   The dragon cane was about the same size as the senior cane I had used, but it was darker, and heavier. It would undoubtedly bite in deeper. The tawse was absolutely beautiful and I was fascinated with it. It was about two feet long and made of very thick, heavy, but flexible leather, and split into two tails.
 
    
 
   “I imagine the tawse feels very different to the cane, Craig? I enquired, as I slapped it gently across the palm of my left hand.
 
    
 
   “Yes... yes, Miss. It can be excruciating, especially the tips, when it wraps around,” he replied, swallowing as he looked at the implement in my hands.
 
    
 
   I said nothing for several seconds, as I continued to handle the tawse. The atmosphere between us intensified.
 
    
 
   “Before I go, Craig, I'd like to administer just one stroke. Just to get a feel for it.”
 
    
 
   Craig looked terrified.
 
    
 
   “But I'm still very, very sore,” he protested.
 
    
 
   “One stroke won't make any difference,” I said, smiling, as I rose to my feet, swinging the tawse through the air.
 
    
 
   “What here! In the garden?” he replied, looking alarmed. “The neighbours might see!”
 
    
 
   “They won't over here,” I said, as I walked to a stone bench, sited to the side of the patio. “I checked just now. You're not overlooked by anybody here.”
 
    
 
   “But they might hear it,” he whimpered. He knew the battle was lost.
 
    
 
   “Then you had better make sure I'm not given reason to increase the number of strokes to a dozen, Craig. They'd certainly hear that.”
 
    
 
   Reluctantly, Craig rose to his feet and approached me slowly.
 
    
 
   “Trousers and pants off,” I said, crisply.
 
    
 
   He complied slowly. His eyes were filled with dread. I was becoming wet between my legs again.
 
    
 
   As soon as he was naked from the waist down, I noticed he was hugely erect. I resisted the temptation do anything about it.
 
    
 
   “Kneel on the bench,” I instructed. As he did so I caught sight of his bare bottom. The weals I had made had matured into purple, almost black, and were spectacular.
 
    
 
   “I want you to lean right forward and place the flats of your hands on the ground,” I instructed.
 
    
 
   He looked at me with pleading eyes. He perfectly understood the implications of the position I was ordering him to adopt. I'd thought it out while I'd been waiting for him to return with the implements. I wanted his bare bottom exposed in the most humiliating manner for my first stroke with the tawse.
 
    
 
   “You're testing my patience, Craig,” I said, sweetly, as he hesitated.
 
    
 
   He reached down for the ground, and his bare bottom opened for my tawse, exposed in the most humiliating and vulnerable position, gaping towards the sky.
 
    
 
   “Now lower yourself to rest on your elbows, keeping your bottom well up,” I instructed.
 
    
 
   As Craig whimpered and shook in fear, he lowered his upper body further, leaving him even more exposed. I took my position to his side, then snaked the heavy tawse over my shoulder. I remained motionless for what must have seemed an eternity to Craig. My eyes where fixed on his gaping bottom cheeks. The two areas of purple that represented his buttocks were split apart by the virgin white flesh of his exposed bottom cleft. It was here that I wanted the tawse tips to bite in. I was incredibly excited by the response it would generate. I could tell that Craig was terrified, as he maintained his uncomfortable position, but I wanted to really shock him. I would only have one stroke with him unrestrained, so I was determined to make it really count. I shuffled my position to where I thought was perfect to administer the stroke I had planned.
 
    
 
   The seconds dragged on. Craig must, by now, have been wondering what was going on. Perhaps he was hoping I might be having a change of heart because I was shocked by the weals I had already decorated his bottom with. Poor Craig – nothing could be further from the truth. Just then, there was the sudden sound of a bird flapping its wings. It was a pigeon that had been just about to land in the garden, but had seen us, then flown off in fright. Craig twisted his head towards the noise momentarily, and in doing so, offered his bottom in an even more exposed and gaping state. It was all I needed. With every sinew of strength I possessed, I swung the heavy tawse down from over my shoulder. The sound of the frightened bird drowned my grunt of effort.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   The body of the tawse landed hard and square across his left bottom cheek, and the twin tails accelerated venomously into the sensitive white flesh of his gaping bottom cleft, biting in deep with the report of a pistol shot. It was an absolutely fabulous stroke!
 
    
 
   The effect on poor Craig was wonderful. He hissed in a lungful of air, while his arms gave away, then went back to clasp his burning bottom. In doing so, he rolled forward into a bed of tulips, where he proceeded to roll around on his back, trying his hardest to suppress a scream of agony, while his hands continued to clutch frantically at his burning bottom. His face was screwed up in agony, but when he gasped for air, his eyes opened wide in shock and disbelief. Oh how I wished I had him secured to keep him in position. I felt an intense craving to administer another dozen strokes, even harder. I found his response worryingly arousing.
 
    
 
   I did feel a little guilty about the ruined tulips, though, as I helped him out of the flower bed.
 
    
 
   “I have never... ever... ever,” he was mumbling, “felt anything so agonising in my life.”
 
    
 
   It was music to my ears. I was glowing. I had an image of Zak, totally at my mercy. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER THREE
 
    
 
   I promised to keep in contact with Craig. I was very grateful to him for allowing me to practise on him, and he was keen to follow my progress. He was having second thoughts about the history lesson, and was torn between inviting me back and admitting that he found me too severe. I made it quite clear to him that I would be genuinely delighted to call on him to conduct a further period of tuition, but I felt it only fair to advise him that if I did call, I fully intended to incorporate both the dragon cane and the tawse during his lesson and would show no mercy. I also assured him that he would be restrained for any punishment, so once started, there would be no escape. My promises and assurances seemed to excite Craig, and I suspected that he would eventually be unable to resist.
 
    
 
   In the meantime, I needed another man to practise on. Craig would be out of action for about a month and I couldn't wait to further my skills. I referred back to the replies I had received from my advertisement.
 
    
 
   Craig had assured me that my ability with the cane and tawse was quite outstanding. He claimed to have been caned and tawsed by countless professional disciplinarians, and I had no reason to doubt him. I was quite sure I had a special gift in this somewhat taboo art, but I intended to nurture and develop it further. By the time I came to deal with Zak I wanted my skills honed to perfection.
 
    
 
   I chose to reply to six promising candidates as my next practise whipping boys. I thought it only fair to warn them of what they might expect:
 
    
 
   Thank you for replying to my recent advertisement. Your application is of interest to me but you should be aware that, since placing my original advertisement, I have acquired some experience in the administration of corporal punishment. I am now only seeking males who are prepared to be restrained to accept very severe punishment with both the cane and the tawse. Resultant marking will be severe and long lasting. I would be delighted to hear from you again if you are still interested.
 
    
 
   Ms MD
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Zak could sense a change in me, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it. Perhaps I had acquired an air of confidence that he found confusing and a little unnerving. There was no doubt that I now saw him in a completely different light. I was no longer irritated by him – quite the opposite. I now saw him as my victim. I was toying with him while I bided my time. His outrageous and disrespectful behaviour towards me was now welcome, as I listed each offence in my black book.
 
    
 
   Strangely enough, these subtle changes in our relationship had the opposite effect on him to what might have been expected. He became even more outrageous and insulting. It began to dawn on me that this was all he could do. This mask had served him well until now, and as he sensed his power over me beginning to slip away, all he could do in response was what he had always done – but more-so.
 
    
 
   Although Zak's treatment of me was arrogant and insulting to extreme, I knew that underneath all the bravado hid an insecure boy. I also knew that he secretly idolised me and trusted me. He put me on a pedestal. To him, I was everything he wasn't. I was made of 'sugar and spice, and all things nice'. I made a conscious effort to perpetuate his error of judgement. It would make his shock at the discovery that I was an evil sadist all the more delicious.
 
    
 
   I still had no definite plan of how I would arrange to cane and tawse Zak, I just knew I was going to and I was in no particular hurry. The build up to it was really exciting for me. I knew something he didn't know, and he sensed something was afoot, but had no idea what. I sometimes wondered if he ever lay awake at night, wondering what was going on in my head. My power over him was increasing gradually, day by day. I knew it and he knew it, but everybody else was oblivious to it.
 
    
 
   I began to dress and make myself up to appear even more sexy and sophisticated. I knew he had a thing about a particular blonde actress, as I'd heard him discussing her with a client months earlier.  I'd been in his office at the time, and he had been joking with the client about film stars they liked:
 
    
 
   “She's the one I'd really like to shag?” he'd joked, with his feet up on the desk, as he smiled at me.
 
    
 
   “Never heard of her! Where have you been? Look her up on Google image, now...
 
    
 
   ...Yes…that's her. I bet you wouldn't turn down an offer from that...
 
    
 
   ....I'd quite fancy trying that. I bet she's up for it. Can't say too much, my PA's in the office with me. Don't want to give her too many ideas, I need her to keep the coffee topped up...
 
    
 
   ...Martha? Yes, I bet she does, too. I'll ask her one day.”
 
    
 
   He'd winked at me again. I'd smiled back sweetly.
 
    
 
   I began to have my blonde hair styled in the way Zak's favourite actress had in her most glamorous roles. I copied her style of make-up. I even began to receive genuine compliments on my hair from Zak. I noticed that Zak's shield of bravado dropped away more often as he glanced in my direction, wondering what was going on in my head. He couldn't read me. I pretended not to notice, but I always did. Bit by bit, I was unnerving him.
 
    
 
   Zak usually left his office door open. When I had first arrived at the company I had seen this as the healthy, open door, policy of the boss. But as I began to understand Zak, I realised he wanted an audience to perform to, and me in particular, when he was bragging and closing deals on the phone. Occasionally, however, he closed the door, especially when one associate in particular called on him. When this particular person called, who I secretly nicknamed 'Mr Slimey', I noticed that Zak was more serious, and his attempts at humour deserted him. I thought it might be interesting to eavesdrop on these more secretive meetings. Perhaps I would learn something that would further my project.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “What can I do for you Madam?”
 
    
 
   “I want to spy on my boss,” I replied to the nerdish young man who had appeared from a door at the rear of the security shop.
 
    
 
   “Well you've come to the right place. You should understand, however, Madam, that there may be legal implications.”
 
    
 
   “He won't report me,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Neither will I, Madam, so it seems the legalities have been dealt with. Do you have any type of covert surveillance device in mind?”
 
    
 
   “I know absolutely nothing,” I replied. “It would be useful to hide a camera and microphone in his office that would automatically record what he is up to, which I could then replay later.”
 
    
 
   “We have numerous products that will do that for you, Madam. Allow me.”
 
    
 
   He produced a selection of devices, including smoke detectors, clocks, brief cases and miniature plastic boxes, several of which fitted my requirements.
 
    
 
   Zak had a bookcase in his office filled with books suggesting that he was a financial wizard. They ranged from books on the history of capitalism, banking, forex, hedge fund management, and that sort of thing. He'd never read any of them, and they had remained untouched in all the time I had worked for him. They were just for show. The same shelves included a few empty box files, acting as book ends. They would be ideal for concealing a spy camera. I left with two small battery powered cameras, complete with microphones, no bigger than small packs of cigarettes. All I needed do was fit camera memory cards.
 
    
 
   I always arrived in the office before Zak, so the following morning, after testing the cameras, I concealed one of them in a box file on his bookshelf before he arrived. I would replace the bug each day, with the spare fitted with new batteries. I would download anything interesting, before planting the bug again.
 
    
 
   About ten days after setting up my surveillance system, Zak had a visit from Mr Slimey. I was never introduced to this person, but he was a short, bald man, with shifty eyes, who looked most untrustworthy to me. As usual, Zak closed his office door as soon as Mr Slimey arrived. I was asked to bring them coffee, and they said nothing when I took it to them. I closed the office door after myself. They remained together for about twenty minutes, before Slimey left. I was impatient to retrieve the bug, but I had to wait until the following day.
 
    
 
   I was excited when, the following evening, I slipped the memory card, featuring Slimey and Zak, into my PC. After scrolling forward to Slimey's arrival, I sat back to watch their twenty minute meeting. After exchanging pleasantries and watching me arrive with two coffees, they got down to business:
 
    
 
   “Is our friend going to play ball?” asked Zak.
 
    
 
   “I'm not sure. He's certainly interested in the carrot, but he's nervous. I don't think he suspects there is also a stick,” replied Slimey.
 
    
 
   “Well we need certainty now, if we are to commit, Maurice,” said Zak, “So we need to make decisions. More carrot? Bring out the stick? Both? Or walk away?”
 
    
 
   “We have just under a week,” replied Slimey, “I think the carrot is big enough. It's more than he earns in a year. I think it would actually scare him if we increased it. I think he needs to be made aware of the stick, but not now. We don't want to give him too much time to think rationally. I think we should wait for another five days, then, if we don't have his commitment, show him the stick. I think that cocktail of fear and greed will be enough to get contracts exchanged. It doesn't matter if he realises he's made a mistake after that.”
 
    
 
   There were several moments of silence.
 
    
 
   “What would it cost us to walk away?” asked Zak, breaking the silence.
 
    
 
   “Ten... fifteen grand,” replied Slimey.
 
    
 
   More silence.
 
    
 
   “Let's go with your idea,” said Zak. “If we don't have a commitment from him by next Tuesday, tell him that we've just discovered that Michelle has been recording all her clients at her whore house. Tell him that she has recordings of all of us and we are negotiating to get them handed over. Tell him that we'll make sure she hands over the recording of him with that Latvian girl he had so much fun with, and we'll make sure his wife and employers never get to see it.”
 
    
 
   “OK,” said Slimey.
 
    
 
   “How's your handicap?”
 
    
 
   The talk of golf revealed nothing of interest. Slimey left after another ten minutes.
 
    
 
   At this stage I didn't know who they were bribing or what contract they were aiming to secure, but I'd probably find out soon enough. One thing that I was sure of, however, was that Zak was a far naughtier boy than even I had thought. I smiled to myself as I elevated my plan to punish him to the status of a moral crusade. I needed more recorded evidence of his intended bribery, and I needed more practice with the cane and tawse, but my plan was progressing nicely and I was enjoying it.
 
    
 
   That night I stayed in at home and watched a film, “The Sting”. The meticulous planning that went into setting up the victim held me enthralled. I went to bed happy with the manner in which I was progressing my plan to thrash Zak. Poor Zak had absolutely no idea what awaited him. He had no idea of the power I had over him. I couldn't wait to see the expression on his face when I played my hand and the penny dropped.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   The day after my first experience with the cane and tawse I placed orders for a selection of senior and dragon canes plus two extra heavy Lochgelly tawses, a two tailed and a three tailed. I had no intention of administering moderate punishment, only severe, so I had no need of lighter implements. I also ordered a selection of leather cuffs, belts, metal shackles and locks. The items arrived within a few days and I was delighted. I found myself constantly handling them and toying with them when I was alone in my flat. Picking up a cane and swishing it through the air was enough get me sexually aroused.
 
    
 
   Response to my revised advertisement yielded two positive responses. The response, from Martyn, read:
 
    
 
   Dear Ms MD,
 
    
 
   Thank you for your reply. I can confirm that I am able and willing to receive very severe corporal punishment from you. I have a lot of experience and am considered 'hardened' by several ladies that I currently visit. I live in North London, and I'm presentable and healthy. I am a bachelor, so marking is not a problem. Please feel free to phone me any evening between 8.00 and 10.00pm on XXXX XXXXXXX. I look forward to hearing from you.
 
    
 
   Kind Regards,
 
    
 
   Martyn
 
    
 
   The other response was from Chris, and read:
 
    
 
   Dear Miss MD,
 
    
 
   I was delighted to receive your reply. I have been a fan of the cane and tawse for many years (receiving only), and you may find you have met your match with me. I have a high pain threshold and have yet to meet a lady who can break my stubborn will. I would welcome the opportunity for you to practice on me and would be happy to share my experience with you. I regret that I do not have suitable premises for this sort of activity.
 
    
 
   I am confident that you will find me respectable and presentable, and I look forward to your reply. I can be contacted on XXXXX XXXXXX, evenings best.
 
    
 
   Yours sincerely,
 
   Chris
 
    
 
   I phoned Martyn first. He sounded like a real gentleman. I was still uneasy about meeting a strange man for the first time at a private dwelling, and Martyn understood completely. In fact he joked that perhaps it should be him nervous about meeting me. We agreed to meet at Kew Gardens, the following Saturday. Martyn suggested we should meet at the circular seat in the centre of the Secluded Garden. He explained that the garden was sited in a glasshouse and suggested that if I entered via the entrance closest to Elizabeth Gate, I would be able to enjoy walking through an avenue of rustling bamboo beside a trickling stream. I agreed this would be most appropriate, and even joked that I might come armed with a pair of secateurs to cut a suitable cane.
 
    
 
   I replied, by email, to Chris, thanking him, explaining that his reply was of interest. I told him I would contact him in the next week to arrange a meeting.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   I could tell as soon as I met Martyn, that he was very pleasantly surprised by my appearance. I found him sitting alone, where we had agreed, on the circular seat in the Secluded Garden, surrounded by pleached lime trees, admiring the slate water feature. He looked to be tall and sturdily built, about forty, handsome, with short, brown, curly hair and a rugged complexion.
 
    
 
   “You must me Martyn,” I said, smiling, as I sat beside him.
 
    
 
   “I'm delighted to meet you, Ms MD,” he replied, offering his hand, with a charming smile.
 
    
 
   “My name's Martha,” I said, immediately feeling relaxed with him, “And what a tranquil place you have chosen to meet, Martyn. It perhaps contradicts the purpose of our meeting – or does it enhance it?”
 
    
 
   Martyn smiled, nervously. He hadn't met anybody like me before.
 
    
 
   “I sometimes come here when I need to think,” he said, after a few moments of silence. “I might need to find somewhere else, now.”
 
    
 
   “It depends on what you want to think about,” I replied, as I watched the water feature. I was making him nervous. I could tell. It excited me.
 
    
 
   “Shall we walk?” I said, standing to face him.  
 
    
 
   We walked out into the gardens without speaking. It was an overcast day and we were almost alone.
 
    
 
   “Tell me about yourself,” I said after several minutes. “What experiences have you had with the cane? Why do you feel the need to be caned?”
 
    
 
   “In answer to your last question,” he replied, “I have no idea. It must be in my genes. I can't recall anything in my past that might have influenced me. I've always had a fascination and as early as my teens I felt a craving to be punished. It had to be by a lady, though. It wasn't until my early twenties that I felt the cane for the first time. I became an addict after that.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me about that first time,” I asked, intrigued.
 
    
 
   “I used to buy magazines about spanking and caning,” he replied, as we walked, “I felt quite alone in my interest and I didn't know anybody else who shared it. It was just before the internet changed all that for ever. Some of the magazines contained adverts placed by professional ladies who specialised in spanking. I was about twenty when I eventually plucked up the courage to phone one.”
 
    
 
   “What happened?”
 
    
 
   “I was very nervous, but I managed to tell her that I had done some bad things when I was younger and had never been caught, and felt guilty. She asked what I had done, and I told her about spying on girls in the shower room at school. She said I deserved a sound caning and ordered me to report to her the following day. I was very frightened,” he laughed, “But I went. She was very strict, attractive and about double my age. She seemed to know exactly what I needed. I think I was lucky.”
 
    
 
   “Carry on,” I urged, “What did she do?”
 
    
 
   “She led me to an office, where she sat down at a desk, while I had to stand facing her. There was a crook handled cane on the desk. I remember my knees going weak when I saw it. She then interrogated me about my misdeed. I remember her shaking her head solemnly as I detailed my sordid behaviour. Finally, when she had coaxed all the details from me, she told me that my behaviour had been despicable and I thoroughly deserved a caning. I had never been so frightened and excited in my life.”
 
    
 
   “Go on.”
 
    
 
   “She made me bend over the desk. She said that because I had kept the secret for so long before confessing, the caning would be on my bare bottom.”
 
    
 
   “Quite right too,” I agreed.
 
    
 
   “She pulled down my trousers and pants. I remember feeling the cool air on my bare bottom. I had never felt so exposed and humiliated. I felt the cane placed gently across the centre of my bottom, then CRACK!”
 
    
 
   He turned to face me with an excited, boyish look on his face.
 
    
 
   “I hadn't known what to expect, but the agony as that cane bit into my poor bottom was a real shock. I remember crying out and rearing up with my hands clutching my bare bottom. She was very good. She was having none of it. I was ordered back down, and the caning continued. I gasped and cried through a dozen real stingers. I remember thinking, as I left, that I would never do that again, but by the following morning I realised I was hooked. My bottom still displayed vivid weals, and they lasted over a week.”
 
    
 
   “Did you visit the same lady again?”
 
    
 
   “Oh, yes. I phoned her a week later and told her she had been too lenient with me. I was trembling as said it, but more excited than I'd ever been. She ordered me back. She said it was quite obvious that she had not caned me severely enough. She certainly made up for it on the next visit.”
 
    
 
   “And what about now?” I asked. “Tell me about the punishments you receive now.”
 
    
 
   “The ladies I visit now, and there are several of them, I regard as friends. I still see them professionally, and when I do they are ruthless, but afterwards we chat like old friends. I'm considered 'hardened'. I'm restrained for punishment, over a whipping bench, and they cane and tawse my bare bottom as hard as they can. I usually confess to some misdemeanour or other in the days before the visit, then report for the sentence to be carried out. The rules are quite clear. There is no mercy, no matter how much fuss I make.”
 
    
 
   “I see, and when were you last punished, Martyn?”
 
    
 
   “About a month ago,” he replied, “So I've just about recovered.”
 
    
 
   “How timely,” I said, smiling.
 
    
 
   He shot me a nervous smile. I was looking forward to thrashing Martyn.
 
    
 
   “Tell me about yourself,” he asked.
 
    
 
   I told him my experience to date and how I had suppressed my inclinations until very recently. I mentioned that the first and only person I had punished had found me very severe, perhaps too severe.
 
    
 
   “Most men can't take what I do,” he couldn't resist bragging. “Everybody tells me they are surprised what I can take. I've been on the receiving end for twenty years now, so I should know.”
 
    
 
   “I see,” I replied.
 
    
 
   I think he sensed that the bragging was a mistake. I made a mental note to ensure he would later regret it.
 
    
 
   We'd reached the café and the sun had appeared.
 
    
 
   “Shall we stop for a coffee?” I suggested.
 
    
 
   We bought drinks and took them to an outside table, well away from others. I wanted eye contact with him now.
 
    
 
   “Tell me, Martyn. Should I decide to punish you for the confession you will shortly make, where might be a suitable venue for the punishment be administered?”
 
    
 
   “Err...well, I do know a premises that can by hired by the hour. It's quite near here, in South London. It's well equipped, sound-proof, and has a very good whipping bench.”
 
    
 
   “Do you have the phone number with you, Martyn?”
 
    
 
   “Well... yes. I have it in my phone,” he replied.
 
    
 
   I noted with pleasure that his feet were fidgeting. He was scared.
 
    
 
   “Phone them now, Martyn. I want to deal with you this evening,” I instructed, holding his frightened eyes with mine.
 
    
 
   His hand was shaking slightly as he reached for his phone. He spoke to somebody called Eloise. After exchanging pleasantries, he asked if the room was available that evening.
 
    
 
   “Seven?” he asked, looking at me. I nodded with a smile. That would do nicely.
 
    
 
   Martyn spoke quietly for a few more moments, then put his phone back into his pocket.
 
    
 
   “I didn't expect things to move quite so fast,” he said to me, smiling nervously.
 
    
 
   “Tell me, Martyn. How often did you spy on the girls in the showers?”
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   I wanted to use my own implements, so I instructed Martyn to have the premises set up and ready by 7.10pm that evening. I went home, changed into formal clothing and tied my hair up in a harsh bun. I put my canes and tawses into the long cardboard tube they had arrived in, then set off in my car. I arrived early, parking some way down the road from the address of the hired room. I watched as Martyn arrived, shortly before 7.00.
 
    
 
   “Good evening, Miss,” said Martyn. His eyes widened and he gulped, as he opened the door to me ten minutes later, taking in my stern appearance.
 
    
 
   “Good evening, Martyn,” I replied, regarding him coolly, without a smile.
 
    
 
   I said nothing as he led me through a long hall, then down a flight of stairs to a basement. A door off the basement led to a room that could only be described as a dungeon. It housed all manner of bizarre furniture, all painted black and most fitted with leather restraining straps. There was a huge cross, a long table, a cage and other items that I could only guess to their purpose. The item of most interest to me was obviously the whipping bench. This was a sturdy wooden structure, topped with leather padding and fitted with an array of thick leather restraining straps. It was obviously designed to hold the recipient in the well bent over position, with bottom up and legs apart. I spent some time acquainting myself with the position and intended purpose of each restraining strap, while Martyn looked on in silence, fidgeting nervously. I judged the whipping bench to be absolutely fit for purpose.
 
    
 
   “There's another room,” offered Martyn.
 
    
 
   “Show me,” I replied.
 
    
 
   He led me out into the corridor and into a second room. This had been set up as a small schoolroom. There were desks for up to six pupils, plus a desk for the teacher and a blackboard. 'SIX OF THE BEST FOR TALKING' was written in chalk on the blackboard. On the wall to the left hung a large collection of canes, tawses, straps, hairbrushes and some wooden bats, or paddles. On the opposite wall there was a bookshelf crammed with old books.
 
    
 
   I took a seat behind the teacher’s desk and placed my cardboard tube on the desk. Martyn was hovering nervously by the door.
 
    
 
   “Sit down, Martyn,” I instructed, indicating he should sit at the desk immediately in front of me.
 
    
 
   “This is only a practice, Martyn,” I continued, when he had taken his seat, “But even so, I intend to further hone my skills.”
 
    
 
   I watched his face as I removed the canes and tawses from the cardboard tube, and laid them out on the desk. He smiled uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   “I think it would be more fun,” I said, as I toyed with one of the tawses, “If you were to confess your latest misdemeanour. I'd quite like to administer an authentic punishment.”
 
    
 
   I could tell my tone and eye contact were frightening him. He sat smiling nervously, with his eyes on the tawse.
 
    
 
   “I'll have to think,” he replied, after an unacceptably long pause. “I haven't really done anything bad recently.”
 
    
 
   “In that case, Martyn, I'll have to make something up for you. I'm sure I'll think of something,” I said, rising to my feet. “Take off all your clothes, then report to me in the other room. Keep me waiting at your peril.”
 
    
 
   Without looking back, I left the room and made my way to the dungeon. I was standing next to the whipping bench as he hesitantly entered the room, naked, about a minute later. He had his hands clasped in front of his crotch. His head was bowed and he looked scared.
 
    
 
   “Stand up straight and put your hands at your sides,” I instructed.
 
    
 
   He slowly removed his hands from his crotch. I hid my surprise at the size of the erection he had been concealing from me. He was obviously very aroused. I slowly circled him. He was a fine figure of a man. His bottom showed the faint marks of an earlier caning.
 
    
 
   “Over the whipping bench,” I ordered, crisply.
 
    
 
   He slowly lowered himself over the wooden structure. I noted that provision had been included in the design of the whipping bench for his erection in the form of a cut-out. The designer obviously knew what he or she was doing.
 
    
 
   I surprised myself by the way I instinctively knew what to do. I began to buckle the leather restraints that would hold my victim in place while I thrashed him. I applied the restraints quite loosely at first, then, when all were in place, and I was happy with his position, and the presentation of his gaping bare bottom. I tightened each restraining strap to hold him tight. Satisfied, I left him, returning to the other room to select the first implement I would use. The extra heavy Lochgelly tawse, I decided.
 
    
 
   “Now, Martyn,” I said, as I approached him with the tawse, “Have you any misdemeanour’s to report, or have you been Mr Perfect since your last caning?”
 
    
 
   “I can't actually think of anything I've done wrong,” his nervous voice replied from the other end of the whipping bench.
 
    
 
   “I'll have to use my idea, then,” I said as I laid the heavy tawse across his bottom, taking my position to his left.
 
    
 
   “Err... well, I suppose...”
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   Whatever he had been about to say, or confess, was snuffed out instantly, as the tawse bit savagely into his offered bare bottom. He gasped in shock, then hissed in a lungful of air as the agony registered.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   He shrieked with pain as the second stroke bit cruelly into the same area.
 
    
 
   “No! Please, Miss! That's too hard!” He was clearly already in considerable distress. My skill and severity was a real shock for him. Excellent!
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   “I disagree, Martyn,” I said, after waiting for his shrieking to subside, “I think they need to be even harder.”
 
    
 
   With that I began the tawsing in earnest. He shrieked and sobbed and begged for mercy, as the tawse bit into his raging bottom again and again and again. The sound of the leather cracking down across his helpless naked flesh was a joy. After about a dozen strokes, I shifted my position slightly, causing the tails of the tawse to curl around his left buttock so the tawse tips bit deep into his bottom cleft. This caused an eruption of hysterical screaming. His frantic struggling even made the joints of the whipping bench creak. I stopped at about twenty-four strokes. His bottom was a glorious mass of crimson and purple. I left the room.
 
    
 
   He was still sobbing and whimpering as I returned with a dragon cane. He began to protest as he felt the cane laid carefully across the centre of his raging bottom.
 
    
 
   SWISH – CRACK!
 
    
 
   He cut his protest short with a scream of agony as my cane bit in deep. This cane was far superior to the one I had used previously. I loved it. I decided to really go for it. Martyn, despite his obvious shock and distress, was, I sensed, receiving what he had actually craved for most of his life, a punishment that was way beyond his pain threshold. As I raised that cane a second time, I was quite sure he needed what he was about to receive from me. I applied the cane with every sinew of strength I possessed. The desperate shrieking and pleading that filled the room, as my cane began to cover his writhing bare bottom with a lattice of angry weals, was music to my ears. The sadist in me came gushing out. I had found myself. The swish of the cane and the sharp 'crack' as it bit into naked flesh. The resultant guttural screams, were delicious beyond description.
 
    
 
   I administered twenty-four strokes, before the state of his bottom forced me to reluctantly terminate the punishment. I was breathless and aroused, as I dropped the cane on the floor and mopped my brow with a tissue. Martyn was whimpering and groaning.
 
    
 
   We were both slowly coming down from our experience, with Martyn still secured over the bench, when there was a knock on the door.
 
    
 
   “Is everything OK in there?” asked a refined lady's voice.
 
    
 
   “It's fine,” answered Martyn, in a squeaky voice. “It's Madam CP, the lady who owns the house,” he explained to me.
 
    
 
   I decided it only polite to introduce myself, so I opened the door.
 
    
 
   “Hello, I'm Martha,” I said, as I met the concerned face of Madam CP. She looked past me to the decorated bottom of Martyn.
 
    
 
   “My word!” she said, as she took in the weals, her face breaking into a smile, “No wonder he made so much noise. I'll need to get the sound-proofing improved. I could hear his fuss from the second floor.”
 
    
 
   She was smiling with amusement now, and she introduced herself to me as Eloise. I immediately liked her.
 
    
 
   “Martyn tells me you've just started,” she said, as she continued to study his vividly coloured bare bottom.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I replied, “This is just my second caning.”
 
    
 
   “I was just about to make tea,” she said, turning to me, “Would you like some?”
 
    
 
   “That would be lovely,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Why don't you both join me upstairs when you've sorted yourselves out down here.”
 
    
 
   She left with a smile, closing the door. I waited for a few moments, before turning to Martyn.
 
    
 
   “Another six,” I said.
 
    
 
   He tensed, but said nothing.
 
    
 
   He took the final six strokes, the finest of the day, in comparative silence. He later told me that he'd held his breath for the entire six, to stop himself screaming.
 
    
 
   The camaraderie between Martyn and I was difficult to put into words, as ten minutes later we climbed the stairs to join Madam CP, or Eloise, as she preferred to be called by me. Martyn and I had shared a very special experience. He had suffered (enjoyed) the most severe thrashing of his life and I had excelled in my role as disciplinarian.  
 
    
 
   Both Eloise and myself watched with amusement as Martyn lowered his bottom carefully onto the chair at her kitchen table.  
 
    
 
   “That was the hardest, and most intense tawsing and caning I have ever had,” said Martyn, as he took a sip of his tea.
 
    
 
   “I did warn you,” I said, not feeling in the least guilty.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Martha, you did. But I had no idea you would be so proficient. It is really quite remarkable,” he replied.
 
    
 
   “That's quite something, coming from Martyn,” said Eloise, “He's taken some canings in his time.”
 
    
 
   We spent a good hour chatting over tea. I told my story of working for Zak, and how I was now determined to punish him for his eye-watering disrespect, and how I had come to realise I was a complete sadist, and loved wielding the cane and the tawse. I learned that Martyn was a sales representative for a pharmaceutical company, and a bachelor. He had known Eloise for about five years, and had been caned by her and often hired her basement for canings from others. Sometimes, Eloise would join in.
 
    
 
   Eloise, was a beautiful, dark haired lady, and a professional disciplinarian, but she had had a classical education, and had trained in drama. She had never earned enough money to live comfortably as an actress, so had supplemented her income by caning the bottoms of gentlemen. This had been so successful and so much fun, that she'd dropped her acting plans.
 
    
 
   The evening was very productive and great fun. I'd increased my experience and confidence, especially with the tawse, and I was now sure I was exceptionally proficient as a disciplinarian. Martyn said he was very keen to submit to me again, when he was feeling brave enough. He told me that he both craved and dreaded the severity I demonstrated. Eloise and I exchanged phone numbers and she said I was welcome to hire her facilities in future and she also said that she often had requests from clients to be punished by two ladies, so she suggested that we might perform a 'duet' together as some future date. She said she had one client, in particular, who was always goading her by telling her she was too lenient, and she would love to see me wipe the smile off his face. She even offered to pay me.
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FOUR  
 
    
 
   Two weeks later, the hidden camera and microphone in Zak's office provided all the evidence of Zak and Slimey's illegal activities that I needed. I discovered that the person they were blackmailing was a council official. They were negotiating to buy an office building, called Condor Tower, and had supplied him with fake documentation stating that the building was contaminated with asbestos. Due to this, they were able to buy it at a fraction of its market value. They would then arrange for a contractor to remove the asbestos (which, of course would be very inexpensive, because there was none). They would have the building certified as asbestos free, then sell it at a huge profit.
 
    
 
   Over the next few weeks, when Zak was out of the office, I used the opportunity to systematically take copies of all the relevant documentation relating to the purchase of Condor Tower. I copied the fraudulent asbestos report and the fake invoice to remove it. I noted that the invoice to remove it was not put through the company accounts, confirming to me that nothing actually needed doing.  
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, my project was taking on a momentum of its own. I was about to call my third applicant, Chris, when I received a call from Eloise. She said she would be seeing a regular client in two days’ time. His name was Dan, and it was the man she had mentioned earlier – the man who kept goading her, telling her she was too lenient. Apparently, he had just sent her an email, saying that her last caning had been 'pathetic' and that 'a six year old schoolgirl could have done better'. It was all part of the game, laughed Eloise, but she thought it might be fun to introduce him to my skills. She offered to pay me, but I suggested that she might like to make her premises available to me occasionally instead. It was agreed. I arranged to be at Eloise's an hour before Dan arrived, so we could make our plans for him. Poor Dan.
 
    
 
   In the meantime, I phoned Chris. He was pleased to hear from me and reasserted that he was very experienced and could take very severe punishment. He explained that he was a confirmed masochist and had yet to meet a woman who could break him. He thought it would be 'fun' to allow me to try. Being ever cautious, I suggested we meet in a public place first, and although he said he would be happier to 'just get on with it', he agreed to meet me the following evening at a coffee bar we both knew, near the Angel tube station in Islington. I told him I would be wearing a dark red jacket and carrying a white handbag.
 
    
 
   I was thoroughly enjoying my project, and in particular, the new people I was meeting. Without exception, so far, they had all turned out to be nice. We shared a secret and I felt that some might turn out to be real friends. When I met Chris I initially felt he might be the first exception:
 
    
 
   I had arrived at the coffee bar early and was sitting with my drink, reading a magazine when he approached me.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, are you waiting to meet Chris?”
 
    
 
   “Yes. Nice to meet you. I'm Martha.”
 
    
 
   Chris took a seat opposite me. He was about thirty-five, with light brown hair, very good looking (and knew it) and was dressed in expensive, casual clothes, including a Rolex watch, which he made sure was on permanent display as he rested his left arm on the table with his sleeve raised a little. I immediately assessed him to be an arrogant man who fancied himself. He reminded me of Zak.
 
    
 
   As we chatted, initially just exchanging pleasantries, my suspicions were confirmed. Chris was a car salesman who worked for a company that specialised in expensive Italian sports cars. He detailed some of the cars he had driven, and even borrowed for the weekend, and tried to impress me with some of the famous customers he had sold cars to. Poor Chris wasn't impressing me at all.
 
    
 
   When we had finished our coffee we went for a walk through Camden Passage Antiques Market and spoke about the subject that had brought us together. He was obviously keen to go ahead, but he gave the impression that he didn't expect anything he couldn't handle from me. To him, I sensed, I was just an inexperienced, pretty little girl who couldn't hurt a fly – 'sugar and spice, and all things nice'. It was quite obvious that he was underestimating my ability as a disciplinarian, and I suspected he might be overestimating his own ability to take what I had planned for him. Once I had established this, I went along with his delusion, playing the part of a silly, weak young girl who was impressed by the arrogant rubbish that was pouring from his mouth.  
 
    
 
   I told Chris that I had found premises we could use and I contacted Eloise by phone while we walked back to the Angel tube station, and arranged a date the following week with her for Chris and I to use her facilities for a practice/instructional session.
 
    
 
   “I'm so grateful to you, Chris,” I said, as we parted, “I'm sure, with your experience, I can learn a lot from you. I hope you won't find my lack of experience too much of a bore.”
 
    
 
   “Only too pleased to help,” he replied. “It may take time, but if you're prepared to listen and learn, then progress will be made. Don't expect to be an expert in five minutes. I've sessioned with a lot of people over many years. I know about these things. It does take time.”
 
    
 
   “I'm so pleased I've met you,” I replied, starry eyed. “I'm very keen to learn. I think this is going to be fun.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we'll see. It might well be.”
 
    
 
   As we parted, it was obvious he thought a practice session with me would be no more challenging than a walk in the park. Poor Chris. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   The following evening I arrived at Eloise's house at 6.00pm, an hour before Dan was due. She took me to her kitchen, where she made me feel very welcome, and made fresh coffee, while she outlined her ideas for punishing Dan.
 
    
 
   “He's a long established client, almost a friend,” she explained. “A lovely man, and he often brings flowers. However, we have this game we play, where he calls me, or emails me, a few days after I've punished him and accuses me of being too lenient. Of course, that results in him being ordered to report back for a more severe thrashing – and so it goes on. I have a lot of fun, and Dan leaves each time with a freshly striped bottom. This time, he's over-stepped the mark. As I said on the phone, he branded my last caning as pathetic. 'Even a six year old schoolgirl could do better', he'd said.”
 
    
 
   Eloise laughed, as she took a sip of her coffee.
 
    
 
   “Anyway,” she continued, “I thought it might be fun to introduce him to you. He doesn't know anything about this, yet,” she giggled, “I thought I might get him secured over the whipping bench, then, just as I'm about to start his caning, the doorbell rings. Enter you, an old friend who loves to cane and tawse bad boys. While Dan remains secured over the bench, I explain to you just how disrespectful he's been, then you comment that I am obviously being far, far too lenient, and offer to help.”
 
    
 
   This all sounded enormous fun, and we spent the next half hour refining Eloise's plan. She then took me back down for a quick tour of the basement, so I knew where everything was kept and familiarised myself with her canes and tawses, then we went back to the kitchen to wait for Dan. We decided that Eloise would let Dan in, then I would creep quietly downstairs exactly ten minutes later, then listen outside the door for my planned cue.
 
    
 
   The doorbell rang at 6.58pm. Dan was two minutes early.
 
    
 
   “That will cost him an extra six strokes,” said Eloise, as she looked at her watch. She checked her face in the kitchen mirror, gave my hand a squeeze accompanied by a mischievous smile, then left to meet Dan.
 
    
 
   As I waited, checking my watch, I reflected on the rapid course of events that had occurred since I had decided to punish Zak. I was getting to the point where I would soon be experienced enough to give him the shock of his life, but I still needed a plan to execute it.
 
    
 
   I checked my watch. It was nine minutes past the hour, so I finished my coffee, then crept downstairs. As agreed, Eloise had left the door to the dungeon slightly ajar, so I could hear what was being said from the passage outside.
 
    
 
   “So, Dan,” I heard Eloise saying, “Now I have you nicely secured over my whipping bench, I think it's time to decide on your punishment. Your disrespectful comments are conclusive evidence that I have been far too lenient with you in the past, and I intend to rectify that today. You will receive the most severe punishment I have ever administered to your deserving bare bottom. Do you have anything to say before I decide on your sentence?”
 
    
 
   “I'm sorry, Madam CP,” replied Dan, not sounding particularly sincere.
 
    
 
   “You don't sound very sorry to me,” replied, Eloise, “But I think I might be able to change that.  You will feel the tawse and the cane today, Dan, and you should expect no mercy.”
 
    
 
   That was my cue. I tip-toed away from the door, up the stairs to the ground floor passage, then quietly opened the front door, rang the doorbell, then pulled it to. Eloise appeared a few moments later, smiling excitedly. She opened the front door.
 
    
 
   “Martha. What a lovely surprise. Come in,” she said, closing the front door.
 
    
 
   “I was passing,” I said, “So I couldn't resist calling in. I hope it's not inconvenient.”
 
    
 
   “It's never inconvenient to see you, Martha,” she replied, “I was just about to administer a severe thrashing, so your timing is perfect. Follow me.”
 
    
 
   We made our way down the steps to the basement. I noted that Eloise had left open all the doors, so Dan would certainly have heard our conversation.
 
    
 
   “This is Dan,” said Eloise, as we entered the dungeon to see his bare bottom thrust up into the air as he lay secured over the whipping bench. “I was about to punish Dan for being grossly disrespectful. He's a serial offender and I don't seem to be getting anywhere with him.”
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you've been too lenient with him,” I suggested. “Tell me a little more about his disrespectful behaviour.”
 
    
 
   “I caned him about four weeks ago,” Eloise replied, “You can still just see the cane marks – here.” We moved closer to his gaping bare bottom. She ran a finger nail gently over a fading cane mark.
 
    
 
   “I thought the caning had been enough to teach him respect, but, sadly, it wasn't. A few days ago he phoned me and had the audacity to tell me that my caning had been pathetic, then added that a six year old schoolgirl could have done better.”
 
    
 
   “That is outrageous!” I gasped. “I've never heard of such a thing!”
 
    
 
   “Obviously, he will pay dearly for this. I was just about to begin his punishment. I wonder, Martha, would you care to assist. I think a few strokes from you might be just what is needed.”
 
    
 
   “I'd be absolutely delighted,” I replied, taking off my jacket. “I'm in just the right mood to decorate a bare bottom, and especially when it is so deserved. What were you planning to administer?”
 
    
 
   “Twenty-four with the senior cane plus twenty-four with the tawse. All strokes hard.”
 
    
 
   “If you don't mind me saying,” I replied, “That seems a little too lenient in view of his recent outrageously disrespectful comments. Dan needs to be taught a lesson he will remember for a very long time. Tell me, which tawses do you normally use on him?”
 
    
 
   “The standard Lochgelly,” replied Eloise.
 
    
 
   “Has he ever felt the extra heavy Lochgelly?”
 
    
 
   “No,” replied Eloise.
 
    
 
   Dan, I was delighted to see, was beginning to fidget and was looking decidedly concerned.
 
    
 
   “I think, perhaps it's time Dan experienced the corrective qualities of the heavier tawse,” I said, as I studied a fearsome extra heavy two tailed model from her array of implements. “And I also think the dragon cane should be used instead of the senior cane.”
 
    
 
   “Yes. Perhaps you're right,” enthused Eloise, smiling with delight. “Would you like to begin?”
 
    
 
   “I'd be delighted,” I replied, “but first, I must tell you about a tawsing technique I tried recently.”
 
    
 
   I explained how I had recently ordered Craig to kneel on a garden bench, then reach forward to touch the ground, presenting his exposed bare bottom pushed up, gaping, so I could deliver a really hard stroke from above, making sure the tawse tips bit into the sensitive, virgin flesh of his gaping bottom cleft.
 
    
 
   “I managed to administer just one absolutely delicious stroke. The sound it made when the leather bit deep into his flesh was glorious. It sounded like the crack of a whip, but he wasn't restrained, so he rolled off the bench, clutching his bottom, then ruined a bed of lovely tulips by rolling around on them, on his back, writhing in agony, still clutching his burning bottom. The expression on his face said it all.”
 
    
 
   Eloise laughed with glee. Dan looked dismayed.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps we could try something like that with Dan,” I suggested, “But securely restrained, of course. We need him kept firmly in place for the strokes that follow.”
 
    
 
   “That sounds like a wonderful idea,” said Eloise, clearly relishing the prospect, “But as we have him in this position, shall we cane him first.”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I agreed, “We could, but I've just had an idea. Why don't we tawse him in that position as well, from above, then we could cane him from either side, at the same time?”
 
    
 
   “Excellent idea!” said Eloise, then turning her attention to Dan, who's face now displayed alarm, “I think, perhaps, we may finally manage to adjust your disrespectful attitude today.”
 
    
 
   “I'm not sure I'd be able to take that,” said, Dan, trying to sound calm, but now looking very concerned.
 
    
 
   “I'm not sure you have any choice in the matter,” laughed Eloise.
 
    
 
   The whipping bench Dan was secured over was a compact, sturdy, steel structure, painted black, with black, padded upper surfaces. He was totally helpless, but his bottom, although perfectly presented, was positioned for strokes to be delivered sideways.
 
    
 
   I was pondering how we could make the change to his position without offering him the chance to escape (which I was now almost sure he would attempt, as he looked terrified), when I noticed some pulleys attached to a square, arch shaped large wooden frame.
 
    
 
   “What's this for?” I asked Eloise.
 
    
 
   “I use it to suspend slaves by their wrists while I whip them,” replied Eloise.
 
    
 
   “I wonder if we could suspend the rear end of the whipping bench to present Dan's bottom at the required angle?”
 
    
 
   “What a good idea,” replied Eloise, “I was wondering how we could do it without releasing him. He does rather look as if he's changed his mind about being punished.”
 
    
 
   “Well, I haven't,” I said, cheerfully.
 
    
 
   “Nor, me,” said Eloise, ruffling the hair on the back of Dan's head, affectionately, as if he were a dog.
 
    
 
   Together, we managed to manhandle the whipping bench, with Dan still strapped to it, so the rear legs were under the pulleys. We attached a chain to each rear leg by coiling them around then padlocking. While Eloise operated one pulley, I pulled the chain through the other. Within a minute we had Dan's gaping bare bottom beautifully positioned for downward strokes of the tawse and the cane. He looked terrified, and it excited me enormously that he was entirely justified in being so. Eloise, also, was very excited. I could see she was itching to get started with the punishment.
 
    
 
   “What shall we start with?” she asked.
 
    
 
   It was not lost on me that another remarkable milestone had been passed in my brief role as a disciplinarian. In spite of my very minimal experience compared with Eloise, my host, I had taken over proceedings. Eloise had sensed what I felt inside. I was a natural and very real sadist and she had relinquished control of the session to me willingly. She sensed I knew exactly what to do, and she was right. My instincts in the arena of administering discipline had been in place all along, and now they had found release and were gushing from me.
 
    
 
   “Do you have a gag, Eloise?” I asked, as I picked up the two tailed, heavy Lochgelly tawse.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” she replied, cheerfully, “I have several.”
 
    
 
   “Then I suggest we employ the most effective one. You did mention that your soundproofing was questionable the other day.”
 
    
 
   Eloise smiled, licking her lips with excitement, before turning to rummage through a wooden chest at the side of the room. Dan followed her with his eyes. He was now trembling with fear.
 
    
 
   “Do you think we could do this another time?” he whimpered, “I'm not really in the right mood today. I'll definitely come back another time, but I don't think I can face it today.”
 
    
 
   His reply was to have a ball gag forced into his protesting mouth. Eloise tightened the leather straps of the head harness that kept it in place, snuffing out his pleading to be released. He shook his head like a dog, in an attempt to shake the gag from his mouth, but this proved futile.
 
    
 
   “It you don't mind, Eloise,” I said, as I looked down at Dan's humiliatingly exposed bare bottom, “I'd quite like to administer an initial dozen, or so strokes with the heavy Lochgelly. I was left so frustrated by not being able to carry on with Craig. I know it might seem selfish, but I just can't wait to try a dozen, really hard strokes. I want them to be a real shock. I want to see his reaction.”
 
    
 
   “It will be my pleasure, Martha. Be my guest,” she replied without hesitation, “We can start his real punishment afterwards.”
 
    
 
   Eloise was standing the other side of Dan, so she too was looking down at his spread bottom cheeks. She stepped back slightly, as I laid the heavy tawse across his helpless bare bottom. Dan whimpered in dread, and his bottom twitched in anticipation as he felt the heavy strap make contact with his skin. I was in no rush to begin. I adjusted my position to make sure I was exactly placed to deliver a stroke that caused the tips of the tawse tails to accelerate into the sensitive flesh that usually remained hidden between his bottom cheeks. I instinctively knew that the tawse would creep away from me as I swung it, so I stepped back a little to compensate. When I deemed my position perfect, I stood motionless for several long seconds, willing the concentration to make the stroke a masterpiece. The room was silent. Eloise was smiling, but her eyes were intense and bright, and they were darting from Dan's offered bottom and my own face. The anticipation was electric. I felt a surge of added power and sadism run through my body, as I raised the tawse.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   I don't know where the energy came from, but the tawse made its downward journey with savagery that defied my feminine build. The impact, as the tawse cracked down on Dan's naked left bottom cheek, then curled spitefully into his bottom cleft, was astounding. The sound resembled the report of a pistol shot – ear splitting. I glanced up briefly to see the smile fade from Eloise's face, replaced with disbelief.
 
    
 
   If Eloise was surprised, Dan was shocked to his core. His reaction was spectacular. It was now apparent that he was a muscular man, and these muscles now went into a frenzy of contortions, as he writhed and bucked, in a futile attempt to escape the agony of the tawse. A muffled scream bubbled past his ball gag and filled the room. As I raised the tawse again, now confident with my aim, I felt a shudder surge through me, as I realised that I was close to actually enjoying an orgasm. I felt an irresistible urge to thrash him harder.
 
    
 
   CRACK!  
 
    
 
   It was harder! As Eloise looked on, eyes wide in disbelief, the tawsing went up a gear, and the desperate shrieking and struggling of a man in absolute agony became the total focus of me and my tawse. The sound of the leather biting deep into tortured, burning flesh, pushed me ever closer to orgasm.
 
    
 
   At six strokes, I moved to his other side, changing places with Eloise. I glanced at her, briefly, before raising the tawse. She was licking her lips, and looked extremely excited.  The gurgled screaming that spluttered past the ball gag, as my tawse tips began to bite into the same areas of Dan's bottom, but from the other side, and the bizarre, fruitless struggle to escape, encouraged me to thrash him harder and harder. As the final stroke cracked down, with devastating effect, Zak's arrogant face appeared in my mind. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   As I hung the tawse back on the hook, I was perspiring almost as much as Dan. His shaking, sobbing form was glistening with sweat. I had come close to orgasm, but I wanted to save my very best for Zak.
 
    
 
   “I think you need a tea break,” offered Eloise.
 
    
 
   I did. We retired to her kitchen, leaving Dan, still secured, with his bottom a mass of purple weals and mumbling incoherently.
 
    
 
   “I'm almost speechless,” said Eloise, as she put the kettle on, “And that's saying something for me.”
 
    
 
   “I surprised myself, Eloise,” I replied, still a little breathless.
 
    
 
   We kept Dan waiting for his punishment for a good half an hour, as we chatted in the kitchen over tea and biscuits. Eloise was curious to know if I had made any plans to deal with Zak, yet. I told her I hadn't, but for the time being I was content to hone my skills with the cane and tawse.
 
    
 
   “I have visions of dealing with Zak,” I explained, “I don't yet know how I am going to organise it, but I have a vision of having him naked and helpless, bare bottom presented perfectly. I have a vision of administering that first ever stroke to his bare flesh. I want that first stroke to be devastating. I want to shock him. I want his agony to be so intense that he will wish he had never been born.”
 
    
 
   Eloise was listening to me intently, and she laughed when I crushed a biscuit I was holding into crumbs as I described how severely I planned to Zak.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps I could help you lure him to his fate,” suggested Eloise. “It would be fun, and besides, I trained as an actress. I can be anybody you want me to.”
 
    
 
   “That's a very interesting idea,” I replied. “Yes, I'd like that, Eloise. I'd very much like to take you up on that.”
 
    
 
   “It will be an absolute pleasure, Martha,” said Eloise, “Perhaps we should put Dan out of his misery, now. Or should I say, add to his misery. He's been waiting for over half an hour, now.”
 
    
 
   “That's great,” I replied, standing up as I brushed biscuit crumbs off my hands onto a plate, “I will work out a plan for Zak that uses you as bait, but, yes, in the meantime let's continue Dan's punishment.”
 
    
 
   I had a spring in my step as we made our way downstairs. Plans for Zak's punishment had progressed.
 
    
 
   “Now Eloise,” I said, as we entered the basement dungeon, to be greeted by the sight of Dan's almost purple bottom, “Remind me again what you thought Dan deserves as punishment for his disrespectful comments?”
 
    
 
   Dan was blubbering something incoherent through the gag. It sounded as if he was pleading to be excused any more punishment. We ignored him.
 
    
 
   “I had planned twenty-four strokes with the cane, followed by twenty-four with the tawse,” replied Eloise, “But you thought that was too lenient.”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said, “In view of his repeated disrespect I am quite sure that is too lenient, but he does look rather sore between his bottom cheeks, so I suggest we keep the tawsing to twenty-four, that's a dozen each, then follow this with thirty-six with the cane. That's eighteen each. I think we should use the extra heavy Lochgelly and the dragon cane.”
 
    
 
   “Perfect,” replied Eloise. “Let thrash him from opposite sides, as you suggested.”
 
    
 
   Dan was in a state of panic, now. His muffled pleading had become frantic. He must have been thinking that his punishment was at an end after suffering the most agonising tawsing of his life, but now he had learned that it was just starting. He was almost squealing with despair as Eloise handed me an extra heavy Lochgelly tawse, the selected one for herself.
 
    
 
   “Why don't you take the first stroke,” suggested Eloise, “Then I'll take the second, then we'll alternate?”
 
    
 
   “Agreed,” I said, as I slapped the heavy tawse lightly down across the existing weals decorating Dan's gaping bare bottom, as I took my position.
 
    
 
   Poor Dan was in a real panic now. The muffled pleading was desperate as I gently slapped the tawse down a few times, to perfect my aim. The weals decorating his bottom cleft were raw and swollen. More strokes applied to the same region would be unbelievably painful. I relished the thought as I raised the tawse. Dan was still desperately pleading for mercy as the tawse bit in.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   Pitiful muffled screaming filled the room once more as the tawse tips bit deep into an existing, angry swollen weal. As I lifted the tawse, Eloise's was already making its descent.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   And so, Dan's second journey to the extremes of agony began. Such was the energy he put into straining against his restraints and forcing screams past his tight fitting gag that I did wonder if he might burst a blood vessel in his face.
 
    
 
   The tawsing was relentless. We seemed to encourage each other and it became a competition of who could land their tawse with the loudest crack and who could coax the most chilling scream from his gagged mouth.
 
    
 
   We gave Dan a few minutes to recover when the tawsing was complete. Meanwhile we selected dragon canes.
 
    
 
   “Let the competition resume,” laughed Eloise, as we took our respective positions each side of Dan.
 
    
 
   As I raised my cane, I noticed that Dan was shaking, as if he was cold, while mumbling something through the saliva that was dripping past his gag. It appeared that we had broken him. I was a little surprised by my total lack of compassion as I brought the cane down with savage ferocity to bite deep into Dan's quivering bottom cheeks.
 
    
 
   SWISH – CRACK!
 
    
 
   As Dan's body went into fresh contortions and a muffled shriek bubbled past his ball gag accompanied by copious amounts of saliva, I watched twin, white tramlines spring up across the centre of his bottom. They were already changing to crimson as Eloise's first stroke cracked down from the other side.
 
    
 
   SWISH – CRACK!
 
    
 
   Perhaps not quite so spectacularly hard as mine, but very severe all the same.
 
    
 
   We didn't pause once. We quickly fell into a nice steady rhythm, maintaining eye contact, as the canes assaulted his blazing bottom cheeks from alternate sides. He struggled, screamed, frothed, shook, writhed and pleaded, but it made not a jot of difference. Thirty-six cane strokes added a vivid lattice of stripes to his already wealed bottom. It was over too soon and I would have loved to have continued, harder, but I had to be realistic about just how much punishment his bottom could take.
 
    
 
   I could tell that Eloise was ecstatic. She couldn't keep the grin off her face as we hung the canes back on their respective hooks. We were both perspiring, but nowhere near as much as Dan. He was clearly exhausted and sweat was dripping from his heaving body, falling to the floor.
 
    
 
   I loosened the straps that held his ball gag, and the wet rubber ball fell from his mouth. He was gasping for breath and mumbling to himself. I waited for about a minute, then re-tightened the straps, forcing the ball gag back into his protesting mouth. He looked up at me with confused and terrified eyes.
 
    
 
   “It would have been appropriate to thank us for your correction, Dan,” I said, as Eloise laughed, and I took the dragon cane back down from its hook.
 
    
 
   As Eloise watched with glee, and Dan shrieked with fresh agony, another six savage strokes added to the mass of weals decorating his increasingly purple and crimson bottom.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Mistresses. Thank you for my correction. I'm in your debt and very grateful.” Dan couldn't get the words out quick enough when I eventually removed his gag.
 
    
 
   We sponged down Dan's bottom with surgical spirit before releasing him, then gave him a dressing gown to wear while he recovered. He was unsteady on his feet as we helped him from the bench. He was very quiet while he knelt on the floor of the dungeon, sipping at a cup of tea. He appeared to be in shock. Eloise and I left him while we retired to her kitchen. We heard the front door open, then close, about half an hour later. Dan had gone. The dressing gown had been left on the whipping bench.
 
    
 
   Dan contacted Eloise by email a few days later to apologise for leaving without saying goodbye, but had been such in a state of shock and exhaustion, that he just wanted to return to the sanctuary of his home. He explained that, two days after his punishment, he was still forced to sleep face down, and added that he had never experienced such intense agony as at my hands. This was music to my ears, but I was sorry that Eloise had possible lost a regular client. I shouldn't have worried. The flippant emails were to return. Dan couldn’t resist the call of the cane.
 
    
 
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
    
 
   I felt as if events were gathering momentum. The assistance of Eloise would, I was sure, prove invaluable in getting Zak where I wanted him. I didn't yet have a detailed plan, but ideas were beginning to blossom in my mind. In the meantime, I had Chris to deal with. I suspected that Chris might be my final rehearsal before I dealt with Zak.
 
    
 
   Back in the office, it was now quite clear that Zak was feeling increasingly insecure in my presence. Nothing was said, nothing had happened. It was simply an atmosphere between us. He carried on in his arrogant ways, of course, but I occasionally caught a glimpse of his eyes as he tried to read mine. It got him nowhere. I was giving nothing away, but I could tell he was uncomfortable. I knew something he didn't know, and he could sense it. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   I was delighted that Chris maintained his confidence and arrogance when we met, as arranged, at Eloise's. I felt a little guilty in the way I went along with his assumption that I was just a weak, feminine and inexperienced little girl who couldn't hurt a fly. I pretended to be in awe of his vast experience. It was obvious that Chris was quite confident that punishment from me would be feeble at best. I did nothing, initially, to have him suspect anything else. I even dressed the part, choosing to wear a light, summery, floral dress. I giggled nervously as we met Eloise at the door. She knew what I was up to and went along with my deception with the skill of a Shakespearian actor.
 
    
 
   “You may find things in the dungeon you may not recognise, Martha, but from what you have told me about Chris, he will know what everything is for. I'll just leave you to it, and I'll be upstairs if you need anything.”  
 
    
 
   Eloise led us down to the dungeon in the basement and I noted that she had thoughtfully placed the whipping bench under the wooden frame and pulleys.
 
    
 
   “Well,” I said, a little nervously, “I'm not sure how to start.”
 
    
 
   “It's probably best if you practice at taking control,” suggested Chris. “You need to instruct me what to do. It might not come naturally at first, but you should try.”
 
    
 
   “Yes...yes, of course,” I said, faking nervousness, “I suppose I should ask you to undress.”
 
    
 
   “No, no,” corrected Chris, “You mustn't ask me to undress, you should order me to.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I replied, in a fluster, “Take off your clothes... at once.”
 
    
 
   As I giggled, self-consciously, Chris began to undress.
 
    
 
   “And, don't apologise,” he said, as he folded his trousers, “Sorry, is not in the vocabulary of a dominant mistress.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” I replied, weakly.
 
    
 
   Chris shook his head, resigning himself to my inexperience, as he removed his final item of clothing. He stood before me naked. I noted he was erect, so he must have felt some excitement.
 
    
 
   “I've decided you are to be punished while strapped over the punishment thingy... that.” I said, pointing at the whipping bench.
 
    
 
   “It's called a whipping bench,” he corrected, shaking his head again, despairing at my ignorance, “and you won't need to restrain me. I'll be able to take anything you can administer.”
 
    
 
   “Well... I'm the boss,” I said, “and you have to do what I say.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course,” he replied, smiling. “Would you like me to move the whipping bench away from that frame? It might get in the way.”
 
    
 
   “No,” I replied, stubbornly, “I like it where it is.”
 
    
 
   “Very well. You know best…Miss.”
 
    
 
   I was delighted that he was so convinced by my charade of ignorance. He was obviously quite sure of my incompetence as he lowered himself over the whipping bench and allowed me to start tightening up the restraining straps.
 
    
 
   When all the straps had been deployed, and I deemed him helpless, I tighten each a further notch.
 
    
 
   “No tighter than that,” he suggested.
 
    
 
   I said nothing, but stooped down in front of him, smiling confidently for the first time. I flicker of uncertainty flashed across his face.
 
    
 
   In no particular hurry, I rose to my feet, then opened the trunk at the side of the room, then removed the ball gag and harness.
 
    
 
   “You won't need that,” said Chris, “In fact it would be a bad idea. I won't be able to make suggestions.”
 
    
 
   “I think it will be needed, Chris,” I replied, smiling sweetly, “And I think I might manage without your instructions.”
 
    
 
   The first look of fear flashed across his face as I approached him with the gag.
 
    
 
   “But I...”
 
    
 
   I cut his sentence dead as I pushed the ball firmly into his mouth, then tightened the harness straps to keep it in place.
 
    
 
   Next I began to lower the pulley chains. Chris was straining to look back, unable to see what I was doing. I didn't enlighten him. He would find out soon enough.
 
    
 
   With the chains attached to the legs of the whipping bench, I began to raise the end of the bench by pulling down on each geared chain. I raised his gaping bare bottom to the required height with ease.
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said, running my fingers over his presented bare bottom, “I think that's just about right.”
 
    
 
   I smiled down at his upturned face. He was frightened, and confused. He attempted to say something, but the ball gag reduced it to a meaningless gurgle. His frightened eyes followed me as I walked to the array of implements hanging from the wall. He looked dismayed when I selected the extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. He attempted to speak again. I laughed at the resultant sound.
 
    
 
   I laid the heavy tawse across his upturned bottom, then adjusted my footing. I wanted the first stroke to be spectacular. I wanted it to be a real shock. I wanted the tawse tips to snake into his bottom cleft with such venom that it took his breath away. I looked down to see his face turned sideways, with his terrified eyes looking back up at me. I smiled sweetly back, then turned my attention back to his bottom. I stood, motionless, with the tawse resting on his bottom, for several long seconds. I thought of all the disrespectful and arrogant things that Zak had said and done. Chris was about to sample just a taste of what I had planned for Zak. It would be fascinating to get his feedback when I eventually released him. I gritted my teeth, felt anger and power surge into my right arm. I raised the tawse over my right shoulder, and felt the twin tails slap lightly against my own clothed bottom. I was delighted that it hurt a little, and it encouraged me to put every ounce of strength into the downward stroke of the heavy tawse. I let out an involuntary groan, as all my energy transferred into the tawse tails.
 
    
 
   CRACK!  
 
    
 
   It was a magnificent stroke. The weight of the tawse completely flattened his left bottom cheek, as the tail tips whipped into his bottom cleft, where they buried themselves deep into his unblemished, white flesh. As the tawse bounce out, his body went rigid, he threw his head back, and a roar of agony frothed past the ball gag.
 
    
 
   I engaged the upward velocity of the tawse as it bounced back, and propelled it back over my shoulder. This time it made quite sharp contact with my own bottom, the sting was intense, but I didn’t care. All I cared about was that the tawse would bite even harder into the offered bare bottom that lay under my gaze.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   Chris's body went into a frenzy as stroke two bit in. His head shook like that of a shaggy dog, shaking off water from a dip in a pond. An animal-like squealing bubbled past his ball gag. His feet curled and uncurled bizarrely, as if trying to grasp at the air.
 
    
 
   CRACK!
 
    
 
   In spite of the considerable pain I was now feeling as the tawse slapped across my own bottom, I continued mercilessly. Each stroke, I was determined, would outclass the former and bite in deeper. After just six strokes his bottom was a blaze of colour. His muffled shrieking had become hysterical. I quickly switched sides to begin another six from the other side. As I did so, the dungeon door quietly opened. Eloise couldn't resist the show. I ignored her, and continued the tawsing with maximum vigour.
 
    
 
   Twelve tawse strokes left Chris's bare bottom a mass of purple weals, particularly in his bottom cleft. He was whining and groaning. A pool of saliva had formed on the floor under his head. His body was shaking and dripping with sweat. His bloodshot eyes filled with fresh terror as he watched me hang up the tawse and take down the dragon cane. He was attempting to plead for mercy as I raised the cane, then brought it down across his spectacularly coloured bottom with all the power I could muster.
 
    
 
   SWISH – CRACK!
 
    
 
   Renewed, muffled screaming filled the room as my cane began its work. My sadism and the merciless venom I put into the caning shocked even myself. His writhing agony was an aphrodisiac to me. The more desperate his shrieking and writhing became, the harder I caned him. It took all my will power to stop at just twelve venomous strokes. His bottom was now a mass of angry weals. He would be marked for weeks. I hung up the cane, smiled excitedly at Eloise, as she quietly left the room, then mopped my brow with a tissue. It was only now I realised just how hard the tawse had been slapping against my own bottom. It was burning quite fiercely, but it no doubt paled into insignificance compared to the agony that had eaten into the raging bottom cheeks that remained presented in front of me.
 
    
 
   “Before I remove your gag, Chris,” I said, breathlessly, “I should inform you that I expect to be thanked after administering punishment. This must be your first action. Failure to do so will result in further punishment. Do you understand?”
 
    
 
   His head nodded vigorously as he whimpered his agreement.
 
    
 
   The transformation of Chris was total. He'd mounted the whipping bench with an air of arrogance. Less than fifteen minutes later, I unbuckled the restraining straps of a different person. We gave him tea, and he meekly bade us goodnight, thanking me once again for his punishment. I didn't expect to hear from Chris again, but amazingly, he was to return for another thrashing about two months later, this time as a worshipping devotee.
 
    
 
   I had a sore right bottom cheek myself, but it was a small price to pay. In fact I quite enjoyed feeling the soreness each time I sat down for the following twenty-four hours as it reminded me how sore Chris was sure to be, and of course, how sore Zak would shortly be.
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER SIX
 
    
 
   I now felt ready to deal with Zak. Over the next week, Eloise and I met for coffee twice to plan how we would render Zak helpless for the thrashing I was now totally obsessed with administering. The objective was simple. We would engineer a scenario where he would be lulled into a situation that allowed us to strap him down with his bare bottom perfectly presented for punishment, then I would administer a thrashing so severe that he would wish he had never been born.
 
    
 
   I was now quite happy with my technique and skill with both the cane and the tawse, but to make sure I was equipped to administer the very hardest of thrashings, I vowed to work out in the gym every day for two weeks, concentrating on stamina and strength building exercises, especially for my arms. It meant delaying Zak's fate for a while, but I wanted to be in peak condition.
 
    
 
   The problem of how to get Zak naked and restrained was the part that needed the most careful planning.
 
    
 
   “What are his interests, apart from making money, showing off and indulging in sex?” asked Eloise, as we sipped drinks in a coffee bar we had met up in one lunchtime.
 
    
 
   “I know he plays squash,” I replied, “and I know he likes reflexology. He sometimes visits a lady who massages his feet. It says it de-stresses him, in fact he once joked that it's even better than sex.”
 
    
 
   “Ok,” said Eloise, “I've got an idea. Why don't we arrange for me to meet Zak. Perhaps I could call in to see you at work when Zak is around, to give me a chance to make a play for him.”
 
    
 
   Eloise outlined her idea, then together we hatched a plan. We thought long and hard about how we would engineer the method we would employ to get Zak restrained in the position I wanted him for his thrashing, but again Eloise came up with an idea. She said she would talk to the man who made the wooden items in her dungeon.
 
    
 
   It took a further three weeks to complete our preparation, by which time I was the fittest and strongest I had ever been. We had the equipment in place at Eloise's house and I had purchased three new dragon canes and a new extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. I had paid a premium for both the canes and the tawse, and Eloise had spoken to suppliers of both, specifying that the very finest and most severe they could produce would be good enough. She was known to them as a valued client. The tawse, in particular, turned out to be magnificent. It had been made, the Scottish maker told us, from a piece of very old, very thick and heavy hide that was in limited supply. It was exactly what I wanted. Very heavy, but flexible.
 
    
 
   In the final week leading up to actioning our plan I tried the tawse out on one of Eloise's hardened clients, George. He was more than happy to render himself naked and restrained by the equipment we had had made for Zak on the understanding that he would receive just six strokes with my special tawse. He looked at me, then at the tawse, and said “No problem,” before we strapped him down.
 
    
 
   After just one stroke, George was blubbering and pleading for mercy. After two, I thought his screaming would disturb the neighbours. I hadn't even applied the strokes with particular venom, they were just good, sound strokes. After a few moments of indecision, Eloise fitted the ball gag, and I administered another four strokes. The final two were very hard. George's writhing and muffled shrieking were enough to confirm that the tawse was superb. The weals it produced were spectacular.
 
    
 
   George took considerable time to recover. Initially, when we released him from his restraints, he knelt on the floor, shaking, eyes wide in shock, as he nursed his burning bottom with his hands. When we took him to the kitchen, sat him down, and calmed him with a brandy, he told us that the tawsing had produced agony he had not previously believed possible. He was amazed by how hard I could wield it. It was music to my ears. I was ready for Zak. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   * * *  
 
    
 
   In a prearranged text message, I pressed the send button, to set our plan in motion. It was Tuesday afternoon, and I accepted that I would probably have lost my job before the week was out. But I didn't care as I was quite sure I could now work as a professional disciplinarian. Zak would have received what he deserved, had the shock of his life and would find it painful to sit down for some considerable time.
 
    
 
   The text message was to Eloise. It simply read 'now'. She was in a coffee bar local to my office. Zak was having a meeting with a client and his diary showed he had no appointments scheduled for the rest of the day.
 
    
 
   Eloise walked into the office about ten minutes later, and she looked sensational. She was wearing a figure hugging beige suit, with a white blouse that displayed her perfect cleavage, complete with seamed stockings and white stiletto heels. Her dark hair shone and flowed over her shoulders and she had made her face up beautifully. I had never seen her look so stunning. Zak had noticed her too. After standing close to my desk for a few moments, in full view of him through his office window, she sat down at my desk, positioning herself to ensure he could see her cleavage. He couldn't take his eyes off her, and she smiled briefly back at him, before turning to me for our pre-planned chat. She had a book with her, borrowed from the Library, called “Advanced Reflexology Techniques', and she laid this face up on my desk.
 
    
 
   Through the corner of my eye, I could see Zak rising to his feet, looking at his watch, while stealing glances at Eloise. He was concluding his meeting as quickly as he could. He wanted to know who my friend was.
 
    
 
   “Anyway,” said Eloise, as Zak's office door opened, and Zak showed out his client, “I suppose I ought to be getting along. My reflexology course is complete, so now I need to find my first victim.”
 
    
 
   “Why not stay for a coffee, Eloise,” I replied, “I'm sure Zak won't mind.”
 
    
 
   “This is an old school friend of mine, Zak,” I said, as Zak continued to admire my friend.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course you can stay for a coffee,” beamed Zak. “Did I hear you mention reflexology?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” replied Eloise, smiling, I've just finished a course, but I've yet to subject a real client to my new skills.”
 
    
 
   “I'd be delighted to be your first victim,” said Zak, still smiling.
 
    
 
   “That's very sweet of you,” said Eloise, rising to her feet, “But I really do have to dash, I'm afraid I don't have time for a coffee.”
 
    
 
   Eloise took a business card from her pocket and handed it to Zak. It read 'REFLEXOLOGY PLUS by Eloise' followed by a phone number.
 
    
 
   “My service will include a little more than just reflexology,” she said, picking up her book. “I don't have time to explain now, but do call me. Lovely to see you again, Martha.”
 
    
 
   With a last, seductive smile aimed at Zak, she left the office.
 
    
 
   “Martha,” said Zak, sitting down opposite me, “You have to tell me all about Eloise. I seriously feel the need for some reflexology, and I urgently need to know what the 'PLUS' is.”
 
    
 
   “Well, as Eloise said, we are old school friends,” I lied, “and she is, for want of a better description, an upmarket lady of the night, so I'll leave it to your imagination what the 'PLUS' is.”
 
    
 
   Zak was hanging on to my every word. He hoped to get more from me, but that was all I had to offer. He looked down at her card again.
 
    
 
   “If you want to know more, perhaps you should phone her,” I suggested.
 
    
 
   He did. That very night, and he arranged for an hour of 'reflexology plus' the following evening at 7.00pm. Poor Zak.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   I arrived at Eloise's the following evening at 6.00. Everything was prepared, so we sat in the kitchen, going over our plan while we waited for Zak. The doorbell rang at 6.50.
 
    
 
   “He's keen,” said Eloise, as she rose to her feet, “I'll see you in about ten minutes.”
 
    
 
   She left the room to admit Zak. She had dressed for the part, wearing a very short hemmed, light dress, showing a lot of cleavage and legs. Zak would certainly leave his brains behind when he caught sight of her. I walked to just inside the open kitchen door, so I might be able to hear what was said.
 
    
 
   “Ah, good, you're early, Zak,” do come in.
 
    
 
   “Hello Eloise,” I heard Zak reply, “Thank you for seeing me at such short notice.”
 
    
 
   I heard the front door close, then footsteps on the stairs. We had decided to deal with Zak in the spare bedroom, as the bed had a sturdy metal frame with ornate metal ends. She led him into the room, but left the door ajar.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you don't want paying,” asked Zak, “I'm quite happy to.”
 
    
 
   “No,” replied Eloise, “I'd really prefer not to. This will be new for me, so there is no charge. But I will insist that we do things my way, and I did warn you that I'm a little kinky, didn't I?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, you did,” I could almost hear the grin that was spread across this face, “So am I, and I'm all yours to do as you like with.”
 
    
 
   “Good boy,” purred Eloise, “Now before we do anything else, let’s have all those clothes off. For reflexology the feet need to be naked, but reflexology plus is only possible if you are totally naked.”
 
    
 
   “What about you?” asked Zak, excitedly, “Will you be naked too?”
 
    
 
   “One thing at a time,” replied Eloise, seductively.
 
    
 
   I heard the rustle of clothes. Zak, I guessed, couldn't get them off quickly enough.
 
    
 
   “My word, Zak, Martha didn't warn me what a big boy you are!” exclaimed Eloise.
 
    
 
   “She doesn't know, yet,” replied Zak, proudly.
 
    
 
   “Now, I want you on your back, please,” said Eloise, quietly.
 
    
 
   “That's right. Now reach up to grip the bed head. I'm just going to make sure you stay where I want you.”
 
    
 
   “Hang on. What are the handcuffs for?” asked Zak, sounding concerned.
 
    
 
   “I did explain on the phone, Zak, that I like my sessions to be a little kinky,” replied Eloise, “You being helpless and at my mercy is an essential ingredient. Now just be a good boy and grip the bed head.”
 
    
 
   “I'm not sure I'm happy about the handcuffs,” said Zak.
 
    
 
   “I thought you told me you liked things kinky,” said Eloise, a little irritated.
 
    
 
   “Well, I do, but I just wasn't expecting to be cuffed to the bed. I thought you'd tickle my feet for a few minutes, then give me a blow job. Something like that. Can't we do it without the cuffs?”
 
    
 
   “I'm afraid not, Zak,” said Eloise, sounding annoyed. “I don't think this is going to work. I've spent a lot of time planning your session because it was to be something new, with surprises. Perhaps I need to rethink my approach. If you don't mind, I don't feel in the right frame of mind.”
 
    
 
   “What am going to do about this, then?” said Zak, now annoyed himself.
 
    
 
   “You'll just have to find yourself another woman or go home and play with yourself,” replied Eloise, sounding outraged.
 
    
 
   “I've obviously upset you,” said Zak. “I think I'd better go.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, perhaps you should,” said Eloise.
 
    
 
   Nothing was said, but I could hear the rustling of clothes.
 
    
 
   “I'll be off,” said Zak, eventually.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for coming,” said Eloise. “You have no idea what you've missed, Zak.”
 
    
 
   “It was just the handcuffs,” said Zak, sounding regretful. “They scared me off.”
 
    
 
   “You were quite right to be scared, Zak,” said Eloise, sounding seductive again. “Who knows what I might have done. I might have eaten you alive.”
 
    
 
   There was a long pause, as Zak's mind raced. Then I heard footsteps. He was leaving.
 
    
 
   Eloise appeared in the kitchen, dejected, a few moments after the front door closed. We opened a bottle of wine to drown our disappointment and frustration. Eloise felt she had let me down, but I thought she'd been brilliant. It was the plan that was weak. Zak had quite rightly been distrustful.  
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “I'm not sure what to make of that friend of yours,” said Zak, about a week later.
 
    
 
   “Which friend is that?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Eloise. The one who does reflexology.”
 
    
 
   I'd been half expecting him to come into the office complaining about her the morning after our failed plan, but he'd been uncharacteristically quiet.
 
    
 
   “Oh...her. You phoned her?”
 
    
 
   “I did more than phone her. I went to see her.”
 
    
 
   I said nothing. I didn't want to appear interested, but he was hovering, and wanted to talk.
 
    
 
   “So, she hasn't said anything about it to you, then? She didn't tell you about my visit?”
 
    
 
   “No, I hardly ever talk to her. She's an old school friend, but we have hardly any contact now,” I lied.
 
    
 
   “Ah, I see.” He was still hovering. “What exactly did you mean when you said she was a bit kinky? I went to her for reflexology, but she wanted to handcuff me.”
 
    
 
   “I really don't know, Zak,” I replied. “I knew her at school and she was fun to be with, and all the boys were in love with her, but she seemed quite harmless. I don't know the details of her tastes in things sexual, she just joked with me that she likes kinky fun with some of her clients when I met her recently. I didn't ask her to enlarge on it. It's not really any of my business.”
 
    
 
   “Are you likely to see her again, soon?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “We talked about meeting for coffee one lunchtime, but we haven't made any definite plans.”
 
    
 
   “Ah…”
 
    
 
   He hesitated for a few moments, as if about to say more, then went back to his office.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   “He was asking about you today, Eloise,” I said, as soon as she answered the phone. “He's definitely interested in you. He asked if I'd be seeing you again.”
 
    
 
   “Oh good. What did you say?”
 
    
 
   “I remained vague and not particularly interested. I said we might meet for coffee some time, but had no definite plans. He asked what you meant by 'kinky' but I said I didn't know.”
 
    
 
   “This sounds promising. Perhaps we should meet for coffee, and make sure Zak knows about it.”
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
    
 
   “Have you seen that friend of yours, Eloise, lately?” asked Zak a few days later. He was attempting to sound casual, but failing.
 
    
 
   “I'm meeting her for lunch tomorrow, as it happens,” I replied, “She phoned me last night.”
 
    
 
   “How's her reflexology thing going?”
 
    
 
   “Sensational was the word she used. She sounded quite excited by the number of bookings she's taking.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, that's good.”
 
    
 
   I could tell that Zak wanted to know more, but I wasn't volunteering anything. He hesitated by my desk before returning to his office.
 
    
 
   I suspected he was now regretting turning down Eloise's offer of free reflexology plus, but we had decided to play things differently this time. Eloise would play harder to get. I called her as soon as Zak had left the office, and we made our plans for the following day.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   If Zak had been hoping I would meet Eloise in the office, he was to be disappointed. He stayed in his office over the lunch period, which was unusual for him, and he was still there when I returned from my meeting with Eloise. Eloise had dressed exquisitely for our lunch date and looked stunning. Zak was treated to just a brief glimpse of her when she walked back to my office with me. She gave Zak a little wave and a smile through his office window, but had gone before he had a chance to talk to her. He was restless for the remainder of the day.
 
    
 
   Eloise phoned me that evening.
 
    
 
   “He's just phoned me,” she said, excitedly. “He's coming to see me tomorrow evening at 7.00.”
 
    
 
   “Tell me how it went.”
 
    
 
   “He said he now regretted walking away from his free reflexology plus session and wondered if I might see him again. I told him that I no longer offered free sessions, but said I would be happy to see him as a paying client. He sounded a bit put out when I quoted him double what I would normally charge, but when I explained that I put so much energy into each session that it was only possible for me to entertain one client each day, he sounded keener than ever.”
 
    
 
   “What about the handcuffs?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “I explained to him they were compulsory.” replied Eloise, “I said that it was essential for him to feel helpless if he was to enjoy the full benefit of the session. I said it would be more exciting, and he seemed to accept that.”  
 
    
 
   I agreed to arrive at Eloise's the following evening at 6.00.
 
    
 
   Zak was restless at work the following day. I discreetly studied the man I would thrash, as he frequently glanced at his watch and anticipated his evening of lust and passion. I knew it was going to work this time. Zak would be led to his fate like a lamb to the slaughter. His craving to experience the delights of Eloise's reflexology plus had pushed all rational thought from his head.       
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   He was five minutes early. Eloise put down her coffee, then checked her face in the mirror.
 
    
 
   “I'll come to get you when I have him ready,” she said excitedly, before she left to let Zak in.
 
    
 
   “Hello Eloise,” said Zak, as the front door was opened, “This is for you.”
 
    
 
   I assumed he was handing over payment.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Zak,” replied Eloise, “Now follow me. This is long overdue, don't you agree?”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Eloise,” he agreed, as the front door was closed behind him.
 
    
 
   “And this time we'll do things my way?” she said, as I heard their footsteps climbing the stairs.
 
    
 
   “Yes, of course,” he agreed without hesitation.
 
    
 
   “Good. In that case, Zak, I can promise you an evening you will never forget.”
 
    
 
   I could just picture Zak's hungry eyes lusting over Eloise's shapely hips as he followed her up the stairs to his fate.
 
    
 
   “Now let's have those clothes off, Zak. Nothing but naked flesh will suffice for what is in store for you,” purred Eloise.
 
    
 
   I heard the rustling of clothes as he obediently complied.
 
    
 
   “Now, on the bed, please,” said Eloise. “I'd forgotten what a big boy you are.”
 
    
 
   I head the springs creak, as he lowered himself onto the bed.
 
    
 
   “Now if you'll just reach up over your head.”
 
    
 
   Click…Click
 
    
 
   “Now we just need to do the same with your feet, then we'll be almost ready to start.
 
    
 
   Click...Click
 
    
 
   “There,” said Eloise, sweetly, “Now I can do whatever I want with you, Zak. Isn't that exciting?”
 
    
 
   “Well, yes,” replied Zak, sounding a little unsure.
 
    
 
   “And now I have a little surprise for you,” said Eloise. She stepped out onto the landing, where I was standing, then nodded to me. I couldn't believe she'd managed to get him cuffed to the bed so quickly and so easily.
 
    
 
   The look on Zak's face as I entered the room was something I will never forget. He was lying on his back, completely naked, with a huge erection. His wrists and ankles were locked to the metal bed ends with handcuffs. The excitement that was written across his face faded as soon as he saw me, to be replaced with confusion.
 
    
 
   “What's going on?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   “Not what you were expecting, Zak,” I replied, coolly.
 
    
 
   “I don't understand,” he said, showing the first signs of apprehension.
 
    
 
   “You will understand in due course,” I replied. This was the magic moment I had been waiting for and planning for so long. I intended to savour it.
 
    
 
   As Zak's eyes darted from me to Eloise, she left the room.
 
    
 
   “What are you going to do?” he asked, trying to conceal his concern.
 
    
 
   “Too many questions, Zak,” I replied. “You will find out soon enough.”
 
    
 
   When Eloise returned with a large, oblong, wooden frame, Zak's expression changed to fear.
 
    
 
   “Look, this has gone far enough. Let me go now and we'll forget all about it.”
 
    
 
   He was trying to sound reasonable, but he couldn't conceal the fear in his voice. We ignored him.
 
    
 
   The frame that we'd had made was actually quite simple. It was fitted with metal cuffs chained to all four corners and was designed to keep Zak's wrists and ankles secured and outstretched while presenting his bare bottom raised for punishment. He was the wrong way up at the moment, so we had to lower the frame over him, lock his wrists and ankles to it, then release the cuffs holding him to the bed. When that was done, it took the two of us to roll him, and the frame, over to lie on his stomach.
 
    
 
   To elevate his bottom, we placed a large, pre-prepared roll of towelling under his hips, then tightened a leather strap across the small of his back to keep his bottom cheeks separated. Eloise and I had spent some hilarious times practising the restraints procedure on each other, and the effort had paid off. Zak was prepared for punishment swiftly and wordlessly – apart from his own increasingly panic stricken pleas for release.
 
    
 
   We stood back to look at his presented form. His gaping bare bottom was presented perfectly for punishment, and he was totally helpless. It was time to get the implements.
 
    
 
   “You're not going to use those on me!” said Zak, as Eloise appeared in the doorway carrying three dragon canes and the extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. He was now really in a state of panic and looked close to tears.
 
    
 
   “We most certainly are,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “But you can't. I demand you let me go. You realise I will have no option but to fire you if you go ahead with this.”
 
    
 
   “I can do this, Zak, and there is nothing you can do to stop me, and by all means fire me, it will save me the bother of resigning.”
 
    
 
   “I'll give you a terrible reference.”
 
    
 
   He was sounding pathetic now, clutching at straws.
 
    
 
   “By all means do so,” I replied, sweetly, “But I shouldn't think anybody will take references from you too seriously when I release the recordings of the bribery and corruption you and Maurice get up to. Who knows, you might even go to prison.”
 
    
 
   That shut him up for a few seconds. He was in shock. I could see his mind racing to find a way out.
 
    
 
   “Why are you doing this?” he sobbed, after a few moments.
 
    
 
   “You really should be able to work that out for yourself, Zak,” I replied.
 
    
 
   He didn't argue. He knew.
 
    
 
   “I started keeping a little black book, Zak. Each time you offended me with some dreadfully disrespectful remark, I would note the remark and list the punishment you deserved. The list is too long to administer in just one thrashing, but I intend to make a good start this evening.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, please don't thrash me,” he sobbed, “I have a low pain threshold. I'm really sorry I've offended you. I promise to change.”
 
    
 
   “That's wonderful, Zak,” I replied.
 
    
 
   For a few seconds there was a glimmer of hope in his eyes. Perhaps I was about to let him off with just a warning.
 
    
 
   “It's wonderful that you have a low pain threshold, because it will make your punishment even more effective.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, no. Please, Martha, I beg you. Please let me go.”
 
    
 
   “I think it's time we fitted the gag, Eloise. I think we've heard enough.”
 
    
 
   Eloise forced the ball gag deep into his sobbing mouth, then tightened the harness. We made a last minute check that all his restraints were tight and secure, then I picked up the tawse. Zak's terrified eyes followed me as I took my position to his side and laid the two heavy tails across his left bottom cheek. He began to cry as the weight of the implement became apparent to him.
 
    
 
   I stood motionless for a good thirty seconds, willing the first stroke to be my finest ever. Eloise looked on, licking her lips in anticipation. The atmosphere was electric. The only sound was the muffled sobbing of Zak. It excited me immensely that he had no comprehension of the agony he was about to endure. I lifted the tawse and felt power surge into me. I flicked the tawse over my shoulder and felt a sharp sting as the twin tails slapped across my own bottom. My whole body and every fibre of strength went into the downward stroke.
 
    
 
   CRACK!!!!!!
 
    
 
   The sound resembled the crack of a bullwhip as the twin leather tails curled around his left bottom cheek, causing the tail tips to snake into his exposed bottom cleft, where they sank deep into virgin white flesh. It was my finest ever stroke.
 
    
 
   Zak is powerfully built. The resultant agony caused his muscles to go into such a frenzy of contortions and writhing that we feared the wooden frame might break. A blood curdling, muffled scream, bubbled past the ball gag, and his eyes opened so wide that they looked as if they might pop out of their sockets. However, in spite of all this, I was delighted that his bottom remained perfectly presented and gaping open for the tawse.
 
    
 
   CRACK!!!!!!!!!!
 
    
 
   Wonderful! The stroke was even harder and in exactly the same place. The muffled shrieking became hysterical. The frantic writhing became more desperate. It encouraged me to thrash him harder still.
 
    
 
   CRACK!!!!!!!!!
 
    
 
   My own bottom was burning now, where the tawse tips slapped sharply against the same spot on my right bottom cheek each time I raised the tawse over my shoulder, but I didn’t care. For each burning sting that stabbed into my own bottom, I knew that Zak was experiencing a level of pain that bore no comparison.
 
    
 
   I had no particular number of strokes planned, so when, after twelve strokes I judged the wealing and bruising to be getting quite serious, I switched to standing the other side.
 
    
 
   Zak shrieked his way through another dozen, before I put down the tawse. He was crying like a baby and dripping with sweat.
 
    
 
   “Time for our duet,” I said to Eloise, cheerfully, as we took up positions either side of him, each wielding a dragon cane.
 
    
 
   SWISH – CRACK!
 
    
 
   Eloise began the caning of Zak with a beautifully severe stroke across the centre of his bottom.
 
    
 
   SWISH – CRACK!
 
    
 
   And I replied with a superb stroke aimed at the crease between his bottom cheeks and the tops of his thighs.
 
    
 
   A fresh symphony of muffled screaming filled the room as another thirty-four strokes savaged his bottom.
 
    
 
   We waited a few minutes for his sobbing to subside before removing the gag.
 
    
 
   I felt absolutely elated. I had no idea what the future now held for me, but I didn't care.
 
    
 
   Zak accepted a cup of tea and his hands shook as he sipped it in silence. I had never known him to be so quiet. He appeared to still be in a state of shock as he left. Eloise and I opened a bottle of champagne.
 
    
 
   We decided not to refund his tribute. It seemed wholly appropriate that he had paid for his well-deserved punishment.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   I didn't know what to expect when I went to work the following day. I was quite prepared for a negative reaction, but I was in for a pleasant surprise. Zak treated me with respect. I smiled as he very carefully lowered himself into his office chair, and he sheepishly smiled back.
 
    
 
   EPILOGUE
 
    
 
   Three years have passed now, and my life has changed beyond recognition. I resigned from Zak's employ shortly after his punishment and my partnership with Eloise has took on a momentum of its own, and we now run a professional AAT and BM service (Attitude Adjustment Therapy and Behaviour Modification). Our service is in much demand, but that's another story.
 
    
 
   I usually spend weekends at my country cottage, often served and pampered by one of the numerous 'houseboys' I have acquired over the past few years. That is where I am today, and I've just discovered that the 'lucky' boy I have instructed to look after me this weekend has arrived without the customary single red rose I insist on. This is the second time in two years he has done this, so I can only assume that I was far too lenient with him last time.
 
    
 
   “Get yourself over the whipping bench, please Zak,” I said, “I intend to make sure that you never forget my rose again.”
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
    
 
   Also by Amanda Barrington:
 
    
 
   THEATRE OF CORRECTION
 
    
 
   Emily always knew she had a cruel streak and decided early in her life to make use of her sadistic talents. However, merely becoming a paid disciplinarian was not enough. She wanted it all on her own terms.
 
    
 
   Her answer was the "Theatre of Correction" where unwilling guests would be forced to submit to her cruel desires.
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