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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Do you remember that beautiful old house with private woodland we saw in that estate agent's window yesterday?” I asked Caroline, as we sat sipping wine after dinner at our hotel. 
 
      
 
    “You mean the one with a lake and about thirty acres of land?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that's the one. I've been thinking about it,” I replied. “I know we don't need another premises, the old police station is fine, but had it occurred to you that we now have enough capital to buy it twice over?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I suppose we do,” she replied, “but why would we want all that land?” 
 
      
 
    “My imagination has been running wild ever since we saw it,” I said. “I have this vision of releasing one of our 'guests' into our own private wood, naked, then hunting him down. Perhaps tying him to a tree, then thrashing him.” 
 
      
 
    “What a fun idea,” she said, putting down her glass. “Why don't we view it, Martha? We've got another four days booked here. It can't do any harm to take a look.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. Let's call the agent in the morning.” 
 
      
 
    As we touched glasses, I had a premonition. We would be buying that house with its own private wood. 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I had taken a well deserved holiday in the Exmoor National Park, North Devon. Since the capture and punishment of the banker Goodfellow, we had dealt with numerous lower profile but equally deserving males. Each had been thoroughly punished for their crimes, and had had to pay us a fee for their corrective therapy. Our 'guests' were invariably wealthy men and our fees were high, resulting in us now being financially very comfortable. We had just finished dealing with an unscrupulous pimp who we had found guilty of supplying girls from abroad to the sex industry and we currently had no immediate projects. Hence the holiday, but it remained our quest to bring to justice and punish males who exploited or ill-treated others, and our form of justice always involved corporal punishment.    
 
      
 
    Caroline and I had been operating as a team for about two years, and I'm told we make a stunning looking couple. I'm told I'm very attractive, with a lovely figure, and I currently have my blonde hair quite long, But Caroline, I have to concede, outclasses me in the department of sex appeal. She oozes it, and can have almost any heterosexual man eating out of her hand with just a look. She's a stunningly beautiful lady, with long, dark hair and stunning brown eyes. She had had a classical education, then trained in drama. She had never earned enough money to live comfortably as an actress, so had complemented her income by becoming a part time dominatrix. This had been so successful and so much fun, that she'd dropped her acting plans. 
 
      
 
    I'd met Caroline when I'd just discovered the joys of administering discipline. I'd eventually decided I'd had enough of being treated disrespectfully by my then boss, Zak, and I'd planned and successfully executed his punishment. Caroline and I have worked as a team ever since, and have made it our quest to cane and tawse the bare bottoms of deserving males, in particular, those with inflated ego's who treat others with disrespect. Very often these deserving males act within the law of the land, but not our law. We make a formidable team, and our projects are occasionally very profitable. We are both very proficient at administering corporal punishment, but Caroline is the first to admit that I excel in the administration of more severe discipline.  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “The house is empty at the moment,” said Mr Porter, the estate agent, the following day. He was a stout, bald headed gentleman in his fifties. We'd arranged to meet him outside the huge wrought iron front gates of Bridgetown Grange. 
 
      
 
    “I think the first thing I would do if I bought this house,” he continued, as he unlocked the gates, then struggled to push them open, “would be to get these gates motorised.” 
 
      
 
    With the gates open, we drove our car off the narrow country lane, following the estate agent's, up a winding gravel drive, through woodland, to the large, somewhat neglected, old house. 
 
      
 
    “I understand that the house was built in the nineteenth century by an industrialist by the name of Soames,” he continued as he climbed from his car.  “Apparently he was worried that England was being over-developed, although it seems that he was responsible for a fair share of it himself. He wanted a quiet retreat where he could escape from people and get back to nature. To achieve that he went to enormous expense to build a fifteen foot high brick wall around the entire perimeter of his thirty-three acres of land. Well not all of it, the north boundary is formed by the River Tunder, but it's fast flowing and deep, so it's just as effective as the wall. He achieved almost total seclusion.” 
 
      
 
    “It's amazing,” I said as I looked at the old, two story, dull red brick house under a slate roof. “I see the wall joins the house, so presumably there's no way into the land at the rear other than that old wooden gate set into the wall over there, or through the house.” 
 
      
 
    “Almost right,” replied Mr Porter, as he opened the heavy, oak, front door of the house, “But there is another old oak door set into the wall at the western end of the land. There is a three bedroom lodge down there. The current owners allow a group of ornithologists to use it. Other than them, I don't think anybody sets foot in the place.” 
 
      
 
    As Caroline and I stepped into the large hall we could see that the interior décor was drab and old fashioned, but otherwise in reasonable order. The kitchen and two bathrooms were fitted out to a modern high standard. 
 
      
 
    “The décor may not be to everybody’s taste,” he conceded, as the tour continued, “but it's all in reasonable order and there has been a recent survey, which confirmed it to be structurally sound.” 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I had been exchanging glances as we had followed Mr Porter around the house. We were now both very interested. 
 
      
 
    “It's a quite unusual property,” said Mr Porter, as we stepped out of the rear patio door into the back garden, “and it's probably unique in this area in having so much secluded land, with a large lake I might add. Is it the sort of thing you are looking for?” 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I looked out over the neglected formal garden, mainly laid to old flagstones, and lawn, with a few shrubs and overgrown flower beds, then we looked beyond to the start of dense woodland, before exchanging glances again. We had to have it. 
 
      
 
    “It is of interest, Mr Porter,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “May I enquire as to your circumstances?” he asked. “It is a rather expensive property.” 
 
      
 
    “In some ways, Mr Porter,” I replied, “our circumstances are not too dissimilar from Mr Soames. We run a successful consultancy company, and we are interested in a secluded country retreat. Somewhere where we know we won't be disturbed, and where we can occasionally entertain guests. This property seems to offer that. We are cash buyers, by the way, so I would hope the seller would be agreeable to a realistic offer?” 
 
      
 
    “I suspect he would, Madam.” 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I spent part of the following day exploring the land that came with the house. Mr Porter was able to supply us with a rough plan of the plot, and it was just as well. The land, mostly mature woodland, measured about two hundred metres at its widest and was about 700 metres long, There was a large lake in the centre shaped like a reversed 'S'. Four main footpaths meandered their way through the wood to the far end, two either side of the lake, but these split into numerous narrower footpaths, before rejoining the main footpaths. It was very easy to lose one's bearing, although any route would eventually end up at the lodge at the far end of the plot of land. The lodge was a large log cabin that could sleep a family, but had been adapted for bird watchers, with many pictures of birds adorning the walls, and guide books and binoculars also available. As we walked through the woodland our imaginations ran wild. For what we had in mind, the possibilities were deliciously exciting. 
 
      
 
    That evening we made an offer of 90% of the asking price, cash. It was accepted the following day and we instructed our solicitor to proceed. I couldn't get out of my mind how exciting it would be to hunt down a man in those woods, then thrash him. We returned to London at the end of our holiday, excited by what lay ahead and keen to get caning and tawsing deserving males again. We didn't have to wait long. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    Sandra, the lady who had taken over my job as Zak's PA, now often assisted our punishment projects, as well as reporting to me with regard to Zak's behaviour. The punishment of Zak had been my first project, and he occasionally needed maintenance thrashings. When Caroline and I returned from our holiday, it was Sandra who was to supply our next miscreant in need of punishment. 
 
      
 
    Word of our punishment project was spreading. Sandra told us she had been talking to a friend who had complained that her marriage was in difficulty and she heard about us and wondered if we could help. Sandra told her that she might be able to put her in touch with us. Her name was Angie. I didn't particularly want to get involved in marriage counselling, so I was sceptical, but I phoned her anyway. I hadn’t thrashed a bare bottom for a few weeks, and the urge to decorate one was now quite intense. 
 
      
 
    The pleasant summer weather was continuing, so I arranged to meet Angie at a coffee bar near the river. She told me she had long blonde hair and would be wearing blue jeans and a white top. She was already sitting at an outside table with coffee when I arrived. She was an attractive lady, who I guessed to be about thirty years old. After introducing myself she invited me to sit down then went to buy me a coffee. 
 
      
 
    “As I said on the phone, Angie,” I said, when I had taken a sip, “I'm not sure I can help you and I certainly don't want to get involved with marital squabbles, but I'm quite happy to listen to your story.” 
 
      
 
    “That's all I ask,” replied Angie, smiling gratefully. 
 
      
 
    I liked Angie at once. 
 
      
 
    “I've been married to Ralf for about six years,” she began, “and up until about eighteen months ago, we'd been very happy, but since he's embarked on his new business venture, it's all started going wrong. He's set up a visiting reflexology service.” 
 
      
 
    “That's massaging feet, isn't it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. He advertises as 'Ralf's Reflexology'. He arrives at his customer’s home, very often a bored housewife, with a fold up padded table, a portable CD player which plays relaxing sounds of streams and birdsong, and a case of exotic oils. It wasn't long before I realised he was having sex with some of his clients.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you confronted him?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, and he admitted that things had gotten out of hand on a couple of occasions and promised not to do it again, but I’m sure he’s still at it. The other thing that doesn't add up is that he's earning a lot less than he was in his last job and they are trying to entice him back, but he insists on carrying on with this reflexology thing. I think he's doing it more for the sex than the money, and we have a mortgage that’s in danger of falling into arrears.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, as I said, Angie. I'm not in any way qualified to offer marriage guidance, but I can tell you now that personally I wouldn't put up with his behaviour. Personally, I would dump him. Have you threatened him with that?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I haven't. Well not yet, but I will leave him if it continues. I do still love him and I wanted to try one last thing. That's why I'm talking to you.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you think I can help?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well, the last time I confronted him I told him that I wasn't prepared to put up with his behaviour and that there would be consequences if he continued. He asked what consequences, but I didn't really have an answer, so I just said the first thing that came into my mind. I said I might buy a cane and give him a sound caning.” 
 
      
 
    “How did he react to that?” 
 
      
 
    “He looked surprised, then he laughed and told me he'd probably enjoy it.” 
 
      
 
    “I see,” I said, now a little more interested in offering assistance. We had finished our coffee, so I suggested we walk along the river bank. 
 
      
 
    “Have you ever used a cane?” I asked, as we resumed our conversation, now without risk of being overheard. 
 
      
 
    “No. I haven't, and I don't think I could do it. He knows that too.” 
 
      
 
    “And what about Ralf. Has he ever been caned?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm pretty sure he hasn't.” 
 
      
 
    “Am I to assume, then, that you would like me to punish your husband, Angie?” 
 
      
 
    “I thought it might be worth a try, if you're willing to do it,” she said, sincerely, “Otherwise I think it is over between us.” 
 
      
 
    “OK,” I replied, after we had walked in silence for a few moments. “I might be able to help. I suspect that Ralf has no idea just how painful the cane is, especially if it's me doing the caning. He might be in for a real shock. What I suggest is that you confront Ralf again with his misdeeds, then tell him that he must promise not to do it ever again. If he does, you must tell him, that he will face a choice. He will be severely caned then given one last chance, alternatively you will leave him.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll give him the ultimatum tonight,” she said. “He probably won't believe me, though.” 
 
      
 
    I didn't hold out much hope for Angie's marriage, although it wasn't my business to tell her, but her husband, if Angie's story was to be believed, certainly needed to feel a cane applied with vigour to his bare bottom, and I would be delighted to oblige. I was aware that there was no money to be gleaned from this project and I told Angie that I would not expect any. She promised to phone me in the morning to tell me what his reaction had been. 
 
      
 
    That evening, Caroline and I discussed how we might help Angie deal with her husband, and we came up with a simple plan. The following morning, Angie phoned, as promised: 
 
      
 
    “I gave him the ultimatum,” she said. “I told him that I'd had enough and that if I caught him being unfaithful again he would be severely caned, and if that didn't work, I would leave him.” 
 
      
 
    “How did he react?” 
 
      
 
    “He looked quite surprised. I don't think he'd ever seen me quite so decisive. He assured me that his days of flirting with customers were behind him, so there would be no need for any canes. I didn't believe him, though.” 
 
      
 
    “OK, then I take it you'd like our help?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes please.” 
 
      
 
    I then spent some time outlining the plan Caroline and I had come up with. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect!” said Angie. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Caroline phoned Ralf's business number a few days later. She told him that she had been recommended his reflexology services by a girl at her gym, and explained that she'd never tried it and was curious. An appointment was made for him to call on her at the Old Police Station the following Saturday at 11.00am. Caroline told him she would leave the rear gate to the car park open for him. 
 
      
 
    Angie must have felt a little deceitful herself as she said goodbye to her husband at 9.30am that Saturday morning, telling him she was popping out to see a girlfriend, but she told us he was too busy preparing for his 11.00am appointment to take much interest. She arrived at our old police station forty-five minutes before her husband was due to arrive. This gave her a chance to have a coffee with Caroline and myself, while we went over the plan in more detail with her. Poor Angie was very nervous, but determined that we go through with it. If her husband behaved as he should, then he would leave never knowing that his wife had been watching and listening to his every move on a CCTV monitor in a room a few metres away. 
 
      
 
    We all watched Ralf arrive via the CCTV camera trained on the rear car park as we sat in the lounge of my apartment. He parked his car, unloaded his fold up padded table, then his case of exotic oils and equipment. Angie looked terrified and I did wonder if she might call the whole thing off, but she kept her nerve. Caroline gave Angie an encouraging smile as the door bell sounded and she left to let Ralf in. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” said Caroline, as she opened the door. “You must be Ralf, the reflexology man?” 
 
      
 
    “I am indeed.” 
 
      
 
    I switched the CCTV monitor to view the Caroline's sitting room. About thirty seconds later Angie and I watched Caroline enter the room with Ralf behind carrying his equipment. Caroline looked sensational in her short beige skirt and tight white blouse. 
 
      
 
    “The old police station has been converted into flats,” she said, “I thought this room might be suitable,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “It's ideal,” replied Ralf. “You say you've never experienced reflexology before?” 
 
      
 
    “That's right. One of your customers, a lady who goes to my gym, told me about you. She was really singing your praises and said I must try it. She said it was even better than sex.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope I can live up to your expectations,” said Ralf, as he set up the table. “By the way, I quoted you an hourly rate, but I don't clock watch, so if we run over a little, then that's fine. I don't have another appointment today.” 
 
      
 
    “Aren't I the lucky girl,” said Caroline. 
 
      
 
    Ralf  invited Caroline to sit at the end of his erected table. He removed her shoes, then cleaned her feet with something out of a bottle. Next he asked her to lay on her back on the table with her feet overhanging the table end. 
 
      
 
    “You can imagine that I see a lot of feet, Madam,” he said, as he sat on a small stool facing the soles of her feet, “but rarely do I see such pretty feet as yours.” 
 
      
 
    “How sweet of you,” replied Caroline. “Call me Caroline, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    He switched on his CD player and the sounds of a gentle stream and birds singing wafted through the CCTV sound system. Then he began to gently massage her feet. 
 
      
 
    “You do have the most divine touch, Ralf,” purred Caroline, a few minutes later. 
 
      
 
    “I try to please, Caroline,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “I understand what that girl at the gym meant when she said it was better than sex,” said Caroline, dreamily, a few minutes later. 
 
      
 
    There was a long pause, while he continued to massage her feet. 
 
      
 
    “I can assure you it isn't,” said Ralf, in what he must have imagined was a seductive voice. 
 
      
 
    “You're a very attractive man, Ralf,” she said dreamily. “Does your wife realise how erotic your work is?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't have a wife,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Angie and I looked at each other. She was hurt, shocked and angry. 
 
      
 
    “You're really very good at reflexology, Ralf,” said Caroline, quietly. “Are you good at anything else?” 
 
      
 
    “I like to think I am,” replied Ralf. His hands had noticeably moved from massaging her feet to her lower legs. 
 
      
 
    “That's not reflexology any more,” spat Angie, as she watched his hands moving slowly higher. 
 
      
 
    “What, for example?” asked Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “I've been told I'm good in bed,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    Caroline slowly sat up as Ralf's hands dropped away from her feet. She slipped off the table, then made towards the door. 
 
      
 
    “I think you'd better come with me, Ralf,” she suggested, seductively. 
 
      
 
    He scampered after her, convinced he was in for the sexual treat of is life. A few seconds later the door to our room opened. Caroline held it open for Ralf. He froze in the doorway as his eyes fell on his wife and myself sitting in my lounge in front of the CCTV monitor. His lustful face fell apart and his jaw dropped. He was lost for words. It was myself who broke the silence. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Ralf. My name's Martha. I'm a professional disciplinarian.” 
 
      
 
    His mouth still hung open as his confused eyes darted between his wife and myself. 
 
      
 
    “I'll admit our test was perhaps a little devious, but you know all about deviousness, don't you? As you must now realise, you have failed our test spectacularly, and you now have a choice to make. Option one is that you receive a sound caning from me, go back to doing your old job, and promise to remain faithful to your wife from now on. Option two is the end of your marriage.” 
 
      
 
    There followed a few painful seconds of silence as Ralf's confused brain tried to digest his dramatic change in circumstances. 
 
      
 
    “There is really only one choice if you place any value on your marriage.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course,” said Ralf, in a whisper, speaking for the first time. “It has to be option one.” 
 
      
 
    “Very well,” I said, rising to my feet. “I will cane you now. Take off your clothes.” 
 
      
 
    Ralf stood fixed to the floor, seemingly unable to move. He probably couldn't believe what was happening to him. 
 
      
 
    “You will be receiving twenty-four strokes of the cane,” I said, as I looked coldly into his confused and frightened eyes. “If you are still wearing clothes in thirty seconds I shall increase it to thirty-six.” 
 
      
 
    I looked down at my watch, then back into his eyes. The confusion was fading and his fear was escalating. I looked at my watch again. He suddenly realised he had little time left and began to undress in panic. 
 
      
 
    “Just in time,” I said, as my eyes roamed over his naked, trembling body. 
 
      
 
    He was a fine figure of a man. I took hold of his arm to guide him from the doorway, where he had been rooted since seeing his wife, to lead him into the centre of my lounge. He complied meekly, shooting a frightened glance at his angry wife. 
 
      
 
     I turned him so his back was to me. He had firm, trim buttocks that would be a delight to cane. I turned him to face me again, then Caroline approached from behind. 
 
      
 
    “Put your hands behind your back,” I ordered. 
 
      
 
    Caroline locked a pair of handcuffs over his compliant wrists. We led him out of my apartment, then downstairs to the punishment room. It must have been another huge shock for Ralf as he set eyes on its contents. He stopped dead in his tracks as his eyes took in our sophisticated custom made whipping bench. Then he glanced at the array of canes, whips and tawses that hung from hooks on the wall. We gave him a few moments to take it all in, before Caroline and I firmly took one arm each to guide him to the whipping bench. He whimpered in fear as we pushed him down over it. Caroline swiftly buckled the first restraining strap over his back. We had him. Angie was standing in the doorway, watching nervously. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you want to see this, Angie?” I asked, as Caroline and I tightened more heavy leather straps to secure Ralf to the whipping bench in the bottom up, legs spread position that I favour. 
 
      
 
    “Quite sure,” replied Angie, her face still set in anger. “He said he didn't have a wife. Please make sure the caning's hard, Martha.” 
 
      
 
    “It will be my pleasure,” I replied, as we completed buckling the restraints. 
 
      
 
    Ralf was now sobbing with fear and humiliation as all three of us looked down at his upturned, gaping bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you would both like to take a seat,” I said to Caroline and Angie, indicating the two chairs that would give them the best view of the events that were to follow. I waited until they were seated, before stepping over to the array of implements. They were now like old friends. I knew the characteristics and severity of each. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me, Ralf. Have you ever been caned before?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “Then this should be an enlightening experience for you,” I said, as I selected a senior kooboo cane. “I think you might find it hurts considerably more than you might have imagined.” 
 
      
 
    “This,” I continued, as I moved to stand in front of him, “is a senior kooboo cane. Not the most severe cane we have here, but quite effective all the same.” 
 
      
 
    I swished the cane through the air, noting that Ralf flinched in dread at the sound. 
 
      
 
    “You will receive twelve strokes with this cane, Ralf,” I continued, as I took my position to his left, “Then we will leave you for a while to reflect on your behaviour, before returning to administer the final twelve. The final twelve will be with a different cane, a little more severe than this one.” 
 
      
 
    Ralf flinched again as I placed the business end of the cane across the centre of his helpless and blissfully unmarked bare bottom. I adore applying the first ever stroke to a virgin bottom. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have anything to say before your punishment begins?” I asked, as I adjusted my footing. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” he sobbed, “I'm sorry.” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The delightful sound of rattan biting deep into bare flesh as the cane bent beautifully to the contours of his bottom was followed by shrill screaming as the white hot agony registered in Ralf's brain. The white raised tramlines across his bottom indicating where the cane had buried itself were already filling with colour as I raised the cane again. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Harder, the cane bit deeper, just below the first. Ralf threw his head back, emitting a tortured shriek of agony. His feet began to gyrate wildly and his head began to toss from side to side like a mad dog, but his gaping bare bottom remained perfectly presented for the next stroke. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Ralf was a powerful man, and his struggles to free himself from the clutches of the whipping bench, to escape the kiss of the cane, became frantic. As his head shook and his feet grasped pointlessly at air, while gyrating crazily, the leather straps holding him in place and the wooden joints of the whipping bench began to creak. But the wooden structure was built to withstand tenfold the strength of Ralf. His now colourfully wealed bare bottom remained thrust up for the next stroke. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    His shrieking went up a pitch as the cane bit hard and deep into the crease between his bottom cheeks and upper thigh. I looked briefly at Angie. She looked somewhat shocked, but she nodded her agreement that I should continue. So I did, and I was getting into my stride, so the  strokes were getting harder. I was in my element, doing what I love most, decorating a virgin bare bottom of a deserving and totally helpless recipient. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK!   
 
      
 
    “Please, please. I beg you! I can't take any more,” he managed to blubber between his shrieking. 
 
      
 
    It is firmly my view that the proper punishment only begins when the recipient reaches the stage when he, or she, thinks they can take no more. We had reached that point, so this encouraged me to add even more venom to the strokes. The next seven strokes were administered briskly to a symphony of screaming. 
 
      
 
    He was still blubbering as I hung up the cane. I waited until his verbal emissions had dropped to quiet sobbing. His bottom was quite spectacularly wealed for just twelve strokes. I was justifiably pleased with my work. 
 
      
 
    “You have received your first twelve strokes, Ralf,” I said. “You will now have an opportunity to reflect on your conduct before we return to administer your final twelve strokes. I will be using a dragon cane and I can assure you that they will be more painful than the twelve you have just received.” 
 
      
 
    “Please. I beg you. I've learned my lesson. I can't take any more,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “The next twelve strokes will be administered, and administered hard, Ralf. You deserve them and you will receive them. We will return in one hour, so you can have a long hard think about why you have found yourself in this position and how you should conduct yourself in the future.” 
 
      
 
    He was sobbing almost hysterically as we left him. We closed the door to the punishment room, then returned to my apartment for coffee. 
 
      
 
    “Are you happy for me to continue?” I asked Angie, when we were seated, with drinks. 
 
      
 
    “Very much so,” she replied without hesitation. “I must admit that I had no idea you would cane him so severely, and I was shocked, but he deserves all he's getting. I'm especially angry about him denying having a wife, that really hurt. He was denying existence of our marriage.” 
 
      
 
    “Very well. I'm pleased to have you both here,” I said, “I'm really enjoying caning him. I think he's got quite a low pain threshold, so he's really struggling to cope. I love it when they really can't take it, but they're helpless. The more they squeal, the harder I want to cane them.” 
 
      
 
    “Please, be my guest, Martha. Cane him as hard as you like,” replied Angie. “If a short period of excruciating pain can save our marriage, then it's a small price for him to pay.” 
 
      
 
    “He's got far worse to come,” I said, unable to suppress a smile. “I'll be using the dragon cane. It's considerably heavier than the cane I've just used, so it bites in deeper. Added to that, his bottom will be extremely sore and tender from the first batch, so he's in for a real shock.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” said Angie. 
 
      
 
    All three of us laughed. 
 
      
 
    We spent the rest of the hour telling Angie about some of the other deserving males we had punished, then we returned to the punishment room. 
 
      
 
    “I really can't take any more,” Ralf pleaded, tearfully, as soon as we opened the door. “I beg you to let me go. I've learned my lesson.” 
 
      
 
    “You have no choice in the matter, Ralf. You will receive your twelve strokes with the dragon cane, and they will be hard, and when I have finished you will thank me. If I hear any more whining I will add strokes. Is that quite clear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    His bottom was beautifully wealed, but there were a few unmarked areas to aim for. I selected a dragon cane as the other two ladies resumed their seats. 
 
      
 
    His sobbing became more pitiful as I placed the heavy cane across his sore bottom, then tapped gently as I adjusted my footing. 
 
      
 
    “As you feel the full effect of each stroke you are about to receive, Ralf, I want you to reflect on why you are being punished. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He groaned as the cane sank in, then hissed air through his teeth, before almost screaming his lungs out of his mouth. 
 
      
 
    The caning that followed was a delight. Ralf most certainly did have a low pain threshold, and that made the punishment all the more delicious. He squealed, blubbered, pleaded, wriggled and writhed his way through all twelve strokes in the most bizarre manner. I'd loved to have continued. 
 
      
 
    As I hung up the cane, he was hanging limply over the whipping bench, breathless from his exertions and dripping with perspiration. He thought it was over, but I hadn’t quite finished. 
 
      
 
    “Before you thank me, Ralf,” I said, as I took down my favourite tawse, “I think you should have some idea of what I have in store for you if I have occasion to punish you again.” 
 
      
 
    His body tensed and he began to sob again. 
 
      
 
    “This,” I said, dangling the two tailed tawse in front of his red, tear filled eyes, “is a very special tawse. It's called a 'Morag Weighted Special' and it was made especially for people like you. It's made from very dense, heavy leather, but to make it even more effective, it has lead weights stitched into the tips of the tails. It's the tips that really bite in, Ralf.” 
 
      
 
    He was sobbing uncontrollably, so I had to speak louder to make sure her heard me. 
 
      
 
    “The other wonderful quality of this tawse, Ralf, is that it's flexible, so the tails can curl around things. Things like your bottom cheeks, for example, and when that happens the heavy, weighted tips can accelerate into the most interesting places.” 
 
      
 
    He was shaking with fear, as well as sobbing hysterically, so I think he had worked out where I would be aiming the tawse tips. 
 
      
 
    The whipping bench has a gear wheel that allows me to adjust the angle at which a bottom is offered for punishment. I now turned this to raise his bottom higher, as his head was lowered towards the floor. This now meant that I could tawse his gaping bottom from above, allowing gravity to add to the venom I intended to put into the implement. 
 
      
 
    “I'm going to give you just two strokes, one from each side, as a parting gift, and as you absorb the pain, Ralf, I want you to be in no doubt that if I have reason to have you back here, over my whipping bench, you will receive two dozen. Have you heard and understood what I have said?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded, but was unable to talk through his sobbing. 
 
      
 
    As I lay the tawse over his right bottom cheek, with the tips hovering over his gaping bottom cleft, I could see that he was straining with all his might to clench his cheeks together. It was a hopeless ambition as the whipping bench had been specifically designed to make this impossible. I raised the tawse high, then brought it down with every sinew of strength.     
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The heavy tawse all but flattened his right buttock, sending the two weighted tips into his gaping bottom cleft to do their work. 
 
      
 
    A guttural scream filled the room as he threw his head back. As I walked around the front of him, looking down at his agony racked face, with his eyes shut tight, I realised he hadn't seen me switch sides. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The screaming rose in pitch as I delivered a perfect stroke. 
 
      
 
    I took a seat beside Angie and Caroline to admire my work as we watched the fresh weals mature,  while waiting for Ralf to quieten down. 
 
      
 
    “I think he might have learned his lesson,” I said, “but he hasn't thanked me.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Miss. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you,” he gushed out in panic, causing us to laugh. 
 
      
 
    We 'peeled' Ralf off the whipping bench some fifteen minutes later. He was unsteady on his feet. Both Angie and Ralf thanked us again, before leaving, and Angie promised to keep us updated on how things progressed. They left without taking the reflexology equipment. I guessed that Ralf wouldn't be needing it any more. 
 
      
 
    Angie did phone about two weeks later. She seemed happy and said Ralf was back working with his old employer. She also asked me where I had bought my canes. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE     
 
      
 
    Caroline and I rarely watch television, but we had both heard of the comical chat show host, Ross Grande. His late night shows had become renowned for the interviewing and humiliating celebrities and politicians, and he hit the news headlines when he made a cruel prank phone call to, Daniel Bottomly, the past presenter of  a popular TV nature series. During the phone call, Grande reminded the ageing Bottomly of a recent newspaper article in 'Sunday Scandals' about the sexual exploits of his grand daughter, and asked Daniel if he knew where she had picked up her reported oral sex skills. There was outrage and Grande was forced to make a public apology, but he kept his job. 
 
      
 
    “I wonder,” said Caroline, as she handed me a newspaper article about Grande, “if we should take a closer look at him?” 
 
      
 
    We did. We watched a video clip of Grande, stifling his squeaky, and irritating giggling, making his phone call to Mr Bottomly. It was quite sickening. We also watched a clip of poor Daniel Bottomly, clearly distressed, making a press statement, in which he accepted Grande's apology and confirmed that he wouldn't be taking any action. He was a complete gentleman in forgiving Grande for what he described as a childish mistake, but added that the phone call had caused distress to his family. I had fond memories of Daniel Bottomly from my school days, when he had presented a weekly TV program on wildlife. I couldn't think of anybody who less deserved to be the victim of such a cruel and tasteless prank. 
 
      
 
    Obviously, the TV station involved also apologised to Mr Bottomly and assured that Ross Grande had been reprimanded, but of course this was all just a front for public consumption. When I then read that Grande would continue to earn an annual salary that was twenty times that of our country's  prime minister I saw red. 
 
      
 
    “I think we have found our next major project,” I said, as I put down the newspaper. 
 
      
 
    Once we have identified a target, one of the most exciting elements of a punishment project for me is the planning. How do we get our unsuspecting rogue to step into our clutches, then render him helpless in order to punish him? 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I usually sit down at the kitchen table with a notepad and coffee. We have wine in the fridge, but we now save that until we are in a position to toast the outlines of a good plan. 
 
      
 
    “So. Project Ross Grande,” I said as we took our first sip of coffee. “Let's give it a name in code. Cloak and dagger stuff. We will need to be professional to execute this project, so let's start that way.” 
 
      
 
    “How about 'PPG', code for 'Punishment Project Grande'?” she suggested. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I agreed, “that will do nicely.” 
 
      
 
    Pen went to paper for the first time. Unknown to Ross Grande, the first step towards him receiving the thrashing of his life had been taken. 
 
      
 
    “He's a big celebrity,” said Caroline. “He must have a team to shield him from time wasters. It might be difficult to get to him.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps we should make him want to find us,” I said. “Set him some bait. A nice scandal he can exploit?” 
 
      
 
    “Where do you think he gets his leads from?” asked Caroline, “He probably has a team scouring the newspapers and media for embarrassing gossip.” 
 
      
 
    “I've got an idea,” I said, after several seconds of silence. “Why don't we invent a fictitious person who is the ideal character for Grande to expose? He could, for example, be an unnamed, government minister who's been unfaithful to his wife.” 
 
      
 
    “How about a minister who not only cheats on his wife, but also likes to dress as a schoolboy to report to my classroom to be spanked on his bare bottom?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that sounds good,” I said, warming to the idea. “How about if I contacted a newspaper reporter, pretending to be the government minister's wife, then offered to name and shame her husband, for a large fee, saying that I knew about his affairs with other women and his tastes in classroom spankings. I'd never actually meet the reporter. I could demand a fee that was far too high, or have second thoughts about the wisdom of damaging the government, but it might be enough to get rumours started. Rumours that might be picked up by Grande's team. Then he'd come looking for us.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Martha,” said Caroline, rising from the kitchen table. “The plan will need refinement, but I think we do have the outline of something that's good enough to warrant opening that bottle of chilled Chardonnay.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Thorough preparation, we knew, was the key to success. We decided that the Ross Grande project, PPG, would used to christen our new country retreat, Bridgetown Grange. We had not yet exchanged contracts, and once we had possession, we would need to fit out a correction chamber and have a comprehensive CCTV system installed, so it would be some before we could put our plan into action, and while we wouldn't necessarily plan to use the woods on this occasion, it would be nice for Bridgetown Grange to welcome Ross Grande as its first 'guest'. 
 
      
 
    While we waited for contracts to exchange, we researched Ross Grande. We wanted to know as much as we could about him. Internet searches revealed that he was forty-three years old, divorced twice. He'd begun his career in the media as a program researcher, from where he'd progressed to the panel of a comic TV quiz show, then on to hosting the show. Five years ago he had been given his own chat show, where he discovered that the more famous people he humiliated and exposed, the higher the program ratings climbed, and so his salary increased. Now he was one of the highest paid presenters in the UK. He also had a taste for beautiful ladies, and both of his costly divorces had been due to adultery on his part. He lived in the Cotswold’s and in his spare time, collected fast cars and played golf. He was also described as a 'Champagne Socialist' and was a critic of the current right wing government. One particularly interesting discovery we made was that he often played golf with Max Gent, the editor of the well known smutty Sunday newspaper called 'Sunday Scandals', unsurprisingly, the newspaper that had first published the story about Bottomly's grand daughter. 
 
      
 
    “This could be our way to him,” I said to Caroline, as we were collating the information we now had. “If we were to lead a reporter of this sordid newspaper to think he might have some really juicy scandal involving a right wing government minister, Grande might get to hear of it, then make his own enquiries, hopefully leading him into our clutches.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” agreed Caroline. “Why don't we invent a scandal that is so outrageous that Grande might be deluded into thinking he could cause the government real damage by exposing it?” 
 
      
 
    “That would certainly tick all the boxes,” I said, “It's obvious what drives Grande, his ego and money. This would feed both and damaging a government he is so critical of would be the cherry on top of the cake.” 
 
      
 
    We had a plan to work on, and over the course of the next several weeks we sat down together regularly to refine it. In the meantime we needed to prepare for his punishment. We exchanged contracts on Bridgetown Grange two weeks later, so we were then happy to commit resources to the  property. We commissioned Timothy, the man who had made our excellent whipping bench, to make another and to convert two rooms; one to a punishment chamber and the other to a secure cell. He took care of everything, including the fitting of a wash basin, shower and WC. The rear snooker room was  fitted out as the punishment chamber, complete with whipping bench, and wall hooks were fitted  to take the array of punishment implements. 
 
      
 
    We also ordered a complete additional set of canes and tawses, including four very severe Morag Weighted Special tawses. These were bespoke implements that had been made for us by our favoured Scottish tawse maker, a company run by the delightful Morag. She still had a limited supply of very heavy and thick hide. From these, her tanner would make two two-tailed tawses and two three tailed implements. They were severe indeed, but to add to their severity, small lead weights would be stitched into the tips of the tails. Morag knew all about our punishment projects, and thoroughly approved. I couldn't resist telling her that we were planning to capture and punish Ross Grande. She laughed with delight and said she would increase the weight of the lead implants by fifty percent. 
 
      
 
    “You'll need to spend some time at the gym, Martha,” she laughed. “The tawses I'm going to make for you to decorate Mr Grande's bare bottom will be heavy, and will need a strong arm to swing.” 
 
      
 
    I promised her I would make sure I was fit and strong enough to do her superb tawses justice. 
 
      
 
    One of the most expensive areas of work needed at Bridgetown Grange was the installation of a comprehensive CCTV system. We wanted not only the cell and punishment chamber monitored, but the paths through the woods and the lodge at the far end of the wood. This proved extremely expensive, but I'd already decided that Grande would be paying for it as part of his correction fee, so the order was placed. 
 
      
 
    Another purchase was a van. We bought second-hand model in black, with blacked out rear windows. It had previously been owned by an undertaker for use as a private ambulance. This would be needed to transport 'guests' from the police station on the 175 mile journey to Bridgetown Grange. We decided to leave the 'Private Ambulance' signage on the van as we thought it might reduce the risk of being routinely stopped by the police when we had a 'shipment' on board. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I spent most of our time at Bridgetown Grange over the following weeks, overseeing the start of the refurbishment and planning the CCTV installation. We took frequent walks through our woodland to familiarise ourselves with the layout. We also arranged, with the help of the estate agent, to meet up with the principal of the local ornithology society, a Miss Edwina Crowe. The estate agent had explained that the previous owner had allowed the ornithology society access to the woodland and use of the lodge, and we had yet to decide whether or not this arrangement would fit in with our plans. Caroline and I arranged to meet her at the lodge. She was a serious, educated, starchy lady in her fifties, with short, greying hair, dressed in tweed and wearing serous walking shoes. 
 
      
 
    “The previous owner originally had this lodge built for visiting guests and it was used as an occasional holiday let,” she explained. “But they concluded that the inconvenience of cleaning up after holiday makers wasn't worth the bother, and when I approached him with my proposal from the ornithology society they accepted and the arrangement has worked well since.” 
 
      
 
    “And what exactly is your arrangement, Miss Crowe?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “We are a society of about twenty bird watchers,” she replied. “We have a set of keys for the rear gate and for the lodge. We arrange bird watching and photography meetings for limited numbers with prior consent of the owner. We limit the numbers to six at each meeting. We pay a modest annual rent that covers the cost of electricity and maintenance of the lodge, and we keep the lodge clean and tidy, but our main asset is that we keep the many narrow pathways through the wood clear. Without the footfall of our members, all of whom carry a pair of secateurs, the pathways would soon become overgrown and impassable. We have produced a detailed plan of the wood, with pathways marked.” She pointed to a plan on the wall. 
 
      
 
    “I don''t see any reason why this arrangement can't continue,” I said. “Do you see any problems, Caroline?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” replied Caroline, “as long as we are notified well in advance of any meetings and it is understood that we will not allow access when we are holding private functions.” 
 
      
 
    “The previous owner used to padlock a bolt on the inside of the rear gate when he wanted privacy. He also sometimes allowed friends to use the lake for fishing. They used the lodge too, but he always notified us in advance,” said Miss Crowe. 
 
      
 
    “That's settled then, Miss Crowe,” I said. “We are happy to continue with this arrangement. Perhaps we can keep each other informed of our respective plans by email. Oh, and one last thing, we are extremely security conscious. We are installing discreet CCTV cameras throughout the estate and we will be including the lodge. We have no interest in spying on you, but your members should be aware.” 
 
      
 
    “I can't see why any of our members would be concerned about that. We only use the lodge to meet up for tea before we venture out into the grounds. The security will be a good thing for the birds and wildlife. Your lake is a habitat of the very rare and shy Rough Billed Snipe.” 
 
      
 
    “One last thing, Miss Crowe,” I asked. “Would you mind if I borrowed your plan of the wood to make a copy?” 
 
      
 
    “I can email you a copy, if you wish,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    We exchanged email addresses, before Miss Crowe left. The arrangement suited us perfectly. 
 
      
 
    The ornithology society map was very sweet, showing the numerous footpaths through the woods and naming the woodland areas divided by the footpaths with names such as 'Woodpecker Wood' and 'Crow Copse'. We decided to make our own map, based on theirs, and we had an amusing time  giving the wooded areas names more appropriate for our use, such as 'Cane Copse', 'Tawse Thicket' and 'Whipping Wood'. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
    The work at Bridgetown Grange would take several months. We appointed Timothy as site foreman. He alone, was aware of the use to which our house would be put, so he was an ideal choice. It was agreed that he would temporarily continue making his bespoke dungeon furniture in rear ground floor snooker room we had earmarked as our punishment room, so we had his workshop equipment temporarily moved down from London. 
 
      
 
    With the work under way, Caroline and I were able to return to the police station. We were receiving an increasing number of enquiries as word of our projects spread, and we began to receive more than we could deal with. Most I would politely decline. I was well aware that when a married couple fell out, or a woman had a grievance with her male employer, there were usually three versions of the reasons for the hostility: Hers, his and the truth. We decided early on not to get involved with anything too petty. So when Pippa Careless called me, complaining about the cost of school uniforms, I almost turned her away, but something about her told me to give her more time to explain her grievance. Her concern centred around the soaring cost of school uniforms in the area she lived, Funtinghurst, in Sussex. Not something we would normally want to get involved with. However, Pippa sounded educated, rational and sincere. She had heard how we had captured then thrashed the banker, Philip Goodfellow, from Zak, my old boss. She said she had learned of his punishment with delight. I agreed to meet her for coffee in Hyde Park. 
 
      
 
    Pippa was dressed casually, in blue jeans and a grey roll neck sweater, and had perfectly groomed, short auburn hair. I had already noted from her phone manner that she was educated, and this was confirmed when we took a seat with our coffee,  and I learned that she was a solicitor. I guessed her to be in her late thirties. 
 
      
 
    “I realise that the cost of school uniforms may not be on top of your list of scandals to address,” she said, after we had exchanged pleasantries, “But if you would be good enough to hear me out, I think you will realise there's a bit more to it.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. Tell me your story Pippa, but why don't we finish our coffee first, then take a walk around the Serpentine so we have more privacy.” 
 
      
 
    “I don't have children myself,” she explained, as we left the café, “But my sister has twin girls aged thirteen. They attend a very good school called Funtinghurst Girls School. It's one of those schools where parents are so desperate to have their children accepted that they will move house to be in the catchment area. It has even pushed up the price of local property. My sister, Sophie, is very happy with the school, but she is aghast at the prices she is forced to pay for school uniforms. It is a school rule that all items of school uniform must be purchased from an old established clothes retailer called Bertram Wallaker & Son in Funtinghurst. It's costing my sister £350 per annum for each girl. They change the logo on the uniform each year, so even if last year's clothes still fit, she is forced to buy a complete new uniform.” 
 
      
 
    “I've heard about this sort of racket,” I commented. 
 
      
 
    “As it happens,” she continued, “my first floor office is opposite their shop, so I can see how many customers come and go, and it's almost none. It's very old fashioned from the outside, with a few overpriced men's suites displayed in the window. So I deduced that they must be relying on the income from the school uniforms. These are ordered via the school, so the pupils don't need to visit the shop. I was curious, so I did some research. Bertram Wallaker, the founder, stood down about five years ago, passing over control to his son, Earl. Earl is a bit of a playboy by all accounts. When Earl took over, the business was in decline, but since then the turnover and profits have increased enormously. The cosy relationship that they enjoyed with Funtinghurst Girls School has now been rolled out to another nine schools in the area, so Wallaker is now supplying school uniforms to over ten thousand pupils. Their turnover last year was almost £4 million.” 
 
      
 
    “My goodness! How do they persuade the schools to give then such an exclusive deal, as if I can't guess?”   
 
      
 
    “Earl Wallaker makes a charitable donation of £15 to each school for every student they have. The donations are made via an intermediary, so it can't be proved as a bribe, but the donations from this 'kindly' donor only start when Wallaker's enter into their exclusive arrangement with the school and always equates to £15 times the number of students. When you consider that my sister has discovered that she would be able to buy the entire kit of equal quality for less than one third of the price she has to pay, you can get some idea of how much of a rip-off this is.” 
 
      
 
    “It's outrageous,” I said, feeling anger rise inside me. 
 
      
 
    “It gets worse. Wallaker's like to give the impression that their clothes are British Made. They have a small manufacturing unit in the Midlands, and their promotion video shows their skilled workforce making school uniforms in a traditional manner. But it's a very small factory with only a handful of staff. There is no way they could supply ten thousand uniforms each year, and when I checked their accounts I found that they import at least of ninety percent of their clothes from Asia. They just sew on the labels and logos, then add an enormous profit margin.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm beginning to think Earl Wallaker would benefit from some guidance on ethics,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Guess what car he's just taken delivery of?” 
 
      
 
    “A Rolls Royce.” 
 
      
 
    “Almost, a Bentley. He parks it at the rear of the shop, where they have a small office. It's brand new and I checked the price. It would have cost about £250,000.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I ask you something?” I said, “He must be breaking the law in some way. Why don't you take him to court?” 
 
      
 
    “It's one thing knowing what he's up to, but it's another thing to prove it. It will take a lot of time and money and frankly, it's questionable as to whether he's actually breaking any serious laws. In his particular case I'd be delighted if he was dealt with using your methods. I thought it might be more effective way of persuading him to change his ways, and more fun too. Perhaps I'll consider the legal route later, if this doesn't work.” 
 
      
 
    “If we do help,” I asked, “what exactly do you want to achieve?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it seems the schools themselves are quietly complicit in this, so the whole thing stinks, but I know they are short of funds, and I don't want to damage anyone's education,” she replied. “If we could convince Wallaker that it would be a very good idea to moderate his prices, and keep them that way, that would be a good result.” 
 
      
 
    “And if he also received very sore bottom to punish him for his greed, and he made a useful one off contribution to our correction service, I trust you'd be happy with that?” 
 
      
 
    “That would be perfect,” she replied, with a huge smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    By the time Pippa and I had returned to the café, I had agreed to help. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I continued our research into Ross Grande, and discovered more useful information about him. In particular, we discovered that he was known to be a model railway fanatic, and had a large train set layout at his Cotswold home. We decided to research model trains so that Caroline would become an unlikely expert on the subject. The most well known model trains that even we had both heard of were made by a company called Hornblower, so we also researched the Hornblower family. We needed to make sure that when Caroline did eventually make contact with Grande, she would fascinate him. 
 
      
 
    We also made weekly visits to Bridgetown Grange to check the progress of the work being carried out, but now we had another interesting project to keep our skills honed: Earl Wallaker. 
 
      
 
    We invited Pippa to the police station, where we gave her a guided tour that left her speechless. Then, over coffee, she shared with us all the notes she had made, including the company accounts of Bertram Wallaker & Son. Her observations were concise and logical. It was quite clear that her assessment of Earl Wallaker was correct. It was agreed that we would visit Pippa at her office later that week, so we could have a look at Bertram Wallaker & Son from her office window, and she would arrange to borrow one of their typical school uniforms from her sister for us to look at. 
 
      
 
    We needed to find out details of Wallaker's private life and his interests. Pippa wasn't able to shed much light on this, other than a rumour that he was a bit of a playboy. He usually arrived at work at around lunchtime, then left at about five. His car was often seen parked in the car park of a local wine bar in the early evening, but other than that, she knew little. Caroline and I agreed that, although Wallaker liked to splash his cash around, he was not seriously rich, and this was probably not a project which held much financial interest for us, so we had to view it as a good deed for the community and a training exercise for us. It would also be fun. If we were able to break even on costs we would regard it as acceptable. 
 
      
 
    Two days later, we drove down to Funtinghurst to visit Pippa's in her office, where we were able to  take a look at the overpriced sample of school uniforms that she had borrowed for us. As she had described, Wallaker's shop could be viewed from her first floor office window. It appeared just a modest traditional gentlemen's outfitters. Pippa wasn't able tell us much more than she already had about Wallaker's personal life, but we did manage to get a brief glimpse of the man himself. Shortly before we were planning to leave, she called us to look out of her office window. Wallaker had left through the front door of the shop. He walked away from us to a local newsagent, then we were given an even better look at him as he returned. He was a short, quite chubby man, with a red face and light brown, curly, hair. He was dressed in a very loud, check suit, with bright red socks and black, shiny shoes. He looked more like a nineteen-sixties holiday camp comedian, than a businessman. 
 
      
 
    “It's some time since I had the pleasure of sinking a cane into the yielding flesh of a nice, chubby, bare bottom,” I said, under my breath, “And sinking a cane into his will be a particular pleasure.” 
 
      
 
    Caroline laughed. Pippa laughed, nervously. From that moment, the project to punish Earl Wallaker took on a new determination. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “We need a vehicle tracker,” said Caroline, the following day. “I've been reading about them. We can find out where he goes and what he does if we can fit one to his car.” 
 
      
 
    She explained that it was possible to buy a small unit, not much bigger than a bar of soap, and magnetic, that could be attached to the underside of a vehicle. It allowing the position of the vehicle to be tracked in real time. It would also record a log of where it had been, and when. It was powered by a battery that lasted up to ten days, and could be tracked via the internet by typing in a unique code and password. After a bit more research, reading reviews, we ordered one, then called Pippa to keep her informed. 
 
      
 
    A few days later, Pippa phoned us. She had been carrying out some discreet observations, and could now confirm that Wallaker seemed to go to the same wine bar almost every weekday night, staying until about seven. It was called 'Vignetta' and she said he usually parked his Bentley in the rear car park, and suggested this would be a good place to fit the tracker, as it was not overlooked. 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I drove down to Pippa's Funtinghurst office late the following afternoon. We were dressed plainly, in jeans and sweat shorts, and had come equipped with wigs, makeup and glasses. We also had the tracking device. After tea with Pippa, we fitted our wigs, made ourselves up to look a little 'cheap', then put on our glasses. We made our way to the Vignetta wine bar, to arrive at about five-thirty. After checking that Earl Wallaker's Bentley was in the rear car park, we entered the wine bar, then ordered soft drinks. 
 
      
 
    Wallaker was sitting at the end of the bar, surrounded by about six other quite rowdy men aged in their forties, who, without exception, had excessive waistlines, probably as a result of heavy drinking. It was quite obvious that Earl Wallaker was a regular, as there was a small plaque on the wall over his head, reading ‘Earl's Corner'. They all appeared a little the worse for drink, and from the snippets of conversation that could be heard, and the laughter, they seemed to be engaged mainly with telling each other dirty jokes, or making suggestive and lewd comments to the female bar staff. Wallaker appeared to be drinking lager by the pint. He had a quite distinctive, high pitched, but educated voice, and his high pitched laugh that I found a little irritating. 
 
      
 
    We sat down at a table as far away from Wallaker as we could find, but where we could still see him, then I slipped out to the rear car park. As prearranged, Caroline called me on my mobile immediately. 
 
      
 
    “He's still at the bar, telling jokes,” she said, quietly. 
 
      
 
    “Keep talking to me. Let me know if anyone heads for the door to the car park,” I said, as I approached Wallaker's car. 
 
      
 
    While she quietly repeated things like, “All OK. Earl's gong to have a very sore bum. All OK. Earl's soon won't be able to sit down,” I checked that I was alone in the car park, then stooped down on the far side of his car, reached into my bag for the tracker, then offered it up under his car half way between the front and rear wheels. The powerful magnet attached the tracker to the underside of the Bentley with a reassuring 'clunk.' 
 
      
 
    “All OK. Earl's currently grinning like a Cheshire cat,” I heard, as Caroline continued her monologue. “What fun it will be to wipe that grin off his face.” 
 
      
 
    “It's done,” I said, “We are one step nearer to doing just that.” 
 
      
 
    I made my way back to our table, where we finished our drinks. Wallaker appeared to not even have noticed us. He was starting another pint of lager as we left. 
 
      
 
    Back at the police station, we opened a bottle of wine, then logged into the tracker on my PC. It was  seven-thirty, and Wallaker was already on the move.   
 
      
 
    Within a few days, we were able to establish a pattern. Wallaker would drive to Mayfair in London each evening after leaving the wine bar, where he would park the Bentley in the underground car park of an exclusive gambling casino. He would leave the casino for his home, in the early hours, where he would remain, until he headed for his office the following day late in the morning. 
 
      
 
    “So,” I said to Caroline, four days after we had fitted the tracker. “We are pretty sure Wallaker is a gambler and we know he drinks and drives, but we don't yet know of any other vices he might have.” 
 
      
 
    “To do that,” suggested Caroline, “we will  need to invest some time.” 
 
      
 
    “How would you like to take up gambling?” I suggested. 
 
      
 
    “I've never tried it. Perhaps I could get somebody to teach me. Perhaps I could get Earl to teach me.” 
 
      
 
    Together, we hatched a plan for the Tuesday night of the following week. We would monitor Wallaker's Bentley in the evening, to make sure he was following his usual routine. As soon as his car came to a stop in Mayfair, Caroline would make herself up to look absolutely ravishing, complete with a figure hugging, red, cocktail dress, then take a taxi to the casino. She would pose as a recent divorcee, looking for fun, who was stepping outside her comfort zone to meet new people. We would play it by ear from there on, obviously discreetly keeping an eye on Wallaker, and she would phone me as soon as he left. I would drive to his home address, then park where I could watch him return and check for any relevant activity. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “He's on the roulette wheel,” said Caroline, when she phoned me from the casino the following Tuesday night. “He's gambling with big chips, and seems to be the centre of attention at the table. He's putting the drinks away too. Two of the girls at the table are hookers, I'm sure of it, and they've got Earl in their sights, and he looks to me as if he's up for it.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you had any contact with him?” 
 
      
 
    “No. I'm just watching, keeping my distance, and I'm chatting to a nice old gentleman called Bertie, who's showing me how to play blackjack. I don't think Wallaker has noticed me.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. Call me when he leaves.” 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, Caroline called to tell me that Wallaker was leaving with the two hookers. She mentioned that he had continued to drink quite heavily, and would be well over the drink drive limit, although he didn't appear drunk. 
 
      
 
    I felt like a spy, when, at three in the morning, as I parked outside Wallaker's large, detached house. I had a shorter drive to get there than him, so I was confident I would arrive before him. I guessed that, as a seasoned drink driver, even in his state, he would have the sense to drive within the speed limits to avoid being stopped by the police. The pleasant, tree lined, residential road was deserted and very quiet. I didn't have to wait long before car headlights appeared in the bend at the end of the road, and I ducked down to avoid being seen. I lifted my head a little as the car pulled into Wallaker's drive. It was his Bentley. Drunken laughter broke the silence as three doors opened to disgorge Wallaker and two young ladies. He didn't give me a glance as he escorted the giggling girls to his front door. I'd seen enough. I waited for fifteen minutes, to give time for Wallaker to become engrossed in the services he would no doubt be paying for, then left. 
 
      
 
    I drove back to the police station  feeling a familiar warm glow inside. We had reached the stage of the project I love. Caroline and I already knew quite a lot about Earl Wallaker, and his appointment with our canes and tawses was growing ever closer, but poor Earl was oblivious to his fate. I came to the conclusion, as I drove through the deserted streets of South London, that it was the empowerment I felt that made me feel so good. I now knew Earl Wallaker, and I knew he would soon be squealing and writhing over my whipping bench as we decorated his plump, deserving bottom with colourful stripes. Earl, on the other hand, didn't yet even know of our existence. He would soon.   
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    We now had confirmation of where the rip-off profits Earl Wallaker was extracting from local families was being spent: Drinking, gambling and prostitutes.  Caroline and I sat down in my kitchen the following morning to plan the next stage. By the time we had shared a pot of tea we had completed our plan. We would put it into action that night. I phoned Pippa to tell her, and she giggled with delight when I told her that by this time tomorrow, Earl Wallaker should be waking up with a very sore bottom and some instructions to comply with. 
 
      
 
    Some months earlier, for use on a previous project, we had had software installed on Caroline's phone that enabled me to use it as a remote listening device, which I could turn on and off at will from my PC. Caroline would have her phone in her top, breast, pocket when she went back to the gambling casino that night. She would be looking for someone to teach her how to play roulette, and I would be at my PC, in my office, back at the police station, listening in on the progress of her roulette lesson. 
 
      
 
    Caroline left for the casino looking absolutely stunning. As a team, we had now honed our skills to draw deserving victims into our clutches, and this was the area where Caroline excelled. She radiated class, beauty and sensuality. Men found her irresistible when she dressed for the kill. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    “I've arrived at the casino,” said Caroline, quietly, when she phoned me later that night. “Earl's already here, and I've bought some gambling chips. He's on his own at the roulette table. Let's carry out a system check.” 
 
      
 
    “OK,” I replied. “I'll text you to confirm it is up and running.” 
 
      
 
    We both hung up, then I activated the remote listening device on her mobile from my PC. My office filled with the background sound of the casino. I sent a text back to confirm the system 'ALL OK', then sat back to listen to events unfold. It was about five minutes before I heard Caroline speak: 
 
      
 
    “Do you mind if I sit here?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course not. Be my guest,” replied the unmistakable, high pitched voice of Earl Wallaker. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you don't mind if I watch for a while,” said Caroline. “I've never played this before. I don't actually know what to do.” 
 
      
 
    “It's really very easy to get stared,” said Wallaker, enthusiastically. “The best way to start is playing reds or blacks, or odds and evens. About the same odds as tossing a coin. But you need to play to a system if you want to make a killing.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you offering to teach me?” exclaimed Caroline, with fake delight that had me laughing out loud in my office. 
 
      
 
    “Well, yes, I'd be only too happy too, but only if you'll allow me to order you a drink. I'm Earl, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    “That's so kind of you, Earl. I'm Caroline. I've always wondered how this game is played.” 
 
      
 
    “So what can I get you to drink, Caroline?” asked Wallaker. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, never mind about the drink, Earl. I wouldn't want to burden you with my outrageously expensive tastes in drinks.” 
 
      
 
    “I can afford it, Caroline,” replied Wallaker, smugly. “I insist. What can I get you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you do insist, Earl. That's really very sweet of you. I do love Dom Perignon Champagne. 2006, if they have it.” 
 
      
 
    “Might try a bit of champers myself,” he said, “Waiter. Bring a bottle of  Dom Perignon, 2006, and two glasses.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, let's show you how to play roulette,” said Wallaker, after a few moments. 
 
      
 
    “My word, Earl!” said Caroline, “That's a big bet.” 
 
      
 
    “The waiter just had a word in my ear,” said Wallaker. “He told me the Dom Perignon 2006 is £250.00 a bottle. I thought it might be handy to win that on our first bet together.” 
 
      
 
    “No more bets,” I heard a voice announce, above the general noise. 
 
      
 
    The background noise dropped, as I presumed the roulette wheel was spun. A few seconds later I heard Wallaker's squeaky laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Well that's the champers paid for,” he bragged, noisily. 
 
      
 
    “That was pretty cool, Earl,” purred Caroline. 
 
      
 
    Even by just listening through the bugging equipment, I could tell that Caroline had him. Earl Wallaker was falling into our trap. I smiled as I wondered if he would squeal with the same squeaky tone as he laughed. There followed a period of about half an hour, during which Wallaker attempted to teach Caroline how to play the game. She acted the part of the hopeless pupil, marvelling at the skill and bravery of her tutor, and Wallaker was lapping it up. He was also becoming slightly tipsy. I was now concerned that our original plan, of getting him to drive Caroline back to the police station was no longer a good idea. He was far too far over the limit to drive safely. I needn't have worried, though. Caroline was on top of it: 
 
      
 
    “My goodness. Is it that late?” said Caroline. “It's almost time for my beauty sleep.” 
 
      
 
    “Where do you live, Caroline?” 
 
      
 
    “Not far. Just south of the river.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you let me drive you home in the Bentley?” suggested Wallaker, slurring his words slightly, “I pass your way to get home.” 
 
      
 
    “You have a Bentley, Earl? ” 
 
      
 
    “Well, yes,” he replied, smugly. “Latest model. She's gorgeous.” 
 
      
 
    “I'd love to,” said Caroline, sounding seductive. “But I've got a better idea. Why don't we get a cab back to my place, and have a nightcap there, then you don't have to worry about silly breathalysers. I'd love to show you my flat. It's an old police station. Just the place for a naughty boy like you.” 
 
      
 
    Wallaker's squeaky giggle confirmed that he was hooked. 
 
      
 
    “I'll get them to make sure the Bentley’s looked after tonight. I'll be back in a minute,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “I'll arrange a cab,” said Caroline. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    It was a plan we'd used successfully several times, and we had now refined it. When we got Wallaker back to the police station, it would be her job to get him naked, then encircle the base of his balls and penis with a heavy duty cable tie, attached to a thin, very strong, steel cable. This would be hidden under a rug, leading to the bed in the converted cell bedroom opposite the punishment chamber. The cable then ran up the wall to a heavy eye bolt, fixed into the ceiling, then down again, taped to the door frame. I would be ready at the other end of the cable, hiding outside the door, waiting for a signal from Caroline. My end of the cable had crossbar hand grips attached. 
 
      
 
    I phoned Pippa, as agreed, to tell her that Wallaker was on his way. Despite the late hour, she decided she would like to witness his punishment, so she would drive up from Sussex, aiming to arrive in about an hour, by which time Wallaker should already have arrived. She would park in the rear car park to wait until we had Wallaker prepared for punishment. 
 
      
 
    Forty-five minutes after they left the casino, I saw the cab pull into the rear car park. I'd turned out all the lights in the building to give the impression that it was empty. I retreated from the window as soon as I'd confirmed that Wallaker and Caroline were the passengers, then went to hide in the   kitchen, two doors down the passage from the cell bedroom. I heard the back door open, as they entered. 
 
      
 
    “So why a police station?” asked Wallaker. 
 
      
 
    “Seemed like a fun idea,” replied Caroline, as the lights came on in the passage. “It was a lovely, old, large, Victorian building, sitting empty. It's in a good location for London, and I had a nice, big, divorce settlement. It's a shame you were too drunk to drive me back, Earl. The Bentley would look lovely parked outside.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps next time,” giggled Wallaker, as I heard them walk past the kitchen door. 
 
      
 
    “We still have a cell here,” said Caroline, as I heard a light switch turned on. “I thought it would be fun to leave one cell as it was, complete with graffiti.” 
 
      
 
    “Wouldn't fancy a night in that,” laughed Wallaker, 
 
      
 
    “Then you'll have to be a good boy and do as your told,” replied Caroline, seductively. “Now this is the cell I've had converted to a bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    Another light was switched on. 
 
      
 
    “Now, Earl,” she continued, “time for a nightcap. We can retire to the lounge for cocoa, then I'll get you a cab home, or we can take a more interesting nightcap here.” 
 
      
 
    “What would you suggest?” asked Wallaker, his voice trembling with excitement. He couldn't believe his luck. 
 
      
 
    “I suggest, Earl, that you take your clothes off, fold then neatly, then put them on the chair, then you can help me off with mine. I'm sure we'll then think of something.” 
 
      
 
    The rustle of clothing suggested that Wallaker couldn't get his clothes off quickly enough. 
 
      
 
    “Now help me out of this dress, Earl,” she said, after about thirty seconds, “There's a zip at the back.” 
 
      
 
    “I noticed, at the casino, Earl,” she said, as the rustling of clothing continued, “that you are very good with numbers. My favourite number is sixty-nine. Would you like to know why?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, please,” he replied, obediently. 
 
      
 
    “Well, if you take of my bra and knickers for me, I'll tell you.” 
 
      
 
    There was more activity. 
 
      
 
    “A sixty-nine, Earl, is what happens when you lie back on the bed, then I straddle your face, facing the opposite direction. So while You can slide your tongue into me, I can give you the attention you so obviously need down here.” 
 
      
 
    There was an excited whimper, as I could only guess, Caroline took his erection in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Now, on your back, Earl. Feast your eyes on my secret charms, before I lower myself onto your face.” 
 
      
 
    I heard the bed springs compress, as I silently moved to take my position outside the bedroom door, then took hold of the cable. 
 
      
 
    “You just concentrate on what you're doing with your tongue, Earl,” said Caroline, breathlessly. “Let me worry about what's going on down here.” 
 
      
 
    I heard a slurping sound, as Wallaker immersed himself in his duties. 
 
      
 
    “How's the profits on school uniforms going, Earl?” 
 
      
 
    The slurping stopped. It was the signal for me. I took up the slack on the cable, and the tapes fixing it to the wall peeled away. I stepped into the doorway, to see Caroline lifting herself off the plump,  confused figure of Wallaker, lying on his back, and as yet unaware of the cable tie that encircled his scrotum. Caroline swung her leg over him, affording him a final glance of her feminine charms, then stepped down onto the floor and pulled away the rug concealing the cable. 
 
      
 
    As I took up the remaining slack in the cable, and Wallaker felt the pull on his private parts, he saw me for the first time. His eyes narrowed, and his face reddened beyond its normal colour, in rage. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck's going on?” he demanded. 
 
      
 
    “We're going to have a chat about the price of school uniforms, Mr Wallaker,” I said, as Caroline started to dress. 
 
      
 
    “You can't do this!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes we can,” I said, quietly. 
 
      
 
    I gave the cable a sharp tug. Wallaker squealed, then looked down in shock at his distorted genitals. 
 
      
 
    “I demand you release me from this fucking contraption,” he demanded, angrily, as he struggled to sit up on the bed. He glared at me, then Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “I demand you get off the bed, present yourself before me, and I demand you moderate your language,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Bollocks!” he replied, indignantly. 
 
      
 
    “If you don't do as instructed,” I said, calmly, “yours might soon be heading for the ceiling.” 
 
      
 
    He remained sitting on the bed, glaring at me defiantly. I gave the cable another sharp tug, then watched as his face contorted in agony. A high pitched squeal filled the room, as he failed to get a firm grip on the smooth cable, and I pulled harder. 
 
      
 
    “OK, OK! I'll do it! I'll do it!” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    I eased the tension just a little, as he struggled to his feet to stand before me, with his hands trying to grip the cable that now ran up to the ceiling in front of his face. 
 
      
 
    “Hands behind your back,” I instructed. 
 
      
 
    He hesitated, then complied with a shriek as I gave the cable another sharp tug. Caroline, now dressed in her bra and knickers, approached him from behind, then snapped handcuffs over his wrists. We had him. 
 
      
 
    I watched the anger drain from him, to be replaced with fear.  The reality of his situation was dawning on him. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do with me? What do you want?” he asked, sounding remarkably sober, considering his intake of alcohol. 
 
      
 
    “We are going to have a chat with you about the cost of school uniforms at various schools in Sussex, and your part in overpricing them. We are also going to have a chat with you about your drink driving. Then we are going to thrash your plump bare bottom severely enough to make sitting uncomfortable for a few days. Then we are going to extract a commitment from you to drastically reduce your school uniform prices.” 
 
      
 
    “And who the fuck are you? Are you some sort of fucking self-appointed police force?” he demanded, as his anger took control of his senses again. 
 
      
 
    He squealed again as I pulled sharply on the cable again. 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn't have used exactly those terms, Mr Wallaker, but that's an accurate description. We really must also address your use of bad language.” 
 
      
 
    “And what gives you the right to do this?” he asked, with his resolve faltering, as I maintained considerable tension on the cable. 
 
      
 
    “In your current circumstances, Mr Wallaker, you will soon discover that we have the right to do whatever we like, because there is nothing you can do to stop us.” 
 
      
 
    He continued to glare at me, but his resolve was fading. He realised he was at our mercy. 
 
      
 
    “I think it's time we progressed to the punishment chamber,” I said, after his angry glaring at me had melted away to a look of confusion and fear. 
 
      
 
    At a signal from me, Caroline slipped a black hood over his head. 
 
      
 
    “You can't do this,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, but we can, Earl,” I assured him. 
 
      
 
    I released the tension on the cable as Caroline stooped down in front of him to attach a second cable to the cable to the cable tie securing his balls, then released mine. 
 
      
 
    “Follow me, Earl,” she said, as she pulled him towards the punishment chamber by his balls. 
 
      
 
    “What are you doing? Where are we going?” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    We ignored him. He walked, falteringly, and slowly, blind, towards the whipping bench in the adjacent chamber. I followed behind, looking at the plump bottom I was about to decorate. After thirty seconds, he came to a stop with his thighs pressed up against the back of the whipping bench. The cable attached to his balls passed through it, and Caroline now attached the other end to a winch on the far wall. She took up the slack. 
 
      
 
    “You are standing up against a whipping bench, Earl,” I said, as I took hold of his shoulders. “You will bend over it.” 
 
      
 
    “I will do no such thing,” he sobbed. “This is outrageous.” 
 
      
 
    He squealed, as Caroline turned the winch handle. 
 
      
 
    “Bend over, Earl,” I repeated. “If you don't comply with instructions you will only make things worse for yourself.” 
 
      
 
    He hesitantly leaned forward, as I took his weight. As soon as his torso was resting on the upper surface of the whipping bench, I began to strap him into place. Caroline maintained the tension in the cable until I had secured all the restraining straps in place, then turned back the winch to slacken the cable. Wallaker bottom was raised high, perfectly presented for punishment, with his legs secured well apart. He was utterly helpless. 
 
      
 
    “We will leave you for a while to reflect on why you are here, Earl,” I said. “We will return to administer your punishment, with a witness, in due course.” 
 
      
 
    “You can't leave me here like this,” he sobbed, through the hood. 
 
      
 
    “We can, Earl,” I replied, “and that is precisely what we are going to do.” 
 
      
 
    We left Wallaker without another word, as we went to see if Pippa had arrived. Her car was in the rear car park. Caroline went to fetch her, while I went to my apartment to put the kettle on. I thought we all deserved a nice cup of tea before we began Wallaker's punishment. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    After we had enjoyed a welcome cup of tea, and updated Pippa on the events of the evening, we returned to the punishment chamber with her to lecture Wallaker, then punish him. Pippa was offered the opportunity to conceal her identity with a mask, and she accepted, choosing a bandit mask. The punishment chamber was fitted with CCTV cameras, and these were set to record before we entered. Wallaker physically braced himself as he heard us. Pippa took a seat to the right, rear side of Wallaker, where she would have good view of proceedings. 
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    I sensed a distinct change in attitude, now that he had had time to reflect and sober up a little. 
 
      
 
    “You are going to be caned, Earl,” I replied. “Have you ever been caned before?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “Good. I think you might find that a that a nice, hard, caning across your bare bottom will be considerably more painful than you might have imagined.” 
 
      
 
    “Can't we sort all this out another way?” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “And what is it, Earl, that you think needs sorting out?” I asked. “And address me a Miss, from now on.” 
 
      
 
    “I don't know, Miss. I don't understand why I'm here.” 
 
      
 
    I stooped down in front of him, then pulled the hood from his head. His frightened, red eyes blinked as they adjusted to the light. His head twisted around to take in the array of implements hanging on the wall, then returned to look into mine. He was terrified. 
 
      
 
    “I'll tell you what's going to happen, Earl,” I said, calmly, as I feasted on the fear in his eyes. “I'm going to administer six, nice, hard strokes of the cane to your helpless bare bottom. Just to give you a small taste of what a sound caning is like, then we're going to have a chat about school uniform costs, and drink driving. Is that understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Can't we just talk about it?” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I'm afraid not, Earl,” I said, rising to my feet. “And I told you to address me as Miss. That means you will now receive eight strokes.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, please, no, Miss. Please don't cane me.” 
 
      
 
    He was in tears already. 
 
      
 
    “I'd like you to shut up, now, Earl,” I said, as I selected a senior cane, “unless, of course, you want me to add more strokes.” 
 
      
 
    He was sobbing as I approached him with the cane. I glanced at Pippa as I took my position to Wallaker's left. She looked apprehensive, but gave me a nervous smile. 
 
      
 
    Wallaker was sobbing desperately, as I placed the cane across his plump, bare, bottom. I reminded myself of what we were seeking to achieve, as I raised the cane. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The delicious thing about caning a plump bottom, is that there is more flesh for the cane to bite into. The cane sank deep into Wallaker's, so deep that it momentarily disappeared under folds of white flesh with the report of a pistol shot. His whole bottom and upper thighs rippled like water in a pond, as the cane bounced out, leaving raised white tramlines. It was a brilliant stroke, even by my standards, and the perfect introduction of the cane to Wallaker. 
 
      
 
    Wallaker's reaction was amazing. His head reared up, and a high pitched scream frothed from his mouth. His whole body began to fight against his restraints in a futile effort to escape the clutches of the whipping bench. His feet gyrated, pointlessly clutching at the air, and his head began to shake from side to side, as he tried, and failed, to cope with the agony of the sound cane stroke. 
 
      
 
    I glanced towards Pippa. Her mouth had dropped open in astonishment. I raised the cane again. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Another masterful stroke sank deep into his wobbling bottom, just below the line of the first. Wallaker's shrieking and struggling took on new urgency, as he discovered that his dramatic reaction to the first stroke had earned him absolutely no compassion. 
 
      
 
    “No, Miss! Please, Miss! I've learned my lesson, Miss! I beg y..” 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    His panic stricken pleading was cut short when the third stroke bit savagely into the crease at the very top of his plump thighs. A very sensitive spot, and my favourite cane stroke. His shrieking and bizarre struggling reached fever pitch. 
 
      
 
    I glanced again at Pippa. She had raised her hand to her mouth, and looked shocked, but managed a timid smile in my direction, before my attention switched back to Wallaker's gyrating bottom cheeks. The white tramlines from the first stroke had now matured to raised purple weals, fringed with red. I thought it might be fun to overlay the weal with another. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    I almost managed, but it was just a fraction above. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Wallaker's shrieking rose in pitch as the fifth stroke exactly overlaid the forth. I decided to conclude with three brisk strokes. Two across the centre of his bottom, and the final stroke in the crease at the top of his thighs. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
    SWISH-CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The leather restraining straps of the whipping bench trembled and the wooden joints creaked, as Wallaker strained every muscle in his body to wrench his raging bottom away from the bite of the cane. It was, of course, a futile exercise. The cane founds its mark each time, and bit in deeply. His hysterical shrieking rose to fever pitch. Wallaker was still sobbing pitifully, as I returned the cane to its wall hook. 
 
      
 
    “Shall we leave Mr Wallaker to compose himself, and further reflect?” I suggested to Pippa and Caroline. I noted that Pippa still looked shocked, but Caroline was smiling with delight. 
 
      
 
    “We shall return to discuss your unacceptable business practices and drink driving shortly. Earl. What you've received is merely a mild first taste of the cane. Your real punishment is yet to come.” 
 
      
 
    Earl was shedding a flood of tears as we left, as he digested my words. It was quite obvious that he was already very, very sorry. 
 
      
 
    “I had no idea it would be so severe,” said Pippa, looking quite uncomfortable, as we sat down at my kitchen table, and Caroline switched on the kettle. 
 
      
 
    “He'll recover completely within a few weeks,” I replied. “But he'll never forget. That's the whole point, Pippa. We aim to get results that will last. When we return to the punishment chamber, I can guarantee that Wallaker will promise the earth if he thinks it will save him from more strokes of the cane, but the punishment needs to be reinforced to impress on him that we mean business. He has to understand that he must change his ways, and he has to be absolutely clear in his mind that he will be back here for more punishment if he doesn't. He has to have it caned into him that there will be no mercy if we have occasion to deal with him again.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I can see that,” she said, realising that she was still wearing her mask, then laughing as she removed it. 
 
      
 
    “Those last three strokes were brilliant, Martha,” said Caroline, as she poured boiling water into the tea pot. “Earl certainly felt the last one.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think, perhaps, Martha, that Wallaker might have learned his lesson already,” suggested Pippa, hesitantly. “I know this might sound ridiculous, but I'm actually starting to feel sorry for him. I'm beginning to see him as just an insecure, overgrown schoolboy. Perhaps he's just hiding behind all that greed and flamboyance. I think he might just need pointing in the right direction.” 
 
      
 
    “We don't have to continue, if you're not comfortable with it, Pippa,” I said, “but we need to lecture him and get assurances from him that his behaviour and business practices will change. And, if I agree to spare him a proper caning, then I do think he should be soundly spanked before he is allowed to leave.” 
 
      
 
    “I'd be much happier with that,” said Pippa, smiling with some relief “But it should be a good spanking.” 
 
      
 
    “Have no fear of that, Pippa. I have a nice, heavy, ebony, hairbrush. It imparts a sting that is breathtaking when applied with enthusiasm, and I can get very enthusiastic when I have a deserving man wriggling over my knee.” 
 
      
 
    “That actually sound like it might be fun,” said Pippa, now much more relaxed. 
 
      
 
    “It will be enormous fun,” I assured her, “except for Earl, of course.” 
 
      
 
    We all laughed. 
 
      
 
    Over tea, we discussed how we would conclude Earl Wallaker's therapy, then we returned to the punishment chamber. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    Wallaker began to sob in dread as soon as we entered. It was clear that he was a broken man, and having listened to Pippa's view of him, I began to think she might be right. I almost felt sorry for him. However, we had agreed that Wallaker should suffer the mental anguish of believing he still had a sound caning to endure while we lectured him and coaxed some assurances from him. 
 
      
 
    His bottom was displaying some remarkably colourful weals, as it wobbled along with his pitiful sobs. 
 
      
 
    “Now Earl, I trust you've had time to reflect on why you are here?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, I have, Miss. I know I've behaved disgracefully.” 
 
      
 
    “Well that's a good start,” I said, as I inspected the array of implements, with my back to him. 
 
      
 
    “Please don't cane me any more, Miss,” pleaded, with real tears flowing. 
 
      
 
    “Why don't we run over the way you have been running your business,” I suggested, as I selected a dragon cane, swished it through the air, then returned it, “Then we can decide how you are going to run it from now on.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, of course, Miss,” he replied, eagerly. “I know what I've been doing is wrong. I just wanted to prove to everybody that I could be successful.” 
 
      
 
    “There are other ways of doing that, Earl,” I said, as I now examined an extra heavy Lochgelly tawse. 
 
      
 
    Over the following few minutes, Earl Wallaker confessed everything. He told us about his cheap, imported uniforms, his lies about everything being British made, and about his excessive profit margins. It was his suggestion that he should now go back to his customers, informing that he had managed to source uniforms of the same quality at half the price he was currently paying, and that he would consequently pass that saving over to them. He also promised to stop drink driving immediately. He confessed that he had realised this was wrong, and had been planning to stop, but had always thought 'just one more night’ will probably be OK. I was tempted to believe him. 
 
      
 
    “You now know what the cane feels like, Earl, but you've only received eight strokes. That was just a taster. Your sentence is thirty-six strokes, to be administered with maximum severity.” 
 
      
 
    Wallaker broke down into fresh floods of tears, as I continued inspecting my implements. I waited until he had calmed down a little, then turned to face him. He looked up into my eyes, and I had to concede that I felt a hint of compassion for the poor, lost, and very, very sorry, little boy I now saw. 
 
      
 
    “You are very fortunate, Earl, that the witness we have here today, seems to think that you are beginning to learn your lesson, and she thinks it might not be necessary to administer quite such a severe caning to ensure you change your ways. She actually thinks there might be a decent person lurking somewhere inside you.” 
 
      
 
    “There is, Miss. I promise. There is,” he replied, eagerly, unable to get his assurances out quickly enough. 
 
      
 
    “Your punishment is far from over, Earl,” I said, “but it is possible you will be spared another thirty-six strokes with the cane if we are all convinced that you will keep your promises.” 
 
      
 
    “I will, Miss. I will.” 
 
      
 
    “If I have occasion to have you brought back to me again,” I said, “I will not only cane you, severely, but I will also tawse you.” 
 
      
 
    “You won't need to, Miss. I promise.” 
 
      
 
    I selected the extra heavy Lochgelly tawse from the wall, then moved to stand to his side. Without warning, I raised the tawse, then brought it down with venom. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    It took him completely off guard. As his hysterical shrieking filled the room, I saw Pippa wince out of the corner of my eye. I watched the clear impression of the two tawse tails gradually darken where the tawse had bitten into his trembling bottom. 
 
      
 
    “I've heard reports that families in the Funtinghurst area have struggled to afford the exorbitant cost of school uniforms in order to finance your vulgar life-style, Earl,” I said, when his shrieking had abated. “That was the kiss of a Lochgelly tawse. You'll be feeling a lot more of those, as well as the cane, if I need to get you back here again. Is that understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss. It won't happen. I promise.” 
 
      
 
    “Believe me, Earl,” I said, as I stooped down in front of him, holding the tawse under his nose, “When the tawse starts biting into areas that are already ablaze from previous strokes, for the second, third and forth time, you will understand what agony really is.” 
 
      
 
    He looked absolutely terrified, as his eyes fixed on the thick, leather implement. 
 
      
 
    “We haven't finished with you, yet,” I said, as he looked up timidly into my eyes. “Your punishment will conclude with a spanking, over my knee. I advise you not to feel too relieved. I shall be using my ebony hairbrush, and I will redefine the meaning of the word 'sting' for you.” 
 
      
 
    In spite of my warning, he did look relieved as we began to release him from the whipping bench. His wrists were still cuffed behind his back and his balls were still attached to the cable as we helped him off it. 
 
      
 
    I pulled up a chair, then sat down. Caroline guided him over my lap. 
 
      
 
    “And if you cut down on lager, Earl,” I said, as Caroline handed me my ebony hairbrush, “I won't have to put up with so much weight on my lap if you need to be spanked again.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!.. 
 
      
 
    Before he could answer, the spanking began. I spanked hard and quite briskly. I administered six strokes to his the centre of his left cheek, then six to his right, then I moved lower, to administer six to his lower left cheek, then six to his lower right. When he'd received the first twenty-four strokes, I started the procedure all over again. 
 
      
 
    After just one spank, poor Earl was squealing, and after two he began to wriggle, while squealing. Caroline quickly came to my aid, grasping his shoulders firmly, to stop him wriggling off my lap. By the time he had received twelve spanks, he was wriggling so desperately, that Pippa felt obliged to help Caroline hold him in place. This allowed me to start putting real venom into the spanking, and Wallaker's reaction was delicious. I adore the feeling of a man wriggling like mad over my lap as I set his bottom ablaze with a nice heavy hairbrush. Tears and saliva drenched the floor under his wildly gyrating head as the spanking continued. 
 
      
 
    After seventy-two nice, hard strokes, I signalled to me helpers that I had finished. Wallaker was allowed to slide off my lap onto his knees, sobbing pitifully.  His bottom was spectacularly purple, tinged with bright red. I was sweating from my exertions, and felt I needed a shower. 
 
      
 
    “Your punishment is over, Earl,” I said, as I rose to my feet. “Can I assume that you will be compliant if we release you from your restraints?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss. I will.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you could show Earl to the other shower, while I take mine,” I said to Caroline, “I will conduct his final interview afterwards.” 
 
      
 
    As I left the chamber, I saw that both Caroline and Pippa, where helping Earl Wallaker to his feet. 
 
      
 
    Pippa decided to remove her mask after Wallaker had showered, and he recognised her at once. She trusted that he had learned his lesson, and both Caroline and myself thought she was right. During his final interview, Earl confirmed that he would mend his ways dramatically. I informed him that all the events of the night had been recorded, including those of him crying like a baby, admitting his sins and promising to change his ways. The recordings, I explained, would be kept private, but that he risked them being made available if he went back on his word. It was dawn when Pippa offered to drive him home. 
 
      
 
    We kept in touch with Pippa, and the news was better than we could have dreamed of: Pippa and Earl had become close, and were now regularly seeing each other. Earl Wallaker was good to his word, and with encouragement from Pippa, began to derive pleasure from being a responsible and respected citizen. She told us he had made one final visit to the casino, and had won over £5,000, which he would be donating to our punishment project. 
 
      
 
    “By the way, where did you get that ebony hairbrush?” asked Pippa, when she had told us all the good news. “I intend to keep Earl on track.”   
 
      
 
    Earl Wallaker had proven to be an enjoyable and useful training exercise, and perhaps now some of the families of Funtinghurst would be better off too. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    After months of work, towards the end of spring, Bridgetown Grange was finally completed. We decided to hold a house warming party, to which we invited local residents, including Miss Crowe and the members of the ornithology society, the estate agent, Mr Porter, and the local tradesmen who had carried out the work on the house. It was quite a crowd that gathered and we arranged a fine spread of food and drinks with the help of a local catering company. Obviously, we kept the doors to the punishment rooms locked. It was a pleasant evening, so we'd had set up the tables and chairs in the formal part of the rear garden. 
 
      
 
    There seemed to be general relief of our plans to keep the woods within the grounds as a bird sanctuary, and several locals spoke of their previous concerns that any buyer might have sought to develop the land. Over the previous months I'd grown to quite like Edwina Crowe, the principal of the ornithology society, and while Caroline circulated, I found myself chatting to her. 
 
      
 
    “I see you're drinking tea, Miss Crowe,” I said, as we stood together at a table, looking out over the lawn, towards the woods. “Is there nothing more else I can tempt you with? After all, you must be pleased that the threat of development has been lifted?” 
 
      
 
    “I am pleased, Martha, very pleased indeed, but I generally don't drink.” 
 
      
 
    “Very wise, Miss Crowe. I should probably take a leaf out of your book, but not this evening. I'm delighted with the Bridgetown Grange, and I'm so happy that we have been able to accommodate the ornithology society.” 
 
      
 
    “To be honest, it was a relief, Martha,” she replied. “I can't tell you how worried we were when the house was put up for sale, and please, do call me Edwina.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled warmly, as she put her empty tea cup down on the table. 
 
      
 
    “Can I offer you champagne, ladies?” asked a waiter, who was making the rounds with a tray of filled glasses.   
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said, taking a glass. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you won't, Edwina?” 
 
      
 
    “I'd prefer not. The bubbles tickle my nose,” she replied, laughing. “I have on occasion enjoyed a small glass of dry sherry, but that's about it.” 
 
      
 
    “There's some fine dry sherry in the lounge,” I said to the waiter. “Perhaps you would be good enough to fetch a bottle and a sherry glass, just in case Miss Crowe changes her mind.” 
 
      
 
    “Certainly, Madame.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you do when you're not spotting birds, Edwina?” I asked, when the waiter had left. 
 
      
 
    “I'm the bookkeeper for a local wildlife charity, so my whole life is committed to the welfare of the creatures that some of the human race are less caring of.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you always loved wildlife?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. My father was a botanist. He passed away several years ago, unfortunately. He wrote several books on the subject, and I was inspired by him. He was a sociable man, and our home was an open house for anybody who had anything to do with wildlife conservation. I met some wonderful people.” 
 
      
 
    “I used to love watching Daniel Bottomly's wildlife programs when I was a young girl,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I know Daniel,” she said, brightly. “A lovely man. He was a close friend of my father, and I used to call him uncle Dan. He was a regular visitor. In fact some of his programs were recorded in your wood.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, really. I had no idea.” 
 
      
 
    “He lived locally in those days, but decided to move to London when his frequent TV appearances made travelling a chore. I still meet up with him occasionally, and I always receive a birthday card. It was Daniel who bought me my first bird book for my seventh birthday. He had such a positive influence on me.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the waiter arrived with a bottle of Amontillado and a two small sherry glasses. 
 
      
 
    “I think I will have that sherry,” she said, as the waiter set down a small glass, then opened the bottle. 
 
      
 
    “You must have been upset by that dreadful program that Ross Grande broadcast,” I said, when we had each taken a sip of sherry. 
 
      
 
    “Extremely,” she replied, “I phoned Daniel as soon as I heard about it. He was in tears, devastated.” 
 
      
 
    She took a gulp of sherry, draining the glass. I topped her up. 
 
      
 
    “I think Ross Grande is a nasty piece of work,” I offered, “He should have been sacked.” 
 
      
 
    “Ross Grande is a ghastly, ghastly, total SHIT,” she said, almost spitting the final expletive louder than she had intended. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 A few heads turned, curious at her outburst. 
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry about that,” she said, a little more quietly. “It's just that I get so angry when I think about the hurt that horrible little man caused Daniel. He should have been sacked, and if I'd had my way, he would have been publicly flogged.” 
 
      
 
    “Is everything all right, Edwina?”  asked a slightly wobbly, middle-aged, gentleman, who's shock of white wavy hair set off his red face. He joined us, holding a large glass of red wine, unsteadily. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Alfred,” said Edwina. “We were just talking about Daniel, and I was reminded of that total shit, Ross Grande. This is Martha, by the way. Martha's our host. Martha, this is Alfred. Alfred owns the Old Plough pub in the village.” 
 
      
 
    “Delighted to meet you, Martha,” said Alfred, slurring his words slightly. “Poor Edwina gets terribly upset about that bounder. Water under the bridge, Edwina, water under the bridge. You have to put these things behind you.” 
 
      
 
    Alfred put a comforting hand on Edwina's shoulder, as he drained his glass. 
 
      
 
    “Can I top you up, Alfred?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “What a good idea,” he replied, looking at his glass as if he was surprised it was empty. 
 
      
 
    I filled Alfred's and Edwina's glasses, then left them. I needed to circulate, and I couldn't wait to tell Caroline about my chat with Edwina. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ELEVEN 
 
      
 
    The headlines of most newspapers that week had involved the disclosure that a right wing cabinet minister, Geoffrey Pickle, who was well known for moralising about the importance of marriage and family life, had fathered the child with a member his shadow cabinet's, left wing, minister's research team. It was a great story for the press when not much else particularly newsworthy was going on, and they had fun with headlines that highlighted the hypocrisy of the minister involved. The fact that he had recently accused his shadow minister of not knowing his left from his right, made for even more colourful headlines. Pickle really was in a pickle. We decided to put 'Punishment Project Grande’ or 'PPG' into action on the back of this, as we guessed papers such as 'Sunday Scandals' would jump at a story that might top Pickle's pickle. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, may I speak to the editor please?” I said, when I'd been put through to the newsroom at 'Sunday Scandals'. 
 
      
 
    “He's very busy. Can I ask what it's in connection with?” 
 
      
 
    “I have a story about a government minister he might be interested in.” 
 
      
 
    “I see, and may I ask who you are?” 
 
      
 
    “His wife, who's considering divorcing him,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “I'll see if I can put you through,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning. This is Max Gent,” said the new voice, about a minute later “Can I ask who I'm talking to?” 
 
      
 
    “I'd rather not say for the moment.” 
 
      
 
    “I understand you want to tell me something about a government minister. Can you tell me a bit more about it?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't want to say too much,” I replied, “until I have some idea of your terms. Putting it bluntly, I would want to be paid. I've never dealt with a newspaper before.” 
 
      
 
    “We do, on occasion, pay for a story that we feel may be of public interest, madam. But until I know what it is, I'm not in a position to suggest any figure. You need to tell me more.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, dear,” I said, trying to sound flustered. “I really don't want to say too much until we have some sort of agreement. As soon as I give you any details, you might guess who he is.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you can tell me some details that wouldn't lead me to guess who he is. Just so I can get some idea of where we might go with this? You have to put yourself in my position, madam. My job is to sell newspapers. I need something that will help me do that. That's where the money comes from that allows me to pay for a story. I'm just the broker in this.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I can see that. Well, there's corruption involved, and the money involved is, well, substantial. But I've also discovered that he visits a lady, and, well, he likes to relive his school days with her.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean he visits a dominatrix?” 
 
      
 
    “I imagine that's what she is.” 
 
      
 
    “This sort of thing isn't unheard of in government circles, madam. I really need to know who he is, or what his position is, before we can progress.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll need to think about it, Mr Gent,” I said, hesitantly, “You're the first newspaper I've phoned. I want to be sure I'm doing the right thing. I need to think.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course. Call me Max, by the way. Why don't you give yourself a name? It doesn't have to be your real name, just a name that I can call you by if you decide to call me back. A name I can program into my phone, so I know who I'm talking to.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. I can't see that that will do any harm. How about 'Lucy'?” 
 
      
 
    “Lucy is perfect. My favourite name. I'll text you my personal mobile number so you can get straight through to me. Any time you want to chat, or ask questions, call me.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, of course. I'll have a think about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Sooner or later, Lucy, if you want to go ahead with this, you will need to put your trust in a newspaper. Without wanting to blow my own trumpet, I am known in the industry as somebody who can be trusted, and it is possible your story might be of interest.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. I might get back to you Mr Gent, sorry, Max. Thank you for taking my call.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for phoning this newspaper, Lucy. I hope to hear from you again.” 
 
      
 
    I ended the call I had made on the recently purchased 'pay as you go' mobile phone, then smiled at Caroline, who was sitting opposite me at my kitchen table. 
 
      
 
    “I think he's swallowed it.” 
 
      
 
    “You sounded very believable,” she said. “Even I was starting to believe you.” 
 
      
 
    The phone beeped. It was Max Gent sending his personal contact details. I switched off the phone. The next part of the plan was to wait. 
 
      
 
    Over the course of the next few days, I received three text messages, encouraging me to call for a chat, and a few missed calls. Max Gent was interested. 
 
      
 
    A week after the call, I sent Max Gent a text message: 
 
      
 
    Thank you for talking to me last week, Mr Gent. After a great deal of thought, I've decided not to take matters further for the time being. It was, perhaps, selfish of me to have considered selling my story, and on reflection, I can see it might be irresponsible of me to take any action that could damage the 'health' of the government of this country. Kind Regards, 'Lucy' 
 
      
 
    I received a reply almost immediately: 
 
      
 
    Dear Lucy. I quite understand your concerns for the 'health' of our government. It is admirable that you are attempting to put it ahead of your own happiness. However, I'm sure you realise that if a government has any hidden 'rot' within, its apparent health is just an illusion. Sometimes, the responsible thing to do is to expose the rot to allow the return of real 'health'. Please do not hesitate to call me if you would like to talk about this at any time. I may be able to help you. Max 
 
      
 
    With Gent primed, we were ready to move to the next part of the plan. Our research had revealed that Grande and Gent were members of Wentwood, an exclusive golf club, thirty miles west of London. The club had a useful website, which included a video tour of the club house, so we were able to get a feel of the place before we set foot there. Caroline, we decided, would call in to enquire about membership, and would aim to befriend the membership secretary. She would give her name as Daisy Hornblower, the wealthy grand daughter of Thomas Hornblower, world famous manufacturer of model trains, and I would be her PA. 
 
      
 
    To make our arrival at Wentwood more noticeable, we arranged to be chauffeur driven to the club in a hired limousine from the nearby town of Ashwot. We paid for the hire in cash, and arranged to hire the vehicle and driver for the afternoon. Caroline was dressed, and made up to kill, in a perfectly tailored, figure hugging, sexy, white trouser suit, and I, as her PA, dressed and made up more soberly, but wearing a shortish skirt. 
 
      
 
    We had found three gossip column articles about Grande, with references to him playing golf with other celebrities, and we noted that all were taken on Mondays. We guessed that, with his show being broadcast live, late on Saturday nights, Monday might be his normal day off, when he would be most likely to head for the golf course. We pulled up in front of Wentwood club house at three in the afternoon, instructing the driver to park the limousine in full view of the bar. There were a few very expensive cars also parked there. 
 
      
 
    “I think we might be in luck,” I said to Caroline, pointing out a large, white, Mercedes. The personalised number plate of the car read 'RO55 G'. “His wallet wasn't quite fat enough to get his name spelled properly.” 
 
      
 
    The chauffeur opened the rear doors of the limousine for us. While Caroline remained by the car, looking around at the golf course, I went to reception to enquire where visitor's might park, and that we wanted to enquire about membership. 
 
      
 
    The young man behind the desk was very attentive. The limousine, with Caroline standing next to it, were visible from the reception, and he seemed in awe of me as I approached him. He told me that he would fetch the membership secretary, Malcolm Bloomer, and that we could leave the car where it was for the time being. I went back to the car to fetch Caroline, and the chauffeur was instructed to wait for us, while the receptionist made a call to Malcolm Bloomer. 
 
      
 
    “Good afternoon, Ladies,” said the impeccably dressed, perfectly groomed gentleman, who greeted us when we returned, “I'm the membership secretary, Malcolm Bloomer.” 
 
      
 
    “Daisy Hornblower,” said Caroline, extending her hand in a most lady-like manner. “This is Martha, my PA.” 
 
      
 
    “I understand you are interested in joining our golf club. Do you play?” 
 
      
 
    “The odd game now and again, but I think the exercise would be of benefit if I played more regularly.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm sure it would, Madam.” 
 
      
 
    There were a few moments of silence, and Malcolm seemed to flush a little. He also seemed in awe of us, and particularly Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “We will need members to propose and second your application, and we do have a waiting list,” he said, “but we can use a certain amount of discretion when, shall we say, deemed appropriate. Call me Malcolm, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. Then perhaps you would be kind enough to arrange for us to be shown around, Malcolm.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Of course. I'd be delighted to show you myself. Now, if you have time.” 
 
      
 
    “I do have time, Malcolm. Lead on,” said Caroline, smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Let's start in the Members Bar, or the Nineteenth Hole, as it's sometimes called.” 
 
      
 
    Malcolm led us to the sumptuous bar that led off from reception. We had arranged the chauffeur to park in just the right place. Everyone in the busy bar would have seen us arrive. I spotted Ross Grande almost immediately, sitting at the bar with another man.” 
 
      
 
    “It's hard to believe,” said Malcolm, as we walked slowly through the bar, “that just twenty years ago, ladies were not allowed in this bar. I'm very pleased to confirm that we have seen the light. Ladies are very welcome now.” 
 
      
 
    “Tell me, Malcolm,” said Caroline, stopping him in his tracks just a few metres from where Grande and his friend were sitting, watching us with interest. “How will you go about finding members who will propose and second our membership application?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm quite sure that won't be a problem,” he assured. 
 
      
 
    “I'll propose you,” interrupted Grande, with a childish grin on his face. 
 
      
 
    “And I'll second you,” offered his friend. 
 
      
 
    “Well that seems to have been sorted out quite easily,” said Malcolm. “We would be quite happy to accept Mr Grande and Mr Gent as your proposer and seconder.” 
 
      
 
    “That's very kind of you,” said Caroline, directly to Grande, offering her hand. “I'm Daisy, Daisy Hornblower.” 
 
      
 
    “Aye, aye, Captain,” replied Grande, with a stupid grin on his face. 
 
      
 
    “I note you have a sense of humour, Mr Grande, but I'm not a descendant of Horatio. However, you might have heard of my grandfather, Thomas Hornblower.” 
 
      
 
    “Not Puff Puff Hornblower!” said Grande, now intrigued. 
 
      
 
    “The very same,” replied Caroline, smiling, but noting the blank looks of Gent and Malcolm. 
 
      
 
    “My grandfather,” explained Caroline, to the two blank faces, “was the founder of Hornblower Model Trains. He also smoked a pipe almost continuously, and so acquired the nickname of Puff-Puff Hornblower. His friends just called him Puff.” 
 
      
 
    “The best model trains ever made,” enthused Grande, “Very collectable. I have several.” 
 
      
 
    “They were indeed, Mr Grande. I'm delighted you are an enthusiast, but tell me, there's something familiar about you. I'm sure I've seen you before, somewhere.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm quite sure you have,” he said, with pride, “I'm not a lookalike. You're in the company of the genuine article.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I'm sure I know you, I'm trying to place you,” said Caroline, playfully. “Don't tell me. It will come to me.” 
 
      
 
    She put a finger to her lips as she pretended to think. His expectant look began to fade as the seconds passed. 
 
      
 
    “I know who you are,” she said, smiling with delight. “You're the waiter who served me at Luigi's in Kensington last week. I'm sorry about the tip, but the wine wasn't properly chilled.” 
 
      
 
    Gent sniggered. Malcolm looked embarrassed for Grande, and Grande looked humiliated. 
 
      
 
    “I'm not a waiter,” he said, clearly hurt. “I'm the television presenter, Ross Grande.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so sorry, Mr Grande. I don't watch television very much, and you are the spitting image of that waiter.” 
 
      
 
    “Don't mention it,” he replied, quickly regaining his composure. “I'd love to talk to you about your grandfather some time. I'm a real model train enthusiast.” 
 
      
 
    “I'd be happy to, Mr Grande, especially as you've agreed to propose me for membership. Perhaps after Malcolm has shown us around, if you're staying for a while. I don't want take up more of Malcolm's time than is necessary.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll be here,” he assured her. 
 
      
 
    We continued our tour of the club, then Caroline told Malcolm that she'd think about membership. He gave her a membership application form, before confirming that the club would be very happy to welcome her as a member. When Malcolm had left us, we went back to the bar, where Grande was sitting at a table, on his own. 
 
      
 
    “Max had to leave,” he said, as we approached, “Can I get you ladies a drink?” 
 
      
 
    “That would be nice,” replied Caroline. “A glass of mineral water would be fine.” 
 
      
 
    “I can't tempt you with anything more exciting?” 
 
      
 
    “No, thank-you. Normally I probably would, but I have business to attend to this evening.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll leave you two to talk about trains, if you don't mind. I have some calls to make,” I said, leaving Caroline to take a seat next to Grande. 
 
      
 
    I returned to the limousine, with the chauffeur waiting patiently in the driver's seat. I told him we should be finished within the hour, then sat at a nearby bench and pretended to make calls on my mobile. I could see that Caroline and Grande were engrossed in conversation. Everything seemed to be going to plan.   
 
      
 
    Ross Grande escorted Caroline to our limousine about half an hour later. They appeared to be getting on well, with Grande doing most of the talking. 
 
      
 
    “I'll call you,” he said, as the chauffeur opened the car door for her. 
 
      
 
    “I look forward to hearing from you,” she said, before the door was closed. 
 
      
 
    Grande watched our car pull away and head back down the gravel drive for a few seconds, before returning to the clubhouse. I had to wait until the chauffeur had dropped us back in Ashwot, before Caroline could tell me how well our plan had progressed. 
 
      
 
    “We talked about model trains for a while, of course,” said Caroline, as we set off back to London in my car, “and it's just as well we researched the subject because he knows a lot. Anyway, he certainly believes that I am Daisy Hornblower. He asked a lot of questions, and he assumed I had inherited my apparent wealth, until I told him that Hornblower trains had struggled for years, before being bought by a Chinese company for next to nothing, which of course is exactly what happened. He also kept insisting that I should watch his show on Saturday night. He seemed unable to comprehend that I'd never watched it.” 
 
      
 
    “So did he want to know how you appeared to be so wealthy?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely. He tried to appear casual about it, but I could tell he was almost desperate to know. He asked what I did, and I told him that I offered private therapy on a one-to-one basis. That really had him intrigued. He asked what sort of clients I had, and I told him that my client list was strictly confidential. He wanted to know more details about the therapy I offered, and I told him that that was also confidential, and tailored to meet the needs of each client. When he persisted, I told him that clients sometimes came to me when they needed help dealing with a variety of issues, including guilt, and stress, and that I was often able to offer the sort of specialised therapy they needed, adding with a smile, that such treatment was not available on the NHS. I think he eventually worked out that I am a high class dominatrix, before I steered the conversation back to golf and model trains.” 
 
      
 
    “He took your phone number. He said he'd call you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she laughed. “He wants to take me to dinner, and I told him that would be nice, but that I had a busy diary as I would be dealing with a client in New York. I asked him a lot of questions about the various locomotives he has, but I could see his mind was elsewhere. He wants to know more about me and my therapy. The seed's been planted. I'm sure he'll phone.” 
 
      
 
    Back at the police station, we decided to drive down to Bridgetown Grange the following day, then stay for a week, or so. This would give Grande time to talk to Gent, and hopefully, they might start to wonder if Daisy Hornblower knew anything about the corrupt minister who liked to relive his school days. We would give their suspicions time to ferment, and if the opportunity arose, feed them a few more snippets.         
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
      
 
    On our first day at Bridgetown Grange, Caroline received four missed calls from Grande, She accepted the fifth call, scolding him for not realising that it was six o'clock in the morning in New York. She promised to call him on her return, saying that her client's therapy would take time, adding, with a smile in her voice, that she needed to purge some particularly stubborn, ingrained guilt, and that the treatment would be quite intense. Just as she liked it. Grande seemed lost for words, but said he looked forward to hearing from her. 
 
      
 
    We decided to invite Edwina over for tea. Caroline and I had been intrigued by her revelation that she was a close friend of Daniel Bottomly, and her anger over his treatment by Ross Grande. We wondered if it might be advantageous to have her on side, and to tell her something of our plans for Grande. But we would need to trust her. 
 
      
 
    Edwina arrived at six on the Tuesday evening. The weather was warm again, so we served tea in the garden. She was very excited about the Snipes, and spent some time explaining that they had built a nest, and needed to be left undisturbed. We assured her that we would do our best to make sure they were left alone. 
 
      
 
    “By the way, I'm so sorry about the fuss I made at your party,” she said, after she had explained the mating ritual of the Rough Billed Snipe, “Alfred was quite right. I need to put Ross Grande behind me. What's done, is done. I can't undo it.” 
 
      
 
    “That's not a problem, really it's not,” I assured her. “We quite understand your anger. How's Daniel?” 
 
      
 
    “I spoke to him at the weekend. He told me he was fine, but I could tell he's still upset. He's lost some of his sparkle since that horrible man's phone prank. I'm sorry. There I go again, but I do so wish that something could be done about him.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina wiped a tear from her eye. I looked at Caroline, and she nodded her approval. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, Edwina,” I began, “it's doing something about Ross Grande that we would like to talk to you about.” 
 
      
 
    I immediately had her attention. 
 
      
 
    “Before I continue,” I said, making sure we maintained eye contact, “I have to have your absolute assurance that what I am about to tell you will remain a secret between us.” 
 
      
 
    “It's nothing illegal, I hope,” she said. 
 
      
 
    “We do have some experience in dealing with people like Ross Grande,” I said, “We like to see justice done, and we tend to take action when the powers that be seem unable, or unwilling to do anything. What we do is not strictly legal, but we believe we are justified in what we do, and we try to make sure that no lasting harm will be caused. In fact, quite the opposite is usually that case. So far, we have only experienced positive results. I can't tell you more unless I have your promise on confidentiality.” 
 
      
 
    “You have it,” she said, “Nothing you say will go any further, Martha. I owe it to Daniel, and the snipes.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Caroline again, to make sure she was happy for me to continue. She was. 
 
      
 
    “Caroline and I,” I began, “are professional disciplinarians.” 
 
      
 
    I was encouraged to continue as I observed surprise, then beginnings of a smile forming on Edwina's face. 
 
      
 
    “It all began a few years back, when I suffered abuse at the hands of a domineering boss. Rather than accept the abuse, I decided to teach him a lesson he would never forget. My research into the disciplining of deserving males by females, led me to Caroline, who had some experience in this field, and we formed a partnership. We have now disciplined a number of deserving males, some of whom you will have heard of.” 
 
      
 
    “I see,” said Edwina, looking unsure, but still smiling. “How, exactly, do you discipline these deserving males.” 
 
      
 
    “We thrash their bottoms,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “And this is what you plan for Ross Grande?” she asked, after her jaw had dropped. 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina was obviously having trouble taking this in. She looked from me to Caroline, as if trying to confirm our sincerity. 
 
      
 
    “More tea?” offered Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Yes, please.” 
 
      
 
    I waited until the tea had been poured before continuing. 
 
      
 
    “We call our disciplinary conquests 'punishment projects'. Our highest profile candidate to date was Philip Goodfellow.” 
 
      
 
    “Isn't he the disgraced banker who plundered his employees pensions?” asked Edwina. 
 
      
 
    “That's him. We abducted him, thrashed him, videoed him confessing to his outrageous behaviour, then pleading for mercy and forgiveness. We persuaded him to pay a healthy chunk of his ill-gotten gains back to his employees, and also make a very useful donation to our disciplinary service. In fact Philip paid for a sizeable sum towards this house.” 
 
      
 
    “How wonderful!” exclaimed Edwina, clearly delighted, “But aren't you worried about being reported to the police? Kidnapping is a serious offence.” 
 
      
 
    “Most of the men we deal with have inflated egos. The video recordings we make of their pleading for mercy, and their tearful confessions, are totally humiliating for them. We find that our promise to keep the video recordings locked away is enough to guarantee their silence. Added to that, they often feel cleansed of guilt once they been through our corrective program. Some even become friends. My ex boss, Zak, occasionally benefits from a maintenance thrashing when he finds himself slipping back into his old ways, and he regards me as a valued friend.” 
 
      
 
    “I see,” replied Edwina, “I have to confess that I'm finding this quite difficult to take in. As much as I love the idea of Ross Grande being punished, I can't quite believe it could be done without consequences for you. A large part of me approves of your project, but I'm not sure I should be associated with it.” 
 
      
 
    “You don't have to be associated with it, Edwina,” said Caroline. “We just thought you might like to know about our plans for Grande. We trust you to keep our secret, and you can be quite sure that we will not involve you. We can all agree that this conversation never took place if there were to be any negative consequences.” 
 
      
 
    “On the other hand,” I added, “if you do want to witness his punishment, I'm sure we can arrange that for you.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll have to think about it, but I am very grateful that you've felt able to confide in me. I promise your trust has not been misplaced.” 
 
      
 
    “How many eggs have the snipes laid?” asked Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “None yet. But I'm keeping a watchful eye on them.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    The following day I received a voice message from Gent, suggesting that he might be prepared to pay a non-returnable deposit for an informal chat over the phone, adding that he wouldn't expect names to be mentioned in this initial chat. He said it would help him evaluate what the story might be worth, so he might then be able to  make a firm cash offer for the full story. I sent a text back, saying I needed more time to think, and that I might call him. Later that day, I phoned him. 
 
      
 
    “Hello Max, It's Lucy.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for calling, Lucy. Have you had time to think about my offer?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you haven't given me much to think about. You've said you might be able to pay a deposit, a non-returnable deposit. But you haven't said how much, or what information you want. I'm not giving you names.” 
 
      
 
    “I don't need names at this stage. I might be able to pay you, say a thousand pounds, if you can just tell me something that convinces me that there is a real story here.” 
 
      
 
    “Five thousand pounds. I might tell you something for five thousand pounds.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. I might be able to manage that. How much do you know about this school teacher he visits?” 
 
      
 
    “Are you agreeing to five thousand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “How are you going to pay me?” 
 
      
 
    “I'll make a transfer to any bank you like. Just give me the account details. Trust me. But tell me what you know about his school teacher.” 
 
      
 
    “I listened in on one of his phone calls. He was trying to arrange to meet her, but she's out of the country, so he has arranged to call her in about ten days. I know what she calls herself.” 
 
      
 
    “What? What does she call herself?” 
 
      
 
    “I'm not telling you that. You will get the name only when we agree a price for my story.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. Do you happen to know where abroad she is?” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose there's no harm in telling you that. I heard New York mentioned.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. I think we might be able to do something, Lucy. Send me your bank details, then we'll have another chat.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll have to set up an account you can't track me to. I'm not sure how to do it. It might be a while.” 
 
      
 
    “Would you like me to help?” 
 
      
 
    “That's probably not a good idea. I'll be in touch.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. I look forward to hearing from you.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    We returned to the police station after ten days at Bridgetown Grange, during which we had put the final touches to our plans. Caroline sent a text to Grande, saying she was back in the UK, and was free on the coming Sunday evening. He called back and Caroline suggested they meet at a Thai restaurant we knew in Chelsea. She would have her phone programmed as a listening device so I could listen in to their conversation from the police station. 
 
      
 
    Caroline looked gorgeous as she set off to meet Grande. If all went to plan, he would be in our clutches within hours. We confirmed that her phone bug was operational as she stepped from the Mercedes limousine with darkened windows we had hired. Timothy had agreed to be a chauffeur for the evening. 
 
      
 
    “He's already here,” she said, a few seconds later. “I can see him waiting in the restaurant.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, Caroline. You look sensational,” I heard Grande say, when she had entered the restaurant. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Ross. Nice to see you again.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you see the show last night?” he asked, after they had obviously taken their seats. 
 
      
 
    “I'm sorry Ross. I really must make a point of watching it, but I've just been so busy.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at the put-down. Caroline lied so well when she was in-role. We had, in fact, watched the show together. 
 
      
 
    “Your business seems to be thriving,” said Grande. 
 
      
 
    “It is. I'm very fortunate in loving my work, but I have to confess that I would like a bit more time for leisure.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you should set some time aside for yourself each week,” he suggested. 
 
      
 
    “I've tried that, but some of my clients can be very persuasive. They know my one big weakness.” 
 
      
 
    “And what's that?” 
 
      
 
    “Cash, I'm afraid to confess. I know it probably sounds vulgar. It's a long story, and I won't bore you with it, but I do have a great respect for cash. I know what it's like to not have any, and I never want to experience it again.” 
 
      
 
    “Was that when the model train business got into trouble?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. But enough of that. You wanted to tell me about your train collection at home.”   
 
      
 
    I listened in as they talked about model trains, while choosing from the menu. Grande tried to steer the conversation back to her work on a couple of occasions, but she steered it back to his model train collection, then asked more about his show. She confessed that she actually knew absolutely nothing about his chat show, and had never heard of him. I found myself laughing out loud. Ross Grande found it impossible to conceal his hurt ego. In an almost desperate attempt to impress on Caroline what a huge celebrity he was, he started reeling off a long list of some of the rich and famous people who had been guests on his show over the years. 
 
      
 
    “What a small world,” said Caroline, when he had exhausted his list of celebrities, “I know one or two of your guests rather well.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, really. Who?” 
 
      
 
    “That's one of the drawbacks of my work, Ross. Client confidentially. The nature of my work necessitates absolute discretion. I'm not able to say.” 
 
      
 
    “That's a shame,” he said. 
 
      
 
    The conversation dried up for a few moments. The silence was almost uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    “What is it, exactly, that you do?” he asked, quietly. 
 
      
 
    “Can't you guess, Ross?” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “I think I can guess,” he replied, “but I'd hate to guess wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “I would guess your guess would be right,” she laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You're some sort of dominatrix?” he whispered. 
 
      
 
    “That's not what I call myself, Ross, but yes, that's pretty much the area I work in.” 
 
      
 
    “You must be very good at it. You are obviously making a comfortable living from it.” 
 
      
 
    “I am very good at it, and my client list is a testimony to that. I deal with some people who might surprise you.” 
 
      
 
    There was another long silence. I could almost hear Grande's mind whirring. 
 
      
 
    “It's a shame you haven't seen my show,” he said, breaking the silence. “As it's a late night show, there are not too many rules. I cover anything that will increase ratings. It would be great to do a feature on your business.” 
 
      
 
    “That's obviously not possible. Even the slightest hint of publicity would destroy my client list. My business would be finished overnight.” 
 
      
 
    “But I could keep your identity a secret, and that of your clients. I could call you 'Miss X' or something like that. I could interview you, but we could use an actress to answer your questions.” 
 
      
 
    “I can see, Ross, that it might help your ratings, but it's not going to help me.” 
 
      
 
    “What if I paid you, a lot?” 
 
      
 
    “What's a lot?” 
 
      
 
    “How much do you make a year?” 
 
      
 
    “None of your business, Ross. How much do you make?” 
 
      
 
    “Six million,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “That's a lot.” 
 
      
 
    “Well I'm not offering that,” he laughed, “but listen, I might be able offer you a sizeable sum if I were able to interview you. What sort of premises do you work from? What sort of equipment do you use?” 
 
      
 
    “My premises is about the best in the business. I have a cell, and punishment chamber, with all the disciplinary equipment you could imagine, and I also have a remarkably authentic schoolroom.” 
 
      
 
    “The interview could take place in your dungeon. That would be great.” 
 
      
 
    “I couldn't possibly allow you access to my business premises. That would be a stupid thing for me to do. My address needs to be completely confidential. My clients wouldn't come near the place if my address became known.” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn't need to know your address. There must be a way we can do this. All it would need is for me and my cameraman to be transported to your dungeon, blindfolded if necessary. You could wear a disguise of some kind, and I can even get our sound engineer to change your voice. We could have most of the script written in advance, so there would be no surprises and no need for a retake.” 
 
      
 
    “How much is a lot, Ross?” 
 
      
 
    “Ten thousand pounds.” 
 
      
 
    “Forget it,” she laughed, “that's peanuts.” 
 
      
 
    “Fifty. Fifty grand.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll think about it. I thought you wanted to talk to me about your model trains.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll tell you what. Why don't you let me have a look at your place this evening. Get your chauffeur to drive us. I'll wear a blindfold. I'll pay sixty grand if the interview goes ahead.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm not sure,” said Caroline, hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    “I'll pay you a deposit now. Five thousand pounds, to prove my sincerity. Give me your bank details. I can make a transfer now, from my mobile.” 
 
      
 
    “I think I'm putting too much at risk. I need some time to think about this. Let's talk about it another day. I shouldn't make decisions like this when I've been drinking wine.” 
 
      
 
    “Seventy-five. Seventy-five thousand pounds, with a ten thousand deposit now. We won't identify you, or your address. We don't need to know who your clients are. Just let me take a look tonight. If you decide not to go ahead, just let me have my deposit back and we'll forget the whole thing.” 
 
      
 
    There were a few moments of silence, before Caroline spoke. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, Ross,” she said. “I need to make a phone call.” 
 
      
 
    My mobile rang about thirty seconds later. 
 
      
 
    “Did you get all that?” asked Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. I'll get Timothy to pick you and Grande up in about half an hour. He’ll have a hood with him.” 
 
      
 
    “OK. That's great. I'll give him our Cayman Islands account number.” 
 
      
 
    I listened in to their conversation up until I heard Caroline tell him that her car had arrived, during which time he had paid the deposit. Before they left, Caroline insisted that he turn his phone off so he couldn't later track their journey. The drive from the restaurant to our police station was only about fifteen minutes, but Timothy had been instructed to drag the journey out to about thirty minutes. We didn't want to give Grande too many clues to our location. 
 
      
 
    I had everything prepared by the time I saw the Mercedes pull into the rear car park. I watched from a rear window as Caroline helped the hooded figure of Ross Grande out of the car, then made my way, bare footed, and silently, to the cell. 
 
      
 
    “I can't take your hood off yet, I'm afraid,” I heard Caroline explaining, as they entered the building, through the rear door. “I have to make sure some of the curtains are closed so you can't see out. I can't risk you guessing where we are.” 
 
      
 
    We had rehearsed the next crucial part of the operation several times. We needed Grande's wrists cuffed behind his back before he realised anything was amiss. As Caroline led him into the cell, I handed her one half of a metal handcuff. She was guiding him by holding his right wrist. I then moved silently behind Grande holding the other half of the cuff. We had earlier severed the linking short chain that joined the two halves of the handcuffs, and they were now joined by a strong rope that was knotted to Caroline's half, then passed through a link on my half, allowing then to slide apart. The rope then continued up to a pulley wheel bolted to the ceiling, then down to a winch fitted to the cell wall. 
 
      
 
    At a signal from me, Caroline and I simultaneously cuffed both his wrists, then we both stepped away from him. I rapidly took up the slack in the rope dropping down from the ceiling, which had the effect of pulling his wrists together up behind his back. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck's going on?” he gasped, in his squeaky voice, as I increased the tension in the rope, to pull his wrists painfully up behind his back, then swiftly taking up the slack by winding it in on the wall mounted pulley. 
 
      
 
    We had him! 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    “What is this? What the fuck are you doing?” he shouted, now in panic. 
 
      
 
    “All will be explained in good time, Mr Grande,” I said, as Caroline removed his mobile phone, keys and wallet from his jacket, then checked his pockets for any other device he might have with him. 
 
      
 
    “Who the fuck are you?” he demanded. 
 
      
 
    “I'm the person who will be administering your much deserved punishment, Mr Grande.”   
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? What sort of punishment?” 
 
      
 
    “I am going to thrash your bare bottom, Mr Grande, severely?” 
 
      
 
    “You can't do that! It's ridiculous! Let me go.” 
 
      
 
    “I can assure you, Mr Grande, I can do that, and I will. You will be released only when your punishment has been administered in full.” 
 
      
 
    “This is mad. Why are you doing this?” 
 
      
 
    “So many questions, Mr Grande. They will all be answered in the course of your time with us.” 
 
      
 
    “Who the fuck do you think you are? You better let me go, now. I'll make so much fucking trouble for you if you don't.” 
 
      
 
    “I must ask you to moderate your language, Mr Grande.” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck off!” 
 
      
 
    “It seems that polite requests are not going to work, Mr Grande, so we'll try another way.” 
 
      
 
    Without another word, I left the cell, then returned with a heavy Lochgelly tawse. I then approached Grande, then unbuckled his trouser belt. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck do you think you are doing?” he demanded, furiously, as he twisted his body away from me. 
 
      
 
    “I'm baring your bottom, Mr Grande, then you will receive a taste of the tawse. Perhaps you will then moderate your language.” 
 
      
 
    “In your fucking dreams,” he spat. 
 
      
 
    I reached for the winch handle, then increased the tension to raise his hands more painfully up behind his back. Grande gasped. I returned to him, as he leaned forward to ease the pain in his arms, then pulled his trousers down to his knees. Caroline, standing behind him, pulled down his shorts, then lifted the rear of his jacket and shirt, to  reveal his pert, perfectly white and unblemished, bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    “You'll regret this,” he gasped, now sounding less confident, “I'll make sure the name of Hornblower is dragged through the mud if you don't let me go.” 
 
      
 
    “That was a fairy story,” laughed Caroline. “We invented her to get here, and it worked.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    What I guessed was probably Grande's first stroke with a tawse was a good one. The two heavy tails wrapped nicely around his left bottom cheek, accelerating the tawse tips to bite deep into his right bottom cheek with a satisfyingly sharp report. Grande squealed in shock, then twisted his torso to avoid another. Unfortunately for him, he could neither see me, or hear me reposition myself. As Caroline kept his jacket and shirt tails raised, she stepped away from him to give me more room to swing the tawse. Her pose resembled that of a bullfighter. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    A shrill scream filled the air as the tawse bit in harder. Caroline was smiling with delight as Grande began to twist this way and that in a futile attempt to guess where the next stroke might originate from. It was great fun to anticipate when his bottom would be favourably presented. Grande squealed, shrieked, and twisted his torso in a frenzy as I administered another four savage strokes. At a signal from me, Caroline let go of his clothes to allow them to drop down over his already colourful bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    “Can I assume you will now refrain from using bad language, Mr Grande?” 
 
      
 
    He said nothing. His head was hung down and he was breathing heavily. He was shocked, I could tell, but I sensed defiance. I signalled for Caroline to lift his shirt and jacket tails again. This time she also grasped his shoulder to restrict his ability to twist away from the tawse. 
 
      
 
    “No!” he pleaded, as he realised what was happening. “No, please!” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Grande's shrieking again filled the room, as my tawse revisited the red weals decorating his bottom with a further four satisfyingly spiteful strokes. 
 
      
 
    “When I ask you a question, Mr Grande,” I said quietly, when his shrieking had died down, “I expect an answer. Can I assume you will now refrain from using bad language?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “Good. We got there eventually. Now, let me offer you some advice, and enlighten you a little about what you have to look forward to.” 
 
      
 
    I released the tension in the rope slightly, to allow him to lower his arms to a slightly more comfortable position behind his back. 
 
      
 
    “If, Mr Grande, you fail to cooperate, or use filthy language, or displease us in any way, you will be punished. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “From now on, you will address each of us as Miss. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    It was obviously so against the grain for him to relate to a woman in such a subservient manner, that he hesitated. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He squealed as the tawse found his burning bottom cheeks through his shirt tails. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Miss,” he managed to sob. 
 
      
 
    “Your punishment will be administered later, and in another place,” I continued, “but you need to understand that the strokes you are receiving now are in addition to the punishment we have planned for you.” 
 
      
 
    He groaned pitifully as he digested my words. 
 
      
 
    “You will be well advised, in the meantime, to comply with our instructions to the letter if you are to avoid additional punishment, and especially while your dangly bits are so exposed. I've managed to avoid them so far, but they are very vulnerable in your present position.” 
 
      
 
    I gently prodded his exposed genitalia with the end of my tawse to make sure there was no confusion. 
 
      
 
    “We disapprove of the manner in which you treat nice people, Mr Grande, and that is why we have decided to punish you. The cruel hoax you subjected Daniel Bottomly typifies your behaviour.” 
 
      
 
    “I apologised for that,” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He shrieked as the stroke wrapped around his upper left thigh, causing the tips to bite into his inner thigh, narrowly missing his dangly bits. 
 
      
 
    “You didn't address me as Miss, Mr Grande. We operate a policy of zero tolerance.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Miss,” he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    “Your apology regarding Mr Bottomly was insincere, and you deserve to be punished.” 
 
      
 
    He didn't argue. 
 
      
 
    “I think we'll have him out of those clothes completely, Caroline,” I said. “I don't think Mr Grande is compliant enough to risk releasing him to allow us to take off his jacket and shirt, so I think we should cut it off him.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll fetch some scissors,” said Caroline, cheerfully. 
 
      
 
    “This jacket cost six hundred pounds!” protested Grande. 
 
      
 
    “Never mind, I'm sure you can afford another. You forgot to address me as Miss, by the way.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    He shrieked almost hysterically as the tawse tips found the sensitive flesh of his inner thigh again. In spite of his noise, I heard Caroline giggle as she left to fetch the scissors. 
 
      
 
    Grande sobbed with despair as Caroline, on her return, began to cut his clothes away from his upper torso. In the meantime, I stooped down to remove his shoes, then completely remove his trousers and under shorts. I noted, with satisfaction, that his previously unblemished bottom was now sporting some colourful tawse marks. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you taking me, Miss?” he sobbed, “When will you let me go? What are you going to do with me?” 
 
      
 
    “You don't need to know where we are taking you,” I replied, as we finished stripping him, “You will be soundly thrashed, and then, perhaps, when you have demonstrated sufficient remorse and given us some assurances regarding your future conduct, we might consider the terms of your release.” 
 
      
 
    “But I have work commitments, Miss,” he offered, weakly. 
 
      
 
    “I'm sure you do, but we've researched you. You habitually disappear for a few days when you find a new woman to have an affair with, so I don't think anyone will lose too much sleep over you for a while.” 
 
      
 
    He said nothing in reply. I locked his handcuffs together behind his back, then removed his hood. He looked daggers at both of us. 
 
      
 
    “We're going for a drive, Mr Grande. If you need the bathroom, speak now. The journey will take a few hours.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him an opportunity to reply, but he didn't take it. He tried to resist as I forced a ball gag into his mouth, buckling it firmly in place, before replacing the hood, then releasing him from the overhead rope. 
 
      
 
    He merely whimpered, as we led him, naked, and hooded, from the police station, to the rear car park, where our ex-undertaker's private ambulance was waiting. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
      
 
    The drive took just over three hours, with Grande in the back of the van with his handcuffed wrists padlocked to an eye bolt we'd had fitted. Within minutes of setting off, he had become vocal, but his muffled words were indecipherable through the ball gag. We ignored him, and after about ten minutes he gave up. 
 
      
 
    It was past midnight when we pulled up in the drive of Bridgetown Grange. We led Grande directly to his holding cell, where we secured him with a length of heavy chain padlocked to a heavy eye bolt that had been set into the wall, with the other end of the chain secured to his ankle. It gave him the freedom to use the facilities of the cell, but prevented him from leaving it. 
 
      
 
    “You won't get away with this,” he threatened, as soon as I removed his hood and gag. “I know some powerful people.” 
 
      
 
    “We are getting away with this,” replied Caroline, “and your friends don't know where you are, so they can't help you.” 
 
      
 
    “How about if I offered you some money to let me go?” he offered. “I'm wealthy. I'm sure we could come to an arrangement.” 
 
      
 
    “You're going to be punished, Mr Grande,” I replied, “and nothing you say or do is going to make any difference. You are failing to address me as 'Miss', by the way, so your punishment is escalating.” 
 
      
 
    We led him away from the wall he was attached to, until the chain attached to his ankle was taut, then ordered him to turn his back to us. As soon as he had complied, we unlocked his handcuffs, then stepped out of his reach. 
 
      
 
    “You have a challenging day to look forward to tomorrow, Mr Grande,” I said, “so we will shortly leave you to get some rest. You have all you need here, including a bed and bathroom facilities. The lighting will switch off when you stop moving, so if you wish to sleep, you can.” 
 
      
 
    He briefly looked around at the facilities he had, before his eyes returned to us. His rage was clear to see. He couldn't accept his predicament. 
 
      
 
    “Before we leave you, though, I think it will be a good idea to give you some idea of the fate that awaits you in the morning so you can attempt to mentally prepare for your punishment. Caroline, I wonder if you would be kind enough to fetch a senior cane and one of the Morag Weighted Special tawses that we have had specially made for Mr Grande.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” she said, leaving the cell at once. 
 
      
 
    Grande looked at me in disbelief. He seemed unable to get his head around all the preparation we had made for his punishment. He visibly shuddered, a few moments later, when Caroline returned, and his eyes fell on the fearsome implements she was holding. 
 
      
 
    I took the cane from her, then approached Grande, flexing it. I stopped in front of him just out of his reach. His eyes fell on the cane, and I saw real fear. 
 
      
 
    “This is a senior punishment cane, Mr Grande. It's a heavy cane, so it will bite deeply into your deserving bare bottom, especially when administered with severity, and you can rest assured that your caning will be administered with maximum severity, and we are both very proficient.” 
 
      
 
    I swished the cane through the air, causing Grande to jump, releasing a whimper of dread. 
 
      
 
    “You will be restrained over a sturdy whipping bench for your punishment, Mr Grande, with your bare bottom thrust up, and perfectly presented for punishment. Escape will be impossible. The whipping bench has been very expertly engineered, and is strong enough to hold an angry elephant, so it will have no trouble keeping you in place. You will receive twenty-four strokes with this cane, administered with maximum severity. Have you ever been caned, Mr Grande?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. He was trembling with fear now, as his eyes stayed fixed on the cane I was flexing. 
 
      
 
    “Then I can promise an unforgettable experience.” 
 
      
 
    I handed the cane back to Caroline, in exchange for the tawse. 
 
      
 
    “Now this is a very interesting implement, Mr Grande,” I said, as his eyes now fell on the sinister, thick, dark leather tawse that I was now caressing just a metre out of his reach. “It's made of heavy hide, far heavier that the tawse you savoured earlier this evening, and, as you can see, it's also split into two tails. The beauty of a flexible tawse is that the tails can curl around rounded objects, like bottom cheeks for example. This has the effect of accelerating the tips of the tails into places the cane can't reach, and it's the tips of the tails that really bite in with a wicked sting. Just imagine, Mr Grande, what an inviting target you will present when we have you secured over the whipping bench in the morning, with your upthrust bare bottom gaping in the most humiliating and exposed manner.”   
 
      
 
    I could see from the horrified look on his face that he could imagine. 
 
      
 
    “But it gets better, Mr Grande,” I continued, smiling, “You may note that the tawse tips are a little swollen. That's because they have had lead weights carefully inserted to give extra weight and breathtaking bite. Just imagine these tips biting hard and deep into the most sensitive areas of your exposed bare bottom. Then try to imagine what it will feel like when they bite in again, overlaying the agony with more. Imagine twenty-four strokes like that, all administered with maximum severity and aimed as spitefully as possible. Have a think about it during the night, Mr Grande, because tomorrow it will become a reality. Oh, and I almost forgot, you also have penalty strokes to be added. Good night, Mr Grande. Sweet dreams.” 
 
      
 
    Caroline giggled with glee as she looked at Grande's horrified expression. We left him standing in the middle of his holding cell, trying to comprehend what I had said. 
 
      
 
    “I can't imagine him getting much sleep tonight,” laughed Caroline, as we closed the door to his cell. “Shall we toast his capture with a glass of wine?” 
 
      
 
    “Good idea,” I replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
      
 
    “He's gone!” exclaimed Caroline, clearly alarmed, as she returned to the kitchen less than a minute after leaving, with a cup of tea for our guest. 
 
      
 
    “How?” I said, putting down my cup on the kitchen table, then rising to my feet. 
 
      
 
    “He's somehow managed to prize the eye-bolt out of the wall.” 
 
      
 
    I followed Caroline as she made her way briskly back to the holding cell. This was the first time we had had an escape, and we were both very concerned. 
 
      
 
    As she had said, Grande had managed to prize the eye-bolt out of the wall, and we could see now that he had somehow managed to get his hands on a hammer and chisel, which lay on a nearby chair. 
 
      
 
    “Let's worry about how he managed it later,” I suggested. “What we need to do now is find him. He's presumably still got the chain attached to his ankle, and still naked, so he probably won't get far. Although we have no way of knowing how long ago he left.” 
 
      
 
    “Looks like he left by that door,” said Caroline, pointing to the ajar door at the end of the passage that led to the rear garden. 
 
      
 
    We stepped out into the garden, but Grande was nowhere to be seen. 
 
      
 
    “There's a good chance he's in the woods. Let's check the CCTV system,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I quickly made our way to the CCTV control room, where we began to search for images of the escape. We'd barely started, when my mobile rang. It was Edwina.    
 
      
 
    “I've had an interesting morning. You'll never guess what I've found?” 
 
      
 
    She sounded breathless and excited. 
 
      
 
    “I think I probably could.” 
 
      
 
    “I was at your lake before dawn, waiting for the snipes to make and appearance, when a gutter snipe turned up.” 
 
      
 
    “A gutter snipe?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, a gutter snipe, otherwise known as that ghastly little shit, Ross Grande. He was naked and dragging a heavy chain.” 
 
      
 
    “Where is he now?” 
 
      
 
    “Right in front of me. He's padlocked to an overhead beam in the lodge. I pretended not to recognise him, but of course I knew who he was as soon as I saw his little piggy eyes. He said he'd been kidnapped by the mad cows from the large house in the woods. I offered to help him, then brought him back to the lodge. I, of course, realised at once that he was your, shall we say, your 'guest'. Don't worry, he can't escape. You can collect him whenever you want.” 
 
      
 
    While Edwina had been talking, I brought up the CCTV view of the inside of the lodge, to see a rear view of Grande, naked, standing on one leg, with the other raised in the air, suspended by the chain. He looked ridiculous. 
 
      
 
    “Well done, Edwina. We'll come right away.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm afraid he's slightly damaged goods. When he realised I'd padlocked him to the beam, he seemed to panic. He said I was another mad cow, just like you, and threatened all manner of things if I didn't release him. I'm afraid he made me very angry. You know that birch tree by the lodge?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes I think so.” 
 
      
 
    “I cut a few switches from it, then gave him a thrashing. I'm afraid I got rather carried away, but it felt absolutely divine to have him writhing and hear him squealing.” 
 
      
 
    “That's perfectly OK. You did the right thing.” 
 
      
 
    “It was the strokes that got him right in his arse crack that really had him howling,” she giggled. “The way I have him secured made it an easy target. You'll see when you get here. I'm afraid I just couldn’t resist the opportunity I was presented with.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
    The sight that met our eyes, when Caroline and I stepped into the lodge about twenty minutes later, caused us both to burst out laughing. Grande was still standing on one leg, with his other leg raised over half a metre above the floor by the chain that Edwina had somehow managed to secure over a sturdy ceiling beam. Grande was hanging onto the chain to keep his balance, looking shocked and confused, while Edwina stood triumphantly, just out of his reach, brandishing a remarkably professional looking punishment birch. 
 
      
 
    When we'd finished laughing, Caroline and I both slowly circled Grande. He was dangling from the beam in the most humiliating position, and there was evidence of a birching covering most of his torso, but especially his bottom and exposed 'arse crack', as Edwina seemed to enjoy referring to his bottom cleft. 
 
      
 
    “I hope I haven't overdone it,” said Edwina, unable to conceal an excited smile. 
 
      
 
    “Not at all,” I replied, looking into Grande's terrified eyes. “You've just given this gutter snipe a mild taste of what we two mad cows have got planned for him.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm apparently a mad cow, too,” laughed Edwina, “so perhaps I should assist you.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you probably should. Do you agree?” I asked Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
      
 
    “And what does the gutter snipe think?” I asked, still looking into Grande's terrified eyes. “Do you think our friend should have the pleasure of helping with the punishment you so richly deserve, Mr Grande?” 
 
      
 
    “I think you're all fucking mad, that's what I think,” he sobbed, “and I'm going to make sure you pay for this when I get out of here.” 
 
      
 
    “There's still a bit of defiance in him,” I said to Caroline and Edwina. “It will be such a pleasure to thrash it out of him.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina was unable to stifle an excited giggle. 
 
      
 
    “How on earth did you manage to get him in such a humiliating position?” asked Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “It was actually quite easy. He almost engineered it himself. He asked me if there were any tools in the lodge that might help him cut away the chain. We do have a small tool kit, so I found him a small, blunt, saw. He lifted his foot onto a chair so he could get sawing, then suggested it would be easier to saw if the chain was kept taught, so I suggested I should lift the chain over the ceiling beam. He thought that was a good idea, until I padlocked it over the beam, then kicked the chair away. I'd found the padlock while looking for the tools. The saw was so blunt that it was next to useless, and although he sawed until he went red in the face, and fell over twice, as I made up the birch, it didn't help him. He dropped the saw as soon as I took the birch to him.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina glowed with delight as Caroline and I laughed at her ingenuity.   
 
      
 
    “Why don't you show us how you managed to decorate his arse crack so colourfully? I think a deeper shade of red would be appropriate.” 
 
      
 
    As Grande began to blubber in dread, Edwina approached with a look of glee in her eyes. Caroline and I stood back out of harms way to watch the birching of Grande. What followed was a spectacle that was so hilarious that it reduced Caroline and I to tears. 
 
      
 
    As Edwina raised the birch, Grande instinctively clutched his private parts with his left hand, leaving him supporting himself upright only by his right hand clutching the taut vertical chain. He tried turn his body, by hopping, to avoid the birch, but Edwina circled him more easily than he could turn. She brought the birch down sharply across his bare bottom, causing him to yelp. When she brought it down for a second time, he squealed, then brought his right hand down to shield his bottom, leaving him balancing precariously on one foot, with no grip on the chain. Edwina then delivered a spiteful stroke to the inside of his exposed inner left thigh. Grande shrieked  in agony, then lost his balance as he reached down to shield the new area of burning flesh. As his upper torso toppled over towards the floor, his hand reached down to break his fall. With his left leg still suspended high up by the chain, his bottom cleft was presented in the most exposed manner, and Edwina wasted no time in administering a flurry of energetic strokes right where they would cause the most pain. 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I were already laughing, but the tears of laughter started when Grande tried to struggle back onto his feet. This required that he shift his free leg forward to get some purchase on the floor, causing him to almost attempt the splits, and exposing his bottom cleft to the birch even more. Edwina pounced on the opportunity, and her birch went to work swiftly and with vigour. Our laughing was infectious, and soon Edwina was laughing too. Grande never did manage to get back onto his feet, and his birching mercifully ended only when Edwina was laughing so much that she was incapable of putting any more meaningful venom into her implement. 
 
      
 
    Edwina's birching of Grande was captured on video, and it remains one of the funniest recordings we have. Almost as funny are the video clips captured by the CCTV cameras in the woods, which show Grande forlornly following Caroline and I to keep his appointment with our whipping bench. He is still naked, dragging the chain, with his wrists bound together. Edwina, with her birch, is following Grande, and is occasionally seen using her implement with obvious delight to encourage his progress. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
      
 
    Grande got his first look at our whipping bench at 10.00am, just one hour later than we had originally planned. He stopped in his tracks as his eyes fell on the sinister wooden structure, with its multitude of thick leather straps hanging open, waiting to embrace him. Caroline and I, each side of him, gave him a few moments to take in the contents of the punishment chamber, before hardening our grasp of his secured arms to propel him to the whipping bench. He resisted at first, but then he sobbed and seemed to give up. Within a minute of entering the chamber, he was secured over the bench, with his naked bottom thrust up and gaping open. Caroline fitted a padded thong to protect his 'bits', while Edwina watched on with intense interest. 
 
      
 
    With the preparations complete, I addressed Grande: 
 
      
 
    “Mr Grande, you are guilty of causing excessive mental cruelty and disrespect to a decent and undeserving man, namely Daniel Bottomly, all for the sake of a cheap laugh and to massage your inflated ego and pay packet. The hurt you have caused, we have decided, cannot go unpunished. You have been sentenced to twenty-four strokes each with the cane and a very special tawse. They will be administered  with maximum severity to your bare bottom. Do you have anything to say before the sentence is carried out?” 
 
      
 
    “Fuck you,” he almost spat. 
 
      
 
    “You are required to show respect, Mr Grande,” I said quietly. “Your sentence has increased to thirty strokes with each implement. Do you have anything else to say?” 
 
      
 
    He remained silent, but I could sense his rage and defiance. I was looking forward to thrashing it out of him. I could see from the hard set of her jaw, that Caroline, too, was itching to punish him. 
 
      
 
    “Would you like to administer the first twelve strokes with the cane?” I asked Caroline. 
 
      
 
    “I'd be delighted,” she replied, as she strode eagerly to the array of wall hung canes, whips, tawses and punishment straps. 
 
      
 
    As we all watched in silence, Caroline took her time to select her preferred cane, swishing several through the air, before settling on a heavy, but flexible, senior dragon cane, about a metre long. 
 
      
 
    As she took her position to Grande's left, then rested the cane carefully across the centre of his helpless bare bottom, the only sound that could be heard was his laboured breathing as he tried to prepare himself for his first caning. Caroline gently tapped the cane as she adjusted her footing, with her eyes locked on his gaping bottom. Her features hardened as she raised the cane, and her mouth formed a very unfeminine grimace as she brought it back down with breathtaking severity. 
 
      
 
    SWISH – CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Edwina gasped, clearly shocked by the severity of the stroke, as the cane bounced out from the flesh it had bitten so deeply into. The impact sent ripples of flesh outwards from the point of impact. Two, white tramlines formed where the cane had bitten in. Grande's body jolted as he registered the agony, and he hissed air through his teeth. 
 
      
 
    SWISH – CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The white tramlines were changing to red, as the second stroke bit in, even harder, just below the line of the first. If Grande had hoped that the first stroke had accidentally been too hard, his hopes would now have been dashed. He shrieked in agony, and began to struggle desperately with his restraints. 
 
      
 
    “Only another fifty-eight strokes to go,” said Edwina, cheerfully, who seemed to have recovered from her initial shock, and was now lapping up his punishment. 
 
      
 
    I found her remark quite funny, and couldn't help laughing. 
 
      
 
    Grande, understandably, didn't see the funny side. The prospect of another fifty-eight strokes was beyond his worst nightmare. He seemed to be overwhelmed by panic, and his struggling to escape his restraints became frantic and he began to plead desperately for mercy with his squeaky voice. 
 
      
 
    SWISH – CRACK! 
 
      
 
    We don't do mercy, and Grande's shrieking became even more shrill as the third stroke sank deep into his flesh with unrelenting venom. Caroline's caning of Grande continued methodically and consistently hard. He shrieked, struggled and pleaded for mercy throughout, but was afforded none. Caroline's eyes never once left Grand's writhing bottom, until the twelfth stroke had bitten in, by which time Grande was covered in sweat, hyperventilating, and his bottom was decorated with a lattice of angry weals. 
 
      
 
    Caroline stepped away from Grande with a huge smile on her face. She was doing what she loved, and it showed. She offered the cane to me, and I accepted it, flexing it to get the feel of it. The braided handle was warm and damp from her sweat. Grande was allowed less than thirty seconds of relief before the cane was once again biting enthusiastically into his writhing bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    Caroline would be the first to admit that I caned more severely than her, and Grande now knew that too. As I reignited the white hot fire that blazed across his bottom, his shrieking became more hysterical and his futile struggle with his restraints intensified. His now dramatically decorated bottom danced within the confines of the restraints bizarrely as I steadily added stripes. My caning was carried out briskly, so it was a particularly intense experience for Grande. 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps you would care to administer the final six strokes with the cane?” I asked Edwina, when I had completed my twelve, and Grande's screaming had subsided to breathless sobbing. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I'd love to,” she said, clearly excited, “but I'm not going to be as proficient as you two. I've never caned anyone. I think you might be disappointed with my efforts.”   
 
      
 
    “Don't worry about that,” I said, handing her the cane. “Why not administer six strokes to see how you get on, and if you aren't happy with them, regard them as just practice strokes, then repeat them as many time as you like, until you are happy with them. We have all the time in the world, and Mr Grande isn't going anywhere.” 
 
      
 
    As Edwina took the cane from me, she was unable to hide her excitement and delight. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” sobbed Grande, “I've learned my lesson. I can't take any more. Please stop. I promise I've learned my lesson.” 
 
      
 
    We all ignored him. Edwina took her position, then placed the cane across the centre of his spectacularly wealed, trembling bottom. She unconsciously licked her lips as her eyes locked on her target. 
 
      
 
    “Please! I beg you! No more!” wailed Grande. 
 
      
 
    SWISH-CRACK 
 
      
 
    His desperate pleading to for mercy was totally disregarded. Once again his shrieking filled the room as her first ever, and quite proficient, but slightly inaccurate, cane stroke bit into his upper thigh. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” she said to Caroline and I (and not Grande), “that was a bit low.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem at all,” answered Caroline. “Upper thighs are fine. If you can place a stroke right in the crease where his thighs meet his bottom cheeks, that's a sweet spot that often gets a lovely reaction.” 
 
      
 
    “I'll see what I can do,” she said, encouraged, as her eyes once more locked on his quivering bottom. 
 
      
 
    SWISH – CRACK! 
 
      
 
    SWISH – CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Edwina's third strokes sank beautifully into the sweet spot, and Grande's howling and writhing confirmed that the result was excruciating. Edwina laughed with delight, then continued with the caning with added enthusiasm, managing one more blistering stroke in the same place. 
 
      
 
    After her six strokes, we all agreed, except Grande, that three of them needed to be repeated. She was delighted to administer another three very proficient strokes, improving her severity as she did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    “I suggest a tea break,” I said, when Edwina had completed her caning. “It will give us the chance to recover our strength, and also offer Grande the opportunity for further reflection, before we tawse him.” 
 
      
 
    “Good idea,” agreed Caroline. “I'll volunteer to make the tea.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina and I stood behind the broken and sobbing figure of Grande, admiring his spectacular, purple weals, for a few moments. 
 
      
 
    “As you can see,” I said, “the cane leaves beautiful purple weals, but his bottom cleft remains largely unscathed. The red marks there are the ones you produced earlier with your birch. We shall turn it purple with our special tawses after tea.” 
 
      
 
    “I can't wait,” said Edwina, giggling with excitement. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” sobbed Grande, “I really have learned my lesson. I can't take any more. Please let me go.” 
 
      
 
    “Your fuss is becoming tedious, Mr Grande,” I said. “Your sentence will be carried out in full, so I suggest you save your breath. If you continue to complain I will be happy add to your sentence.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina giggled. Grande decided to shut up. 
 
      
 
    “This is a very elaborate structure,” said Edwina, a few moments later, as she ran her hand over the smooth, dark wood of the whipping bench Grande was strapped over. 
 
      
 
    “It's our own design,” I said, proudly. “It allows us to change the position of the recipient while he remains strapped in place. For the tawsing we shall shortly be administering, we like to have his bottom further up, and his head down, so we can bring the tawse down from above.” 
 
      
 
    I turned a wheel on the bench, to rotate Grande into the desired position, raising his helpless, gaping bottom upwards. 
 
      
 
    “With his bottom presented like this,” I continued, “we can stand either side of him, then administer alternate strokes from above. Gravity becomes our friend as the weight of the tawse is added to the effort we put into each stroke.” 
 
      
 
    Grande's sobbing became pitiful. 
 
      
 
    “Let me show you the tawses we will use,” I said, leading her away from Grande to the array of wall hung implements. 
 
      
 
    I selected a Morag Weighted Special, then handed it to her. 
 
      
 
    “My goodness. This is heavy,” she said, as she handled the tawse. 
 
      
 
    “More weight, more bite,” I said. “You'll note that the tips of the tails are slightly thicker, and heavier. That's because they have lead inserts fitted to give extra bite. We employ what we call “wrap-around” strokes. We bring the tawse down hard, from above, so the tails wrap around the nearest bottom cheek, causing the weighted tips to accelerate into his bottom cleft, where it will bit in with incredible severity.” 
 
      
 
    “That must be painful,” she said, cheerfully. 
 
      
 
    “Excruciating,” I replied, “As Mr Grande will shortly discover.” 
 
      
 
    Grande sobbed in despair, as Caroline returned with the tea. 
 
      
 
    “This is nice,” said Edwina, as she removed a polished, wooden, punishment paddle from the array of implements. 
 
      
 
    “That was a gift from an American friend,” said Caroline, “It's made of maple. I call it my Bum Scorcher,” she laughed, “It's quite heavy, and it makes wonderful moon shaped marks on bottom cheeks if the same spot is hit repeatedly. The build up of pain is amazing, so I'm told.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don't you demonstrate how it's used,” I suggested, as I took a sip of tea, “I'm sure Mr Grande is curious to know what half a dozen paddle strokes feel like.” 
 
      
 
    “No! Please, no!” he sobbed. 
 
      
 
    “I'm afraid the moon marks won't show through all these weals,” she laughed, as she approached Grande wielding the long, rectangular paddle. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Once more the chamber was filled with hysterical shrieking, as Caroline set about administering a very enthusiastic spanking with paddle. Each stroke produced a resounding 'crack' as it made contact with both offered bottom cheeks, the weight flattening then briefly, sending ripples through his surrounding flesh. From his reaction, it was evident that it was indeed excruciating. 
 
      
 
    “You really need to see it used on an unmarked bottom to appreciate just how effective it is,” said Caroline, as she returned the paddle to its wall hook. Grande was still sobbing desperately. 
 
      
 
    “I'd love to,” replied Edwina. “I love the sound it makes.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm sure it can be arranged,” I said. 
 
      
 
    We showed Edwina some of our other implements of correction while we sipped tea, but we decided to save Grande's bottom for the finale with the tawse. 
 
      
 
    With tea finished, Caroline and I selected identical Morag Weighted Special tawses, then approached Grande, to stand either side of him. 
 
      
 
    “Prepare yourself for the second part of your punishment, Mr Grande. You will receive a total of thirty strokes. Once they have been satisfactorily administered, all you need then to do is agree our fees and record a sincere apology to Mr Bottomly. Then you will be considered for release.” 
 
      
 
    “Fees? What are you talking about?” he demanded, indignantly. 
 
      
 
    “The correctional fees we charge, Mr Grande. It's a very expensive service to provide, and as you are the beneficiary, we expect you to pay them.” 
 
      
 
    “You must be mad if you think I'm paying you for this,” he retorted, angrily. 
 
      
 
    “I think you'll find you will pay them, Mr Grande, but we can discuss the matter after we've introduced you properly to Morag's Special Weighted tawses.” 
 
      
 
    “Look. I might consider paying some sort of fee if you let me go now, and forget about the tawsing,” he suggested, desperately. 
 
      
 
    My reply was to raise my tawse, then bring it down with all the ferocity I could impart. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The tails of the tawse cracked down across his left bottom cheek, flattening it, while accelerating the weighted tawse tips into his bottom cleft with eye-watering severity. They bit in deep, with the report of a pistol shot. 
 
      
 
    Grande's body froze in shock, then he let forth a hysterical, guttural scream. His body began to thrash about, his feet grasped pointlessly at the air and the leather restraints shuddered as he tried desperately to wrench his bottom out of the path of our tawses. As my tawse bounced out of his flesh, Caroline's was already on its way down. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! 
 
      
 
    Grande threw his head back and seemed in danger of regurgitation his voice box, as he failed, totally, to deal with the agony that was raging in his helpless, exposed bottom cleft. 
 
      
 
    The symphony of screams, accompanied by the regular sharp cracks of leather making hard contact with naked flesh, was a joy to savour. We tawsed him without mercy or pause until he had received all twenty-four strokes. I stepped back as soon as I had finished, then handed my tawse to Edwina. She took it eagerly, then took my position. 
 
      
 
    Edwina delivered a further six, surprisingly proficient strokes, three from one side, then three from the other. She was flushed with excitement as she handed the tawse back to me. Grande was blubbering incoherently. We left him, still secured, to recover and regain some composure. The weather was fine and sunny, so we decided to take more tea and biscuits on the rear patio. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 
      
 
    Grande was silent, when we returned to the punishment chamber about thirty minutes later. He turned his face towards me. His eyes were red, and his expression was one of dread and loathing. 
 
      
 
    “Just two more matters to be dealt with, Mr Grande, then we can consider your release.” 
 
      
 
    He said nothing. 
 
      
 
    “First, we will record your apology to Mr Bottomly, and your acceptance that the punishment you have received was richly deserved. It will need to sound sincere. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    He remained defiantly silent. I waited for a few seconds, then turned to Edwina. 
 
      
 
    “You said you liked the sound of the bum scorcher. So do I. Why don't you make some music with it for us.” 
 
      
 
    She needed no encouragement. She selected the paddle, and was at Grande's side within seconds. 
 
      
 
    “How many strokes?” she asked, as she placed the heavy wooden blade across his bottom cheeks. 
 
      
 
    “Start with a dozen, nice and hard, then we'll see if Mr Grande chooses to be a bit more cooperative.” 
 
      
 
    “Wait! I'll do it,” exclaimed Grande, in panic. 
 
      
 
    Edwina hesitated, looking to me for guidance. 
 
      
 
    “Carry on with the dozen. He had his chance, and he blew it. He obviously needs further attitude adjustment.” 
 
      
 
    Edwina smiled, as she looked back down at his vividly wealed bottom, then raised the paddle. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!.... 
 
      
 
    The build up of pain from a nice, heavy, paddle, is quite remarkable, especially when applied to a bottom that is already very sore. The desperate, restricted contortions of Grande, together with his increasingly shrill shrieking confirmed this. Edwina had a wonderful time cracking the hard paddle down with undisguised delight. It seemed the more he shrieked, the harder she spanked him. I could tell she was reluctant to stop, when the final stroke had added yet more sting to his blazing bottom. 
 
      
 
    “I'll do it! I'll apologise! I'll do it!” 
 
      
 
    He couldn't get the words out fast enough. Edwina, still hovering over him with the paddle poised for another twelve strokes, looked disappointed. 
 
      
 
    We rotated his torso, using the adjusting wheel, so his head was raised, allowing him to look directly into one of the cameras, while he remained restrained. Caroline adjusted the zoom of the lens to record a head only recording. 
 
      
 
    If Grande can do something well, it is talk. His apology was precise and sincere. We only needed the one take. He obviously didn't want Edwina let loose on him again with the paddle. 
 
      
 
    “That was excellent, Mr Grande,” I said. “Now all that remains is to agree the fee for your correction.” 
 
      
 
    “I don't see why I should pay for what you've done to me,” he said warily, looking towards Edwina, as she continued to toy with the paddle. The anger appeared to have been thrashed out of him. 
 
      
 
    “There are a few very good reasons why we think you should pay, Mr Grande,” I said, “but the reason you might find the most persuasive is that every part of your stay with us has been recorded. Can you imagine how you would feel if some of the more humorous clips were to find there way onto a social media site?” 
 
      
 
    “That's blackmail!” he protested. His anger surfacing again. 
 
      
 
    “That's such an ugly word, Mr Grande. Please don't use it again. I prefer to call it negotiating. It's really a quite simple contract. You have something we want, and we have something you want. We simply agree to exchange.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, what do you want?” he asked, irritably. 
 
      
 
    “A million pounds.” 
 
      
 
    “You have to be joking,” he almost spat at me. “I'm not paying you that.” 
 
      
 
    “Less, of course, the deposit you have already paid.” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely not. That's ridiculous. There is no way I'm paying you that much. I don't care what you do to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Let's see, shall we. If you would care to look at the monitor over there, we'll play you one of the clips that might be made available for viewing worldwide.” 
 
      
 
    Caroline left the room, then a wall mounted monitor sprang into life. Caroline returned to join us as we all, apart from Grande, burst out laughing at the recording of him being chased in circles by Edwina with her birch, while he hopped on one leg. 
 
      
 
    “I can see that being one of those clips that goes viral in hours, Mr Grande. I suppose that's the price you pay for being so famous. We will edit out our faces of course, but there's no mistaking who you are. That's the first clip we will put out. There are others, of course, including the apology you have just made. But it doesn't have to be that way. A million pounds is a small price to pay to keep video's like that out of harms way, and, as I explained, our organisation is expensive to run. We are keen to release you so we can continue our good work. If you agree you have our word that the recordings will remain private.” 
 
      
 
    “It's outrageous,” he complained, but he was warming to the idea. “I'll have to think about it.” 
 
      
 
    I turned to Edwina, as she continued to hold the paddle. “If you look in the cupboard over there, you will find bum scorchers' big brother.” 
 
      
 
    Grande agreed to our terms immediately when he saw the expression on Edwina's face as she removed the huge paddle from the cupboard. 
 
      
 
    He was dropped off outside the gate of his home late that night, blindfolded, wearing a dressing gown, and carrying a plastic bag containing his phone, keys, wallet and the remains of his clothes. We then continued our journey back to the police station in our private ambulance. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Timothy was very apologetic when we told him about Grande's escape. The tools Grande had used turned out belong to Timothy, and he admitted he must have accidentally left them under the bed in the cell, where Grande had found them. We forgave him, but suggested that he might be offered the opportunity to sample the holding power of his own whipping bench if he was careless in the future. He assured us he wouldn't, but there was a hint of a smile as he did. I think, perhaps, there is a little bit of Timothy that would like to savour a delicious thrashing at the hands of his two beautiful employers. 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 
      
 
    Newton's third law of motion states that for every action there is an equal and opposite reaction. It's a law of physics, but it often applies elsewhere, and William, who seemed to think that he could have his cake, and eat it, was about to discover that even he was not exempt from this law. 
 
      
 
    William had been blessed with almost everything. He was outrageously handsome, with a perfect physique. He was wealthy, respected, and had a beautiful, loyal and devoted wife. But that wasn't enough for him. He wanted more, and in recent years had become a serial adulterer, and Estelle, his long suffering wife, had had enough. She decided he needed to be taught a lesson, and she had turned to us for help. Using Caroline as bait, we now had him safely strapped down over our whipping bench, with his flawless, pert, bare bottom, thrust up, ready to be thrashed. Estelle had informed us that, as far as she was aware, the bare bottom we now had at our mercy, had never felt so much as a slap. Both Caroline and I agree that there is nothing more delightful than introducing a deserving, virgin, bare bottom to the agony of its first thrashing. We'd decided that William needed a short, sharp, shock, and this evening he would be treated to a taste of both the cane and the tawse. 
 
      
 
    However, the timing had not been perfect. The opportunity to snare William had presented itself on the one Saturday evening that we had planned to spend watching the television. The program we just had to watch was the Ross Grande Show. 
 
      
 
    “You can't do this! This is outrageous!” he protested, furiously. 
 
      
 
    They nearly all said that, we had discovered, and they were always wrong, but we didn't have time to explain that to him. The Ross Grande's show was about to start. 
 
      
 
    “You have an hour to reflect before you are punished,” I said, as Caroline and I made for the door of the punishment chamber. “You would do well to put that time to good use. If you manage to work out why you find yourself in this position, show some remorse, and convince us that you will endeavour to change your behaviour, then we may moderate your punishment. If you choose squander the hour, and we return to find you defiant or in denial, then we will not moderate your punishment. We prefer it that way.” 
 
      
 
    He was still protesting and threatening us with dire consequences, as we left him. I took one last look at his delightful, unblemished, bare bottom. 
 
      
 
    “It's going to be fun watching that writhe and wriggle while we decorate it,” I said to Caroline, before closing the door. 
 
      
 
    “Isn't it just,” she agreed, looking at her watch. “The show starts in less than five minutes. Shall I fetch a bottle of wine while you tune in to the show?” 
 
      
 
    * * *   
 
      
 
    Both Caroline and I were convinced that Ross Grande tried to suppress a wince of pain as he took his seat. We had now watched a few previous shows, and it was his custom to almost bounce into the studio, then plonk himself on his presenter's chair. This time he walked stiffly, then lowered himself carefully onto his chair. 
 
      
 
    “Good evening ladies and gentlemen. Welcome to the show. As you can see, the press reports about my disappearance have been exaggerated. I've had a few days away with friends and it has given me the opportunity to reflect on past shows. I've come to the conclusion that my treatment of some people has been unkind and disrespectful. We have a great show for you tonight, and we will start with our first guest, a delightful gentleman, who deserves more respect than I have previously afforded him, and who has graciously agreed to accept my invitation to appear on this show so I can apologise to him face to face, and so he can explain some of the work he does for wildlife preservation. Or perhaps he agreed because I have offered to donate my outrageous fees for this show to the wildlife charity of his choice. Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome Daniel Bottomly.” 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    The look of shock and disbelief on William's face, as, just over an hour later, he experienced his first ever stroke of the cane was a joy to behold. His shock quickly turned to panic as his defiance evaporated, and he began a blissfully frantic, but futile struggle with his restraints, as the caning of his virgin bottom began in earnest. Caroline stood one side of him, and I the other, as we began to decorate his squirming, writhing bottom with angry, tram-line weals. We smiled, mischievously, as his shrieking and pleading for mercy became ever more hysterical, and our competitive nature encouraged us each to put more venom into our cane strokes. The sound of our canes, biting deep into his helpless, wildly gyrating bottom cheeks, was a delightful accompaniment to his shrill screams of agony. How lucky we are to so love our chosen profession. 
 
      
 
    Caroline and I toasted the successful christening of Bridgetown Grange with the correction of Ross Grande, after we had said goodnight to William. William had scurried off back to his wife, clutching his burning bottom, vowing to behave, about half an hour after the end of the Ross Grande show. We both agreed, as we lifted our glasses, that we hadn’t even scratched the surface of the possibilities that Bridgetown Grange had to offer. 
 
      
 
    “The house warming party went well,” said Caroline, as we reminisced. “Perhaps our next major project should include a bottom warming party. We could invite all the ladies who have assisted us with punishments in the past and we could set up various outside games, perhaps including a hunting game in the woods?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll drink to that,” I agreed, as we touched glasses. “Now all we need to do is find a deserving candidate for our next project.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END    
 
      
 
    Other works by Amanda Barrington: 
 
      
 
    Theatre of Correction 
 
    Punishment Project 
 
    Punishment Project Two 
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





