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A tale of the whip         

CHAPTER ONE

“You wanted to see me?” he asked, as he stepped into Polly's office.

“Yes, Tom, take a seat.” Tom had to move a large pot plant before he could pull out a chair from under her desk in her ramshackle office.

“As you probably already know, Roland has persuaded me to take a holiday. We've booked two weeks in Tobago. We leave in two days, this weekend.”

“Yes, Lucy told me. She said she'd be taking over as my boss.”

“Yes, I bet she did. I know she can be a bit bossy, especially since I put her in charge of accounts. I hope the power doesn't go to her head. But she is my daughter, so I feel I should delegate authority to her.”

“Yes, I understand, Polly. We get on fine.”

“That's good. Anyway, there is a project that needs to be done, and while I'm away might be the ideal time to do it. It's Greenhouse C. We've talked about replacing all the acrylic panes with glass before, and I've decided to go ahead. This could be your chance to demonstrate your organisational skills. We will shortly be opening our second garden centre in Dippington. I'm going to need a manager. Lucy has turned the job down as she prefers to be here for the stables.”

“I can take care of the greenhouse, Polly. I'd enjoy it. It will transform it, and it's the ideal time to do it, while it's relatively empty. And I would be interested in managing the new centre. I don't have any serious ties here, apart from this job, so I'd be happy to relocate.”

“OK, you're in the running, Tom. Do you think you can have the greenhouse done in two weeks. It's a big one?”

“Yes, I can't see why not. I'd need to get going straight away though.”

“I'd like it done in a way to make sure the plants inside aren't stressed. So you shouldn't remove any of the acrylic panes until you have taken delivery of the new glass, then replace them section by section so the plants inside are never too exposed to the elements.”

“That's fine. I can do that. I'll measure up this afternoon, then get quotes to have the glass cut.”

“Good. Get a quote from DL Glazers. That's who we used last time for Greenhouse D, but get two others to make sure they are competitive. Run the figures past Lucy before you order.”

“OK”

“And one last thing. Don't let me down. We need it finished on time. We're taking delivery of a large order in just over two weeks, and the greenhouse must be ready.”

“Don't worry, Polly. Leave it to me.”

* * *

Tom had started his job at Polly's Garden Centre at the age of twenty-three, eighteen months earlier. At the time, he'd accepted the position of plant area assistant as a temporary job, while he was looking for a more permanent position in the building maintenance business. When he proved to be useful in other areas, Polly had offered him the position of Maintenance Manager, at a higher salary, he'd agreed to stay on. The wages were still low, but he enjoyed working there. He could turn his hand to most of the aspects of managing the centre, and he especially liked the attention of the girls who frequented the stables at the rear of the garden centre. The stables were run by Lucy, Polly's spoiled, but attractive twenty-five year old daughter. She was very bossy with the stable girls, and increasingly so with the rest of the staff since her mother had appointed her as company accountant. However, everyone acknowledged that she was very bright and competent, and she seemed to quite like Tom. He often fantasised about having a relationship with her. She was very appealing, with her superb figure, classical good looks, and shiny, black hair, which she usually had tied back severely in a bun. But he sensibly decided that getting involved with the boss's daughter might not be wise, concluding that if the relationship ever went sour, it might end with him losing his job. He was happy, however, with his discrete sexual encounters with the occasional stable girl, and he enjoyed the variety of work that he was required to undertake.

Polly's Garden Centre was a quirky place to visit. It was a one off, and a refreshing change from the nondescript garden centres that had proliferated in recent years. Polly was 'hands on’ - fair, but firm, and had the respect of the staff. A visit to her garden centre was like no other. As well as selling plants and associated gardening products, she also kept a few pigs, ducks, chickens and a goat, all of which were a huge attraction for families. There was a coffee shop, with an outside garden area with a tree house, and she also sold local produce, including honey, wine, and local crafts. In the summer, local musicians and poets were encouraged to perform in the garden. It was a thoroughly nice place to visit, and to work at, and it was advertised as a 'THE PLACE FOR FAMILY FUN'. However, if any staff ever upset Polly, they were gone. In this area, she was ruthless.

* * *

Although it was now five o'clock and time to go home, as soon as Tom had left Polly's office, he cleaned up after the repair he had made to a damaged shed, then went to quickly survey Greenhouse C. It was the largest on site, at more than twenty metres long, and as he walked around it, he began to have the first doubts that he could have it finished in the two weeks he had committed to. However, one positive aspect was that the greenhouse backed onto the stables, so opportunities with the stable maids might present themselves.

After a quick count, he estimated that he had over a thousand panes of glass to change. It was a daunting prospect. On the positive side, however, about eighty percent of the panes were exactly the same size. The old acrylic panes were held in place by metal clips, and replacing panes would be relatively quick and easy. As an experiment, he fetched his tool box, then timed himself as he removed a pane, then put it back. It took him just under a minute. A quick calculation told him that a thousand panes might take about seventeen hours. Now he felt happier. Allowing for the inevitable delays, it could be done in a week, once he had taken delivery of the new glass panes.

“What are you up to, Tom?” It was Zoe, one of the loveliest stable maids he enjoyed flirting with. She was wearing tight jodhpurs, which showed her perfect figure to its best, and carrying a riding crop. She was flushed and looked superb, with her long, windblown, blonde hair scattered over her shoulders. She was accompanied by a heavily breathing, sweating horse. She'd obviously been riding him hard.

“I've been given the job of replacing all the glass on this greenhouse. I'm just counting up how much glass I'll need, and working out how long it will take.”

“I'll give you a hand if you like. Just give me time to clean this boy up,” she said, stroking the horse. “Afterwards, you can help me move some bales of hay in the barn.”

“It's a deal”.

Although Tom had been about to leave, the sparkle in Zoe's eyes led him to believe that she had more in mind than just shifting bales of hay.

“Right, what do you want me to do?” she asked, when she returned fifteen minutes later.

“Just count how many panes of glass there on one side of the greenhouse, then on one side of the roof, then add the totals together and double it I've already done it, but I have to get it right, so I need it checked.”

“Nine hundred and sixty,” she said, a few minutes later. “It was easy. The side is four panes high, by sixty along the length, that's two hundred and forty. The roof 's the same, so the total is four times two hundred and forty, which is nine hundred and sixty.”

“That's what I made it. So you have brains and beauty, Zoe. Our work here is done for today. Let's get those bales of hay moved.”

Zoe giggled mischievously, as she led him to the barn.

An hour later, the barman of the local pub raised an eyebrow, as Tom ordered drinks, and Zoe picked strands of hay from Tom's dishevelled hair. Back at the stables, Lucy sat at her desk fuming. Unknown to Tom and Zoe, she'd returned to the stables to collect a saddle while they'd been frolicking noisily in the hay. She'd immediately backed off when she saw what they were doing, and that they were naked. She'd returned to her car, driven some distance away, then waited until she'd seen them leave. She had her own plans for Tom, and she didn't like it one bit that Zoe had got in before her.

CHAPTER TWO

The following morning, Tom carefully measured the greenhouse for the glass needed for the front and rear. Many of the panes were the same size as the roof and sides, but the panes needed to butt up to the sloping roof had to be cut at an angle, and required special attention. As soon as he had finished he phoned DL Glazers, explaining what he needed and telling them that he'd measured the maximum size the panes could be.

“You should reduce all the dimensions by about three millimetres,” he was advised, “That way they will all fit quite snugly enough, but it allows for a bit of variance. I'll quote using the same weight of glass we used for your last greenhouse.”

“OK, I can do that. The other thing is that Polly wants it all completed in the next two weeks, so I'll need the glass as soon as possible. It will take me a week to fit it.”

“You've left it a bit late for that, sir. That will be a big order for us, and we don't carry that amount in stock. I suggest you email the sizes to us as soon as you can. I'll work out a figure and we'll take it from there.”

“I'll send them over this morning. Do you think you might be able to have it done in a week?”

“I can't make any promises, sir. I'll see what I can do. Get the sizes to me, and I'll check when our wholesaler can supply it.”

It hadn't occurred to Tom that it would take so long to get the glass cut and delivered. Now he was concerned. He got to work on producing a revised materials list with the reduced dimensions as a matter of urgency.

“How are you getting on with replacing the greenhouse glass?” He looked up to see Lucy standing over him. He didn't have an office, just a desk at the rear of the tool shop, so he hadn't noticed her come in. She wasn't dressed in her usual riding gear, but was wearing a smart suit. She was taking her role as the new temporary boss too seriously, he thought.

“I'm just working on it now. I've taken all the measurements, and I'll email them to DL Glazers for a quote as soon as I've finished. I spoke to them earlier this morning.”

“You need to get three quotes. Who else are you getting to quote?”

“I don't know yet. I haven't had time to look. I spoke to DL Glazers because they supplied the our glass last time.”

“I need the job completed in two weeks. You do realise that, don't you?”

“Yes, your mother told me.”

“Well she's already left for her holiday, so you know you must report to me now, don't you?” 

“Yes, of course, Lucy.”

“I want to see all three quotes before you place the order. Understood?”

“Yes, Lucy.”

“Then I suggest you get on with it.”

Her eyes bore into his for a few seconds before she left. My god! He thought. She was taking her new job far too seriously. She almost seemed angry. She seemed even more attractive when she was bossy and angry, he fleetingly thought.

He emailed the sizes to DL Glazers just before lunch that Friday, found two other glazing companies to ask for quotes, then emailed them with the sizes also.

Lucy was back at his desk early that afternoon.

“Have you got those quotes yet?” she asked, before he'd looked up from the order pad he was completing.

“Er, not yet. I've requested quotes from three companies, though, as you asked.”

“When will they be submitting them?”

“I'm not sure.”

“Didn't you ask them when you should expect their quotes? Didn't you tell them they were urgent?”

“Well, in a way, yes, I asked for the quotes as soon as possible.”

“That doesn't mean anything, does it? As soon as possible might be in two weeks time as far as they are concerned. We need them now. The job must be complete in two weeks. Phone me later today with some figures. Understood?”

“Yes, Lucy,” he agreed. She was getting quite scary, a complete bitch, but he found himself becoming even more attracted to her.

He reluctantly began phoning the glazing companies again as soon as she had left.

“Give us a chance,” replied the first company he phoned. “We've only just started work on it. We don't even know yet if we can source the glass in time.”

The other two companies reacted in much the same way. He wouldn't be getting all three quotes until Monday. He left it until just before five before picking up the phone to call Lucy, hoping she'd already gone home.

“Yes,” she answered, primly.

“I'll have the quotes by Monday,” he said, cringing inwardly. “They can't do them any sooner.”

“That's not good enough, Tom,” she replied. “This job must be complete in two weeks. I'm not happy with your sense of urgency. I'll talk to you on Monday.”

She hung up before he could reply.

“Cow,” he said, quietly to himself. Mind you, a very erotic one.

There would be nothing Tom could do to progress the quotes over the weekend, but before leaving for home, he stopped by the greenhouse, hoping for some inspiration. Also, in the back of his mind, he thought that Zoe might find him again.

He tried to clear his mind of the pressure he was under as he walked around the large structure. He now doubted that he would have the project finished in time, so he needed to have a contingency plan for his approach when the job ran over. It was time well spent. The hardest part of the project was replacing the roof panes. This had to be done from inside the green house while standing on a step ladder, so would be far better done while the greenhouse was relatively empty. He could gradually work his way along the roof, changing the panes, then fitting the securing the clips of the new panes behind him while by poking his head through the roof, as he worked his way along. The sides of the greenhouse could all be done from the outside, so he wouldn't need to go inside. So this could be done when the green house was full of stock. He was content that he had a workable plan.

“Are you still working, or are you waiting for me?” It was Zoe. She couldn't have timed it better. He relished the distraction she might offer.

“No, I've finished, but I'm happy to help you shift a few more bales of hay.”

“Then let's see what needs doing,” she said, “Come with me. Bossy Bitch Lucy has just left, we'll have the barn to ourselves.”

Within a few minutes they were both naked and frolicking in the hay again. But Lucy hadn't left. She'd seen Tom loitering by the greenhouse, and she'd noticed that Zoe seemed in no hurry to leave, and she'd guessed why, so she made the appearance of leaving, but then doubled back. While Tom and Zoe became ever more passionate in a deep pile of hay, Lucy had entered the barn from a small door at the rear, and was watching from behind bales of hay at the back of the barn.

CHAPTER THREE

Tom eventually received three quotes by Monday lunchtime. He phoned Lucy, and she told him to bring them to her in her office in the stable block. She didn't invite him to sit as he placed the quotes on her desk. She perused them for several minutes while he was left standing.

“So are you going to suggest which of these you wish me to approve?” she asked, when she had studied them all.

“I think we should go with DL Glazers. There's not much to choose between them in price, but we've used them before.”

“DL Glazers are vague on a delivery date. About one week they say. I want this job finished in two weeks.”

“Then we need to place the order without delay,” he suggested. “They need a deposit.”

“Be this on your own head,” she said, looking up at him, as she logged into the company bank account to pay the deposit.

Back at his desk, Tom phoned the glazers to confirm that they'd received the deposit, then almost pleaded with them to deliver by the end of the week. They said they'd do their best, but couldn't promise. There was now not much Tom could do but wait. If the glass arrived on time, he thought he could probably complete on time.

Tom received a phone call from the glazers on the Friday morning. He was told that they had taken delivery of all the glass, and that they would be working all weekend and they would deliver the cut panes on Monday at about lunchtime. It was cutting things fine, but he thought he could just about complete the job on time. He phoned to tell Lucy.

“I hope your optimism is well founded. There will be consequences if the job isn't finished on time,” was her reply. The way she had said the word 'consequences' scared him, but in a strange way, it excited him.

Shortly after that, he received a tearful phone call from Zoe.

“Lucy has just sacked me,” she sobbed, “She said that she'd had decided I wasn't suitable. I don't understand. I've worked very hard, I've done everything asked of me. She even left me in charge when she went on holiday last month, and I thought I got on with every one.”

“I'm so sorry, Zoe,” he replied, “I certainly haven't heard anyone say anything bad about you. You don't think it might have anything to do with our fun in the hay, do you?”

“Well, I did wonder about that, but that means somebody must have spied on us, and even then, we weren't doing any harm. I don't understand why it's the business of anyone but you and me.”

“Nor do I,” replied Tom. But he had his suspicions. If Lucy knew about his escapades with Zoe, it might explain why she was being so aggressive with him.

There wasn't much else he could say to Zoe, other than a promise to stay in touch, so the phone call ended.

The more he thought about it, the more Tom convinced himself that Lucy might have been spying on him with Zoe in the hay barn. She was jealous, that was the most likely reason she had reacted so negatively. He'd always sensed that Lucy found him attractive, and he lusted after her too, but he had wisely maintained that it was not a good idea to get involved with the boss's daughter. Now, it appeared, he might not have too much say in the matter. One thing was quite clear, Lucy was really making the most of the power she temporarily had over him, and if he was honest with himself, it excited him. And what were the 'consequences' she had planned for him if he didn't finish the greenhouse on time. He was almost tempted to deliberately finish late to find out. Little did he realise that, at that very moment, as the glass panes were being cut at the glazing company, he wouldn't have to engineer a delay - he was guaranteed a serious one.

He didn't see Lucy for the remainder of Friday, nor did he see her on the following Monday morning. He knew she was in because her car was parked by the stables.

The lorry, containing the pallets of glass, arrived just after lunch on Monday. Lucy appeared as the glass was being unloaded. Tom, now convinced that she had designs for him, sensed that she was actually unhappy that his greenhouse project now looked like it may finish on time.

“They've sent an invoice requesting the balance already,” she said, standing next to him, as they watched the unloading. “Check that the quantity and sizes are correct, then let me know, so I can settle their account.”

“OK,” he replied, as she turned her back on him, then returned to the stables. She was definitely not happy that the order had arrived on time.

It took Tom an hour to satisfy himself that the order was correct. He made an approximate count of the panes, then measured random panes, while checking them against his order. He was feeling quite pleased with himself when he called in at Lucy's office to confirm that all was in order, and that the invoice could be paid. The work could begin.

With his toolbox and a tall stepladder in place, Tom removed the first acrylic roof pane, then picked up the replacement glass pane. He was confused, something didn't seem right. His happiness evaporated as he offered up the new pane. It was too small, and wouldn't seat in the recessed frame. With panic rising up inside him, he tried another pane, praying that he had unluckily picked a badly cut one. The second was also too small! Now panicking, he tried more. They were all too small! He checked the measurements against his order again, and it was correct!

Tom was almost in tears as he found his original measurements, and discovered why he had ordered the glass panes too small. The glazer had told him to reduce his original measurements by three millimetres. He'd got a decimal place wrong, and reduced his measurements by thirty millimetres. Every single pane, over a thousand of them, were too small, and it was his fault. He cringed at what Lucy's reaction would be. It was four o'clock, an hour before she would probably leave for home. He decided he should tell her now, and get it over with. With his heart pounding, he made his way to her office.

CHAPTER FOUR 

Lucy must had realised there was a problem as soon as she saw his ashen face. She appeared to have just returned from a ride. She was wearing tight jodhpurs and shiny black leather boots, and carrying a braided brown leather crop.

“I need to talk to you, Lucy. In private, it's urgent.”

“Then you had better come with me.”

He followed her, nervously, to her office, then she closed the door and invited him to sit. She sat down opposite him, then placed her riding crop on the desk.

“I've made a terrible mistake,” he confessed, miserably. “I made a miscalculation. The glass panes are too small, all of them.”

“All of them?” she answered. “How can you have possibly made a mess of something so simple?”

Although she acted as outraged as would have been expected, Tom thought she almost looked pleased. She had wanted his project to fail, but probably not quite so spectacularly.

“I'm so sorry, Lucy. I don't know what to say. I made a stupid mistake when I submitted the measurements. They definitely won't fit.”

There was a long silence as she sat glaring at him.

“So, I have some decisions to make,” she said, as she absently toyed with the crop.

“I have to decide what to do about the greenhouse,” she continued, after a few moments, “I have to decide what to do with a thousand useless panes of glass, and I have to decide what to do with you. Let's start with you.”

Tom couldn't speak, he merely swallowed, then looked down at the top of her desk.

“Be quite sure, Tom. When my mother returns and finds out what has happened, she will dismiss you, and she will probably want to know why I haven't already done so. What do you suggest I should do?”

“I don't know,” he said, quietly, in shame.

“I suppose it would be quite an easy way out for you if I just fired you here and now,” she said. “You could simply walk away from the mess you have left here, leaving me to clear it up, then deal with my mother's fury.”

“I don't want that,” he said. “It's my mess, so I should clear it up.”

“And how do you propose to do that? Can you afford to buy another thousand panes of glass, and have them cut and fitted in the next week?”

“No, I can't. I haven't got that much money. I'd need to borrow it, and I don't know who would lend me that much.”

“It is possible that I might be able to lend you that much,” she said, after a few more minutes of silence. “The stables have a contingency fund, but I have to say that I'm not persuaded to dip into it for you. Why should I put my own position here at risk to save your skin? Besides, I'm very angry with you, and you deserve to be punished.”

“Yes, I know.”

There were a few more moments of silence, as she continued to handle her crop. He braced himself for the sack. She looked at her watch.

“Go back to your desk, or go for a walk,” she said, “Have a good hard think about what can be done to sort this mess out, and what I should do with you. Come back to my office at five thirty, that gives you an hour.”

He glanced down at the crop she was still holding, then briefly into her eyes, and he was sure he saw the hint of a smile form on her lips.

As Tom wandered back to the greenhouse, and looked aghast at the pallets of useless glass, his mind was in whirl. It seemed that she might be persuaded to lend him the money to re-order the glass, but at a price. She wanted to punish him, and it would have been impossible for him not to have noticed that she had been fiddling with her riding crop as she had told him. She wanted to whip him, he was almost sure of it, but she wanted him to suggest it. It was totally absurd, but he instinctively knew he was right. He also realised he was becoming aroused. 

CHAPTER FIVE

She was sitting at her desk, with the crop in front of her, when he returned. She displayed the hint of a smile again when she saw him. They were alone. Tom had checked the car park just prior. Unknown to him, so had Lucy. She had done this on the way back from the hay barn, where she had been making some preparations.

“So, have you any suggestions to make, Tom?”

“I do have some suggestions on how to proceed, if you'll lend me the money,” he offered, nervously.

“We can talk about that later. What about your punishment?”

“Well, I agree that I deserve something,” he replied, unable to look her in the eye.

“So do I, Tom. What do you suggest?”

“I don't know, I thought you might have an idea.”

“I do, Tom, but I want to hear it from you.” She was smiling, now.

“Well, I did notice that you were fiddling with your riding crop when you said I should be punished.”

“Are you suggesting that I should whip you?” she said, in mock surprise.

“Well, no, but I just got the feeling that you might have that in mind.”

“And what do you have in mind?”

“Well, it's an idea,” he replied, hesitantly, feeling his face flushing.

“Do you have any other ideas?”

“Well, no.”

“So it's your only idea, and I think it's a sensible one. I think a good whipping is just what you need. So is that what you are requesting?” Tom felt his face flush further, and his legs weaken.

“Well, I suppose so,” he said, quietly, with head bowed. His eyes fell on the braided leather crop again. The prospect of being whipped with it was now real, and he guessed it could be frighteningly painful.

“Very well, then I think we can progress. While you've been thinking, I've drawn up a simple agreement for you to sign,” she pushed two sheets of paper, headed 'AGREEMENT' across the desk to him. “There are two copies, one for you and one for me. They are both the same, and it's quite a standard agreement. I've just inserted figures where appropriate. You may be aware that I studied law at university. Have a look through it, if you are happy with it, sign both copies, then I can make a transfer of the necessary funds to your account.”

Tom wasn't able to concentrate on the text he was reading. His mind was on the prospect of being whipped by Lucy. However, he did see that the amount of money he needed was correct and the agreement included the words 'repayable on demand'.

“Does this mean you can demand the money back at any time, even if I haven't got it?”

“Yes, it does, but it's a standard clause in this type of agreement. I won't make that demand, unless you give me reason to.”

“But it's already been witnessed by somebody, and I haven't even signed it yet!”

“Don't worry about that. It's just a formality. I was sure you'd sign, so I got the new girl, Jenny, to witness it. She had to leave. This needed to be settled immediately if there is to be any chance of getting the greenhouse done in time. Anyway, she didn't read it, so she doesn’t know about our arrangement, or that you've made a mess of the order.”

Tom felt uneasy about it, but he felt he had no choice but to sign. He signed both copies, then handed them back. She then signed both, then handed him a copy back to keep.

“I'll make the transfer now,” she said, as her fingers worked deftly over her PC keyboard.

“That's done. The funds have been transferred to the same account that your wages are paid into. Our agreement is legally in place. Now we can address the matter of your punishment.”

Tom felt a gush of dread pass through him, as she picked up the crop.

“I suggest we deal with it now,” she said, rising to her feet. “The sooner we get this done, the sooner we can turn our attention to clearing up the disaster you've managed to orchestrate. Follow me.”

She left her office with Tom following on behind. His mind was whirling. He was scared, excited, relieved and embarrassed. He'd never experienced such a cocktail of emotions. She led him to the hay barn. He briefly remembered his last visit with Zoe, and he was now sure that Lucy had seen them. He was also now sure that Lucy had always wanted to whip him.

She closed the huge sliding door of the barn, cutting off the view of the outside world. It was now quite dimly lit by the little light that that came from vents high up in the wooden eves. She switched on a single, overhead floodlight, then turned to face him with a smile on her face, flexing her crop. He felt that she had him trapped in her lair.

“I want you naked,” she said, as she luxuriated in her power and his fear. “Take your clothes off.”

“What, everything?” he protested, weakly.

“Yes, every last thread.”

Feeling both ridiculous and frightened, he began to undress. She watched his every move, as she flexed her riding crop impatiently.

Tom had led quite a sexually active life since his late teens, so being naked in front of attractive ladies was something he was used to. He had a fine body, and he knew it. But stripping naked in front of this beautiful lady, in these circumstances, was a different experience altogether. He felt humiliated, as well as terrified and excited.

Eventually, he stood self-consciously, naked before her, with his hands clasped in front of him. He looked into her eyes, briefly, then at her crop, then down at the ground. She was smiling, and he could feel her eyes roaming his naked body. She began to slowly circle him, her eyes examining every contour of his naked flesh, as if she was studying her prize.

“Have you ever been spanked or whipped before?” she asked, from behind him.

“No, never,” he replied, his voice unsteady.

“I've never whipped anybody before. I've thought about it, but I've never done it. I think it's going to be fun. Do you think it will be fun, Tom?”

“I don't know. It's scary.”

“It's supposed to be scary,” she said. He heard her walk away from him, a rustle as she picked something up, then she returned to stand in front of him. Instead of the crop, she was now holding a coil of thick rope.

She took hold of his left wrist, pulling it away from where he had been shielding his private parts.

“What are you doing?” he asked, in alarm, as she began to coil the rope around his wrist.

“It's just to make sure you don't change your mind.”

“I'm not sure I happy about this,” he said, as she now grabbed his right wrist.

“I shouldn't think you are,” she said, cheerfully. “But I'm happy about it, and that's all that matters.”

He put up a token resistance as she continued to coil the rope around his wrists.

“When I was a young girl,” she said, as she skilfully knotted his wrists together, “my mother forced me join the girl guides. I hated it, but I did learn how to tie knots. I was awarded a badge for it, the only badge I ever received. I had no idea, at the time, just how useful it would prove to be.”

Tom was becoming increasingly alarmed, and when she tossed the free end of the rope over a sturdy overhead wooden beam, his alarm increased. She pulled down hard on the free end of the rope before he thought to resist, pulling his secured wrists high above his head. She was already winding the free end of the rope around a cleat that might usually secure a horse. He was helpless, and totally at her mercy. Lucy stood back to admire her prize, and she smiled when she looked into his terrified eyes. He whimpered with dread, as she stooped down to pick up her crop.

She was in no hurry to start the whipping. She began to slowly circle him again, occasional swishing the crop through the air. Each time she did so, he flinched, anticipating pain. It amused her.

She came to a stop in front of him, then moved closer, feasting off his terrified eyes.

“Do you find me attractive?” she asked, quietly. He felt her sweet breath on his face.

“Yes,” he replied, honestly.

“Thought you did,” she said, as she continued looking closely into his eyes.

“Then why have you never done anything about it, but have been quite happy to fuck just about every stable maid I've employed?”

Now he knew for certain she'd seen him with Zoe.

“I wanted to, but I thought it might not be a good idea to get involved with the boss's daughter,”

She looked amused, and thoughtful.

“How sensible of you,” she said, at last, stepping away from him. “But think of the fun we could have had.”

She looked down at his erection, then began to gently stroke it with the end of the riding crop. She raised an eyebrow as she watched it stiffen.

“Yes, think of all the fun we could have had,” she repeated.

She continued to toy with his erection for a few minutes, as her eyes switched between it and his frightened face.

“Time for you to feel what the crop was made for,” she said, as she stepped to his side. The crop was now gently stroking his bare bottom.

“Push your bottom out for me,” she ordered, as she began to lightly tap the crop against the centre of it.

With his dread escalating, he thought it wise to comply.

“Further,” she demanded.

SWISH-CRACK!

Tom jolted in shock, then pain, as the crop bit spitefully into his bottom cheeks. He hissed air between his teeth, and stood bolt upright, clenching his burning bottom cheeks together. He had expected it to hurt, but not this much! His panic stricken eyes darted sideways to see that Lucy was biting her bottom lip in excitement as she watched his reaction with glee.

“Please,” he whimpered. “That's too hard!”

“I don't think so,” she said, cheerfully. “I don't think that was hard enough. Now push your bottom out again.”

“Please, not so hard,” he begged, “It hurts terribly.”

“Punishment is supposed to hurt, that's the whole point of it. Now push your bottom out, and keep it pushed out, or else you'll make me even more cross with you.”

He was whimpering with dread, as he hesitantly complied.

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

He squealed in agony, and Lucy licked her lips, as two brisk, and harder strokes lay two lines of fire across his already burning bottom. He was horrified by the level of pain, and despairing at his totally helpless position. She could do whatever she wanted, and there was absolutely nothing he could do to stop her.

“I told you to keep your bottom pushed out,” she reprimanded him.

“I can't,” he sobbed. “It hurts too much.”

“I think you'll find you can,” she said, as she raised the crop.

He tried to twist his bottom away from the crop, but she anticipated his move.

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

He cried out in pain and panic, as three, brisk, hard strokes cut into his bottom. His eyes were wide with shock and anger, as she watched him with amusement.

“I'd advise you to do as you're told,” she said. “I'm quite happy to chase around you trying to catch your bottom, but if I miss I might catch somewhere more vital. Now push your bottom out.”

He was trembling with fear as his hesitantly presented his bottom for the crop.

“Further,” she insisted.

With a sob, he strained to comply.

“Perhaps you're learning,” she said, “Now, I want you to stay in that position for two strokes. If you move out of position, I will repeat them over and over again, until you do as you're told. Understood?”

“I'm not sure I can,” he sobbed.

“Then we could be here all night,” she said, cheerfully. “That's fine by me.”

He closed his eyes, then braced himself.

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

He cried out, and his bottom wavered, as she administered two scorching strokes.

“Almost,” she said, “but not quite. Let's try that again.”

“No, please!” he sobbed.

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

He cried out pitifully, and had to strain to keep his bottom presented and relatively stationary. The pain was unbearable. It felt like his bottom was on fire.

“See, you can do it when you try. Now let's try three strokes.”

“No, please! I won't be able to. I beg you!”

“You're going to have to, because I shall keep repeating them until you do,” she giggled. “Now, push your bottom out. Further. Give me a nice target.  That's it, hold it right there.”

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

Hysterical shrieking filled the barn, as the crop added to the colourful weals that now decorated his bottom.

“Now your bottom weaved about a bit,” she said, when his shrieking had faded to a sob, “but you just about managed to keep it pushed out, so I'm going to give you the benefit of the doubt. Kind, aren't I?”

SWISH-CRACK!

He  yelped as the spiteful stroke took him unawares.

“I asked you to confirm that I'm kind. I expect you to answer promptly.”

“Yes, kind. You're very kind. Very kind,” he replied instantly, and breathlessly.

“Now,” she said, as she moved close to him, then lifted his chin to look into his tear filled eyes, “We have reached the finale. I shall give you a few moments to compose yourself, before I administer your final whipping. Well it might be your final whipping if you stay in position with your bottom presented as instructed, that is. You will need to exercise considerable self-discipline. You will receive six strokes, and I'm going to make sure they are the hardest of all.”

“I won't be able to stay still for that,” he sobbed.

“I do hope not,” she purred. “It will be such fun to repeat them. And remember, I shall repeat them as many times as needed, until you take them as instructed. I really am in no rush. As I said, we can spend all night here if needed.”

Her face was only a few inches from his. He could feel her warm breath. He could see the excitement in her eyes. She was obviously a complete sadist. She was enjoying his suffering. She moved to his side, then adjusted her footing.

“Oh, I almost forgot to tell you something,” she said. “From now on, while you are in debt to the company, you must report to me at least once a week, and you must ask me to whip you. I may be in the mood, or I may not. You won't know until you've asked. But if you forget to ask, then you will be in serious trouble. That is in addition to the interest you are being charged.”

“What interest?”

“The interest that you contractually agreed to pay when you signed the agreement. You should always read the small print. You've agreed to pay interest on your loan at twenty-five percent per annum.”

“That's outrageous!”

“Yes, it is, isn't it,” she laughed, “But if you are a very good boy, and always do as you're told, then I may find it in my heart to exercise some flexibility. Now take a deep breath, push your bottom out, and keep it out.”

Tom, outraged and absolutely terrified, slowly complied with her instruction.

“Further.”

“That's perfect. Now stay exactly like that. I shall be exercising zero tolerance.”

Tom hung onto the rope, then closed his eyes as he anticipated the excruciating pain of the crop. He knew he would have to find impossible levels of self control to keep his bottom presented.

SWISH-CRACK!

The sting was unbelievable. It seemed she was true to her word and putting more venom into her strokes. His entire body began to shake, as he gritted his teeth in an effort to comply with her instructions.

SWISH-CRACK!

He squealed. His body shook more violently, but he just managed to keep his bottom pushed out to meet the crop.

SWISH-CRACK!

The agony was unbearable, but he willed himself to hold position. He was half way through. Just three more, then it would be over.

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

The final, brisk three were the most painful of all, but with Herculean effort he just managed to stay in position. His face was contorted with agony, as he hung onto the rope as if his life depended on it.

He slowly relaxed as the intensity of the sting began to fade. He had made it!

“Well done, Tom,” she congratulated him, as she began to circle him again, still flexing her wicked crop. His relief was enormous.

“I'm actually quite surprised,” she continued, “There can only be two reasons why you were able to stay in position. The first is because you were able to summons almost superhuman self-control. What do you think the second possibility might be?”

“I don't know,” he sobbed, now terrified again.

“Well, it's quite obvious to me. It's because I didn't whip you hard enough. Push your bottom out again.”

“Oh, no! Please, no!”

SWISH-CRACK!

SWISH-CRACK!

This was the final whipping, but it didn't stop at six. After just two strokes, Tom lost all self control. It was utterly impossible to keep his bottom pushed out while subjected to such agony. It now became a game of 'cat and mouse'.  As Tom desperately tried to twist his bottom out of the reach of her crop, she tried to anticipate his every move. She laughed each time she managed to outwit him. The crop found its mark almost every time. His squealing, gasping and pleading seemed only to encourage her to thrash him harder and more briskly. She was having enormous fun, and he was in absolute agony. For Tom, it seemed to go on for ever, but after about twenty strokes, she stopped. She left him hanging from the rope. They were both breathless.

“You said you found me attractive?”she panted.

“Yes, very,” he gasped.

“You will shortly be required to show it,” she said, as she dropped the crop to the floor.

Tom watched, through tear filled eyes, and in increasing excitement, as she began to strip off her clothes. In less than a minute she had revealed her superb, flawless, shapely body to him.

“Do you like what you see, Tom,” she purred.

“Yes, very much.”

“Would you like to touch me, lick me, explore with your tongue.”

“Yes, very much.”

She looked down to see his erection hardening.

“Would you take more with the crop for me if I allow you to worship my body,” she said, as she bent down to pick up the crop.

“Yes,” he panted.

“That's what I hoped you'd say,” she said, as she approached him. “It wouldn't have made any difference, though.”

SWISH-CRACK!

The game of 'cat and mouse' resumed, but she wasn't laughing this time. She was deadly serious. She thrashed him hard and fast. She was nimble on her feet, and seemed to anticipate his every twist. He shrieked, squealed and pleaded, as the crop bit into his squirming bottom again and again with undiminished venom. The game lasted about a minute. It was the longest minute of his life.

When, to his total relief, she dropped the crop, then released the overhead rope, he dropped to his knees in front of her. She quickly untied his wrists, and he found himself looking at her neatly trimmed pubic hair. She moved closer, then parted her thighs. His nose was nestling into her soft curls. He could smell the erotic musty odour of her excitement. His bottom was still burning and throbbing from the crop, but it added to his arousal.

“Lick,” she ordered, as she parted her thighs further.

His tongue found her wetness. She was flowing a river as he began to lick. She thrust her hips towards him, and his tongue slipped inside.

“Deeper,” she demanded as she began to grind her hips into his face.

“Fuck me,” she gasped, a few minutes later.

She threw herself into a pile of hay, and his huge erection sank deep into her with urgency. She clawed his sore bottom with her finger nails to encourage him to push deeper. They orgasmed together a few moments later.

“That was the best fuck I've ever had,” he said, minutes later, as he lay on his back beside her.

“Me too,” she replied, breathlessly.

CHAPTER SIX

Tom had a restless night, wrestling with his confused emotions and sore bottom. He had experienced the most agonising, exciting, erotic and frightening evening of his life. Every time he ran over the events in his head, he became almost painfully aroused. Lucy excited him and terrified him. She had made him promise to request weekly whippings, and he both yearned and dreaded the kiss of her whip. He did drift off to sleep in the early hours, but when he woke the following morning, then tried to get out of bed, he felt he had ripped every muscle in his body. His futile struggles to escape Lucy's whip had taken its toll. 

He had agreed to meet Lucy early the next morning, so they could discuss the greenhouse problem before others arrived. She was already at her desk when he stepped into her office at seven-thirty,

“Take a seat,” she said. He could see from her expression that it was back to business as usual. The hint of a smile, however, passed her face when he winced, as he settled his sore bottom into the chair.

Lucy was business-like and cooperative, and together they quickly decided how to progress. They drove to the glazers and were waiting for the boss when he opened up at eight-thirty. Lucy did most of the talking, and she charmed him. He agreed to cut a new order of glass, and he undertook to have all the glass for the roof ready by Friday night, and half the remainder ready by mid day on the following Monday, and the balance by Wednesday. As expected, he was unable to take back the original order.

On the drive back to the garden centre, they decided that Tom would move the wrongly ordered glass to the back of the barn, where it would be hidden under bales of hay until they had decided what to do with it. With luck, Polly would never discover that the wrong glass had been ordered, and Tom's career prospects would remain promising.

Nobody questioned why Tom was moving glass from the yard to the back of the barn. Had they asked, they had decided he should say that the glazer had delivered the glass for the sides of the greenhouse, but it had been decided to complete the roof first, and that that glass would be arriving on Friday. The glass was being moved to keep it from getting damaged. It took Tom most of the morning to move it. Lucy made sure the three stable maids working that morning were engaged elsewhere. She suggested that Tom meet her in her office that evening, as soon as the stable staff had left, to review their progress.

Tom was apprehensive as he stepped into her office at just after five-thirty. She was sitting at her desk, expecting him. She gestured for him to sit down.

“Did anyone question you about why you were moving the glass?” she asked, after he had taken his seat. He was still sore. It was a constant reminder of the previous evenings whipping, and he felt himself becoming aroused as he looked into the cool eyes of the lady who had whipped him with such passion.

“No. Nobody seemed interested.”

“Good. There's nothing we can do about the greenhouse until the new glass arrives, but we need to dispose of the wrongly ordered glass, and I've had an idea. Would you like tea, by the way?”

“Yes, that would be nice.”

“So would I. You'll find everything you need in the kitchen. Earl Grey, white, with no sugar for me.”

He hesitated. She made eye contact, and there was a message in her cool eyes: This his how it's going to be from now on. He left to make the tea.

“I have a friend, Eleanor, who has a picture framing shop in the village,” she said, when he had returned with the tea. “We went to university together. She obviously uses glass when she frames some of her pictures, so I phoned her earlier today. She buys the glass, cut to size, as needed, from a local glazer. I've arranged for us to call in on her tomorrow to discuss how you could supply her.”

“Oh. That seems like a good idea. I suppose I'll have to learn how to cut glass.”

“Yes, you will.”

“Have you taken the time to read our agreement properly?”

“Yes, and I'm very concerned about the interest of twenty-five percent on the money I've borrowed. That's too much.”

“Regard it as discretionary. It will be added only if you displease me. So you had better make sure you keep me happy. You do wish to keep me happy, don't you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“You haven't forgotten the other part of our agreement, the unwritten part?”

“No,” he replied, as he felt his face flushing.

“Please remind me,” she said, smiling. “I want to be quite sure that you understand your obligations.”

“You said I'm supposed to report to you at least once a week to ask if you want to whip me,” he said, quietly, looking down at the desk, unable to look her in the face.

“Incorrect. You are required to ask me to whip you, not to ask if I want to whip you. I suggest you pay more attention to my instructions. Are you quite sure you understand your obligations?”

“Er, well, yes, I suppose so.”

“You sound unsure,” she said, rising to her feet. “Let's continue this discussion in the hay barn.”

“Please, no! You're not going to whip me again are you? What happens if I'm sent to manage the new branch?”

“We'll cross that bridge if we ever come to it, and the way things look now, after the mess you've made of the greenhouse, it probably won't now happen. Come with me.”

She didn't look back, as she left her office. She didn't need to. Tom remained seated for just a few moments, then realised he had to obey. She smiled to herself as she heard him fall in step behind her.

“We will have two relationships from now on,” she said, as they stepped into the hay barn. “We will maintain a professional relationship when in the company of others, when I will treat you with the same respect that I treat other employees.”

She slid the sliding door closed behind her.

“However,” she continued, as she turned to face him, “when we are alone, and you are being disciplined, or you are about to be disciplined, then you will address me as 'Mistress', and you will be totally subservient to me. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, meekly, with his head bowed.

“Good. Now take your clothes off.”

“Please don't whip me again, Mistress. I'm too sore.”

“You can be quite sure that I will whip you, and whip you mercilessly, if you don't do as I say immediately. Take your clothes off.”

He nervously undressed as she looked on, smiling. Within a minute, he was standing before her, naked.

“Hands by your sides,” she instructed.

He complied. Her eyes dropped to look at his erection.

“It seems that you have a need to be punished,” she said, as her eyes lingered on his state of arousal, before she began to slowly circle him.

She came to a halt behind him. He felt her hand gently stroke his bottom.

“I'm not intending to whip you today,” she said, “unless, of course, you give me reason to. I can see you are sore. But I think I'll spank you. Do you agree that spanking you is a good idea?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“I do believe that you are starting to learn,” she said.

She remained behind him, out of his sight, but her could hear that she was undressing. His erection hardened. She wanted sex.

“Spankings can be administered at any time,” she said, as she stepped in front of him, naked, “regardless of how sore you are.”

She looked down at his hardening erection, smiled, then took hold of his left arm. She led him to a bale of hay, then sat down.

“Prickly,” she complained, as her bare bottom settled on the hay. She pulled him over her knee. He felt his erection press against her thigh.

“So, do you know why you are being spanked today?” she asked, as her right hand stroked his bottom.

“Yes, Mistress. It's because I forgot the correct way to ask you to whip me every week.”

“You seem to be learning,” she said, as her hand continued to gently explore his bottom. “However, I don't need reason to spank you, do I. Simply for my amusement is a perfectly good reason, isn't it?”

“Anything you say, Mistress.”

“Exactly. Anything I say.”

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

Tom gasped, as she began to enthusiastically spank him. The sting was intense, and as the spanking continued, briskly, the sting escalated, and he began to struggle. She stopped. Perhaps, he thought, she had finished. But she shifted her position, then lifted her right leg over his thighs to scissor him between her thighs.

SLAP!

SLAP!

SLAP!

The sting became unbearable. He was wriggling and gasping. She was giggling. He reached back with his right hand to shield his burning bottom, but she was ready for him. She grasped his wrist with her free hand, then pressed his arm into the small of his back.

SLAP!
SLAP!
SLAP!

With Tom better secured, Lucy's spanking went up a gear. She was cheerfully spanking his burning bottom hard and fast. The sting became eye-wateringly intense.

“Please! Not so hard!” he pleaded. She just laughed, then spanked him even harder.

It was over! She released her grip on his thighs and wrist, allowing him to slide off her lap onto his knees. His tear filled eyes were wide in shock. His face was flushed, and his erection was hard.

“The only reason I stopped,” said Lucy, cheerfully, “was because my hand was stinging and my seat, with the weight of you added, was most uncomfortable.” She rose to her feet, then looked down at her own bottom. It was covered in indentations left by the hay and flecks of hay debris.

“I think I'll need to find a way of spanking you that doesn't sting my hand, and I'm not sitting on a hay bale again. In the meantime, I think you should clean the hay off, with your mouth.” She turned her back to him.

It was a delicious chore indeed. Tom's erection felt it might burst, as she thrust her delightful bottom towards his face, and he began to remove the strands of straw from her bottom cheeks with his lips. He was almost sorry when he announced he had finished.

Lucy turned to face him, raised a leg, placed her foot in the middle of his chest, then pushed him down onto his back in the hay. Without a word, she straddled his face. As he began to eagerly suck and drink from her wetness, she leaned forward, then took his erection into her mouth. Once again, when, a few minutes later his erection was swallowed up by her eager wetness, they both enjoyed an amazing orgasm.

CHAPTER SEVEN

They called in at Eleanor's picture framing shop at ten the following morning.

“Hello Eleanor,” said Lucy, greeting her friend with a hug. “How are you? How's Gareth?”

“Gareth and I are no more,” she said. “We decided to go our own separate ways a few months ago, so I'm free, frustrated, and on the prowl. Are you going to introduce me to your friend?”

“This is Tom,” replied Lucy. “He's an employee. I'm sorry to hear about Gareth.”

“I'm not,” she laughed. “Anyway, you're here to talk about glass for my picture frames. Let me show you what I do.”

Eleanor was a tall, slim, lady, very attractive, with long, brown hair and brown eyes. She was wearing faded, blue jeans, and a pale blue sweat shirt. She seemed quite outgoing, and was wearing thick, black rimmed glasses.

Eleanor's shop was crammed to bursting with everything to do with picture framing and pictures. The walls displayed original water colours and oil paintings, as well as samples of the large selection of picture frames she offered, made to measure. She led them to a room at the rear of the shop, where there was a large table, with various tools and jigs where the picture frames were put together.

“I put the frames together myself,” she said, “but I get the glass cut by the hardware store in the high street. You mentioned that you have some surplus glass?”

“Yes. Tom ordered replacement glass for one of our greenhouses and he made a mistake with the measurements. All the panes are too small. They measure about half a metre square each.”

“Most of the pictures I frame that need glass measures  less than that, so if you were able to supply glass cut to size for less than I pay now, I'd be interested. How many surplus panes do you have?”

“Over a thousand,” replied Lucy.

Eleanor raised an eyebrow, then looked at Tom.

“You must have been in trouble.”

“He was, and he still is,” replied Lucy.

“I'm surprised Polly didn't sack Tom,” she said, turning to Lucy. “She must have been furious,”

“She doesn't know,” replied Lucy. “She's on holiday, and I'm helping Tom get the mess sorted out before she gets back.”

“I wonder if you'll get away with it, Tom?” she said.

“Oh, he's not getting away with it,” laughed Lucy. “I'm making sure of that.”

“So you have the whip hand then, Lucy?”

“That's a remarkably accurate description,” replied Lucy, as she exchanged glances with Tom that were not lost on Eleanor.

“Fascinating. My imagination is running wild,” said Eleanor, as she looked Tom up and down. “So, Tom, you would presumably prefer it if I don't mention this business arrangement to Lucy's mother next time I bump into her?”

“It would be very helpful if you didn't.”

“I must try to remember not to, then,” she said, teasing Tom.

“Anyway,” said Lucy, “why don't you give us the measurements of a few frames you are currently making up so Tom can cut you a few free samples.”

“Good idea.”

Eleanor opened an order book, then wrote down some sizes on paper and passed it to Tom. Then, while Lucy and Eleanor chatted about mutual friends, Tom studied a few half made up frames, seeing how the glass was fitted.

“OK. We had better get started. Tom will drop in the samples later today,” said Lucy.

“But I don't know how to cut glass,” said Tom, as they were walking back to Lucy's car.

“Then you had better find out how to, quickly,” she replied.

It was actually easier than he thought. After watching a video on the internet, Tom discovered that he only needed a few basic tools. He set up a flat table at the rear of the hay barn, and had the samples ready for delivery just after lunch. He delivered them to Eleanor later that afternoon.

“Hello Tom,” said Eleanor, as he stepped into her shop.

“Hello Eleanor. I've cut three pieces of glass,” he said, as he handed her the glass, wrapped in newspaper.

“That was quick, Lucy seems to have you well trained. Let's see if they fit.”

Tom felt his face flushing, as he followed her to the room behind the shop.

“Tea, Tom?” she offered, “I was just brewing a pot.”

“I'd better not. I have a lot to do back at work.”

“Nonsense. I insist. Besides, we need to check your samples carefully. We can't have you making more mistakes, can we?”

“No, I suppose not.”

As Eleanor made tea she asked Tom about himself and how he came to be working for Lucy's mother. She told Tom that she was a close friend of Lucy and her mother, Polly. Polly regularly dropped in for tea when she was shopping locally.

After tea, the glass Tom had cut was offered up to their frames, and fitted perfectly. As soon as Tom had left, Eleanor took her mobile from her pocket, then called Lucy.

“Tom's just left. The samples were fine, we need to agree prices, but before we go any further, Lucy, my dear friend, I absolutely insist that you tell me what is going on between you and your scrumptious new glass cutter. I want all the details,” she laughed, “ and don't you dare leave anything out.”

As Eleanor listened, her smile broadened with delight.

“Well, Lucy,” she giggled, a few minutes later, “As you've drawn me into supporting your sordid games of deception, blackmail and discipline, I insist that I am invited to the next whipping.”

CHAPTER EIGHT

Tom, of course, during moments of rational reasoning, knew that he didn't have to accept Lucy's whippings. He could simply confess to Polly the mistake he had made, and explain how he and Lucy had resolved it, and thought she would probably keep him on. He also knew that he would probably get Lucy into trouble with her mother if he told her that she had loaned him the money with such a high interest rate, and Lucy would almost certainly be in even more trouble if her mother ever learned about the whippings.

But although he dreaded the excruciating whippings, they were extremely erotic, and the sex with Lucy afterwards had been sensational. He knew he would never want to do anything that would damage Lucy's relationship with her mother, so he accepted that the whippings would continue. His instinct also told him that Lucy knew exactly what was going on in his mind.

The price for the supply of glass was agreed between Lucy and Eleanor, and Tom began making daily deliveries to Eleanor's shop. Cutting a few panes of glass in the hay barn each day didn't attract any attention as it was assumed Tom was preparing the glass for the greenhouse. However, this could only be a temporary arrangement, and other arrangements needed to be put in place before Polly returned from her holiday at the end of that week. Tom called into Lucy's office on the Thursday, just after lunch.

“Can I have a word, Lucy?”

“Yes, of course. Take a seat. I've been meaning to talk to you too, but I've been very busy.”

“The arrangement with Eleanor is working fine,” he said, “She seems happy with the glass, and it's not been a problem cutting it each day in the barn, but when Polly gets back, and the glazing of the greenhouse is complete, I think I will need to cut the glass somewhere else. Sooner or later, people will begin to wonder what's going on.”

“Yes, I know. I've been thinking the same. I thought I might have a word with Eleanor. Perhaps you can cut the glass at her shop, after you've finished your work here each day. She'd need to be persuaded to stay open for you, or trust you with her keys.” 

“Well, that might work.”

“OK. I'll speak with her today. Was there anything else?”

“Well, there was one other thing. Er, well, next Monday will be a week since you whipped me, so, if I am to comply with our agreement, I will have to ask if you want to whip me again.”

“Correct. I have a note in my diary to that effect.”

“Well, some of the glass is due to arrive tomorrow, then more on Monday, with the balance on Wednesday. I'm going to be working  all hours for the next week from tomorrow, so I wondered if you might consider postponing any whippings until I've finished the greenhouse. I still have to make daily deliveries to Eleanor, and I'm just worried it will all be too much.”

“I can understand that,” she said, “So you are asking me to reschedule your next whipping to  quieter period?”

“I thought it might be a good idea, Lucy.”

“Well, I think it's a good idea too, Tom. I shall whip you this evening. Make your delivery to Eleanor as usual, then come back here. I shall be waiting for you, and as soon as we are sure everyone else has left for home, I shall escort you to the barn.”

Tom sat opposite her with his mouth open. Her idea had come as a complete shock.

“Is there anything else?” she asked, breaking the silence.

“Er, well, no.”

“Good, then I'll see you this evening. If you'll excuse me, I have a lot to do.”

* * *

“How's the job hunting going?” asked Jenny, as they walked along the lane approaching 'The Huntsman' pub.

“There might be a job for me at the stables in Willow Lane. I'm going to see them next week. How are things in there?” asked Zoe, as they walked past the drive leading to 'Polly's Garden Centre'. It was six thirty on Thursday evening. Jenny and Zoe had arranged to meet for a drink, and as it was a nice evening, they'd decided to walk.

“OK. Polly's still on holiday, she gets back on Monday. Lucy seems to have calmed down a bit and is just about bearable. There seems to be something a bit odd going on with her and Tom, though.”

“Really, like what?”

“I'm not sure, he spends more time in her office than usual.”

“Well, he would while Polly's away. She's his boss for the time being.”

“It's not just that. The other day she got me to witness some sort of agreement. She wouldn't let me read it, and I felt uncomfortable doing it, but she just brushed my reservations aside, saying it was just a formality and that the document didn't concern me. I did notice that Tom's name was written in the first line of the agreement, though.”

“I wonder what that could be about. I wouldn't have signed it. I don't trust that bitch,” said Zoe, bitterly.

Just then, a SUV, driven by an attractive woman, passed them, then pulled into the drive leading to the garden centre.

“Who was that?” asked Jenny.

“I don't know. Never seen her before. The garden centre's shut. I wonder what she's up to?”

“Why don't we take a look?” suggested Jenny.

They were just passing a footpath that ran parallel with the drive leading to the garden centre, so they made their way along this. They exited the footpath behind the main garden centre building in time to see the lady park her car, then make her way to the stables. Also in the car park, was Tom's car, and just visible, protruding from behind the stables, was what appeared to be the bonnet of Lucy's car.

“There is something going on,” said Zoe, as the two girls looked at each other. “Shall we be nosey, and hang around for a bit?”

“Why not?”

A few minutes later, with dusk now approaching, Lucy and the unknown lady left the stables, then walked to the hay barn. There was no sign of Tom, and Lucy was carrying a riding crop. Jenny and Zoe looked at each other in puzzlement. Their puzzlement increased when they saw Lucy sliding the large barn door closed behind them. A light came on in the barn.

“You know that the door at the rear of the barn doesn't have a lock?” said Jenny, “It can't be seen from inside at the moment, it's hidden behind bales of hay. Let's see if we can find out what's going on.”

Together, they skirted the garden centre, slipped into the woods behind, then reappeared from the woods behind the hay barn. They held their breath, as they slowly opened the door, hoping it wouldn't creak. Surprisingly, it opened silently. What they didn't know was that Lucy had recently oiled the hinges for her own reasons.

The sight that met their eyes, as they peered over the top of a stack of bales, from the rear shadows of the barn almost caused them to gasp in shock.

Tom, completely naked, was standing in the centre of the barn, with his arms suspended above his head by a rope looped over an overhead beam. Lucy, flexing the riding crop, was slowly circling him, while the unknown lady stood looking on, with her back turned to Jenny and Zoe. Jenny took out her new smart phone, then turned it to video mode. Zoe stifled a nervous giggle.

“As you know, Eleanor,” said Lucy, “Tom and I have a written agreement covering the loan I've made to him to cover the cost of the glass order he made such a mess of, but he's also required to report to me at least once a week to ask for a whipping, although I'm quite likely to spank him at any time.”

“Sounds like an excellent idea,” said the lady.

“Mind you, spanking him stung my hand, so I might use something like a hairbrush next time.”

“I wouldn't mind stinging my hand on his bare bottom,” said the lady.

“Did you hear that, Tom. Eleanor would like to spank you. Would you like that?”

“Whatever you say, Mistress,” he replied, subserviently.

“Do you think I should let Eleanor whip you, Tom? After all, she has now been drawn into your greenhouse cock-up cover-up.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he agreed.

“That's unanimous, then. We all agree that Eleanor should whip you too.”

“I've begun training him to exercise self-discipline,” explained Lucy. “He's required to push his bottom out, and keep it out, while I whip him. If he fails, the whipping is repeated. It took some time and perseverance to impress this on him, but we almost got there in the end.”

“How about getting him to bend over, touching his toes,” suggested Eleanor, “Like schoolboys of old did for the cane?”

“Good idea,” agreed Lucy. “Perhaps we can try that next time. I wonder if we could get hold of a cane?”

“I bet you can,” replied Eleanor, “You can get anything on the internet. I'll check if you like.”

“Yes, please do. In fact you can buy a few, then charge them to Tom's account.”

“I'll get onto it tonight. I'll make sure I get proper canes, so I'll do my research.”

“So, it's the cane for you next time, Tom. Are you excited?”

“It appears he is,” laughed Eleanor, as she looked down at his erection.

Lucy moved to stand immediately in front of Tom. She looked up into his frightened eyes, then down at his hardening erection.

“Time for your whipping,” she said, quietly, as she feasted on his fear. “Bottom pushed out, please.”

“Further,” she demanded, as she took her position to his side. “I shall start, this time, with four strokes. You need to keep exactly in position, with your bottom pushed well out, for all four strokes. If you fail, I will repeat them. And I hope you do fail, Tom.”

Tom braced himself. Eleanor held her breath, as did Zoe and Jenny. Jenny's smart phone continued to silently record.

SWISH-CRACK!

Tom gasped, and his face contorted with agony. Eleanor was shocked by the severity of the stroke, as were Jenny and Zoe. They exchanged excited, nervous glances.

SWISH-CRACK!

Tom squealed, as the crop lashed down across his bare bottom with even more venom. He could be seen trembling, as he strained to keep his bottom presented.

SWISH-CRACK!

The crop bit in with yet more severity. Tom groaned, and his bottom began to writhe, but he managed to keep it presented for the crop. Four pairs of eyes observed the resultant weals begin to fill with colour.

SWISH-CRACK!

Tom shrieked as the hardest stroke of all added to the inferno burning in his bottom cheeks. Lucy was becoming more proficient with the crop, but Tom was getting better at taking it, and his writhing bottom remained pushed out. Jenny took advantage of all the noise and fuss to wedge her mobile phone between two bales. The quality of the recording would prove to be far better from this moment.

“Your turn. Four strokes,” said Lucy, as she handed the crop to Eleanor.

Eleanor looked both nervous and excited as she approached Tom.

“I'm sure I won't be up to your standard,” she said, as she looked down at the striped bottom she was about to continue decorating.

“Your more than welcome to repeat them if you're not happy with them, isn't she Tom?” said Lucy.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Bottom out young man,” ordered Eleanor, obviously warming to her task, as she gently tapped his bottom with the crop.

“Further,” she ordered. Tom strained to comply, then braced himself for more pain.

SWISH-CRACK!

Although not up to the standard Lucy had now achieved, it was an admirable first stroke, and Tom certainly felt it, as he hissed air in between clenched teeth.

Three more strokes followed, each a little more accomplished. Each a little more painful. Eleanor stepped back with a huge smile on her face.

“I never realised how much fun this would be.”

“I've just had a lovely idea,” said Lucy, “Wait here while I fetch a couple of things.”

Lucy pushed the sliding door open, then left. There was silence, apart from Tom's erratic breathing. Eleanor's eyes roamed his naked body, lingering on his vividly striped bottom. The situation was surreal.

“The weather is quite mild for the time of year, isn't it?” she giggled at the absurdity of the conversation, “I hear there might be rain tomorrow.”

Jenny had to stifle a giggle from behind the bales of hay.

Lucy returned with another riding crop and a black scarf. She handed the crop to Eleanor, then approached Tom from behind.

“I thought it might be more exciting for you if you couldn't see the strokes coming, or who was administering them,” she said, as she blindfolded him, “and if you don't keep your bottom pushed out, you risk making me angry with you.”

“You risk making me angry, too,” added Eleanor.

“Now you wouldn't want that, would you, Tom? Being totally helpless, naked, and at the mercy of two angry ladies, both wielding nice, whippy, braided, leather riding crops?”

“No, Mistress,” he sobbed.

Lucy stepped away from him, then began to slowly circle him. Tom's head twisted, first one way, then the other, as he tried to anticipate when he might need to brace himself for the next stroke.

SWISH-CRACK!

Tom yelped in shock, then gasped in agony, as a breathtaking stroke took him by surprise. Lucy stooped down behind him to watch the fresh weal mature. Then she rose to her feet, and gestured with her hand, inviting Eleanor to administer the next stroke. Eleanor didn't need any encouragement.

SWISH-CRACK!

Tom yelped, but just managed to keep his bottom presented.

SWISH-CRACK!

Lucy followed Eleanor's stroke immediately, not giving Tom the chance to deal with Eleanor's real stinger, or even think about bracing himself for the next. He lost control completely, and began to twist and turn in panic. The two ladies then began to rain down strokes at every opportunity. Tom squealed and gasped as the thrashing escalated in both severity and pace, to a frenzy of stinging strokes. The thrashing lasted about thirty seconds. It must have been the longest thirty seconds of Tom's life.

With the exception of Tom's erection, his body hung, limp, from the overhead beam. He was groaning and hyperventilating. Lucy and Eleanor were breathless and flushed. Jenny and Zoe watched silently, transfixed by events.

After a few moments, Lucy whispered something in Eleanor's ear. Eleanor gave Lucy a quick kiss on the cheek, handed her crop back to Lucy, then slid open the barn door, and left. Lucy closed the door, then walked towards the dim rear of the barn, where Jenny and Zoe were hiding. In panic, they ducked down behind the bale. Lucy put the two crops down on the bale they were hiding behind, then began to undress. How she never saw the mobile phone, which was still recording, was a miracle. Perhaps her mind was on other things. Once naked, she picked up one of the crops, then approached Tom. Jenny and Zoe cautiously raised their heads above the bale to continue watching.

Lucy removed Tom's blindfold, then began to stroke his erection.

“Will you take another dozen from me, before I demand you fuck me?” she whispered.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, breathlessly, “But please whip me harder.”

“I'll see what I can do,” she replied, smiling with relish.

SWISH-CRACK!

Jenny and Zoe watched in amazement, as Lucy began to thrash Tom with eye-watering venom. Even more amazing, was that Tom pushed his bottom out each time she raised the crop, inviting more severity. After a dozen blistering strokes, Lucy threw down the crop, then released Tom from his restraints with urgency. Within a few seconds of his release, he was on top of Lucy in the hay, with his erection deep inside her, with her fingers clawing at his wealed, writhing bottom.

At the rear of the barn, Jenny reached for her mobile phone, then turned off the record function. The two imposters quietly left the way they'd arrived, then continued on their walk to the pub.

CHAPTER NINE

It was Thursday morning. Tom was busy fitting the final panes of glass to the greenhouse. Polly had returned the previous Monday, and seemed reasonably understanding regarding the progress of the greenhouse glazing, and the way Lucy had managed in her absence. The wrongly cut glass was now stored at Eleanor's shop, and Polly was oblivious to the extraordinary goings on while she'd been on holiday.

Lucy was feeling pretty happy with herself as she sat at her desk, and began opening the morning's mail. Somebody had sent her a small package labelled 'PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL'. Opening it, she found a memory stick, along with a brief note. Puzzled, she read the note:

Might be a good idea if you viewed the video on the enclosed stick while alone!

Just imagine the repercussions if it  found its way onto YouTube?

How would your mother react?

Perhaps you might consider offering Zoe her job back, in which case you can rest assured that the copy I have will remain safely locked away.

Have a nice day.

A friend of Zoe's

Lucy, now very concerned, closed her office door, then plugged the memory stick into her PC. The colour drained from her face as the video began to play. It was titled 'MORE THAN JUST FAMILY FUN AT POLLY'S GARDEN CENTRE'. She couldn't watch more than a few moments of the video that followed, as she imagined what her mother's reaction would be.

Lucy made herself a strong coffee as she tried to think rationally. The probability was that the author of the note was a member of staff, but she had know way of knowing who. Perhaps Zoe was the culprit herself? But if she confronted anyone she suspected, and she was wrong, then it could make the situation worse. The most sensible course of action, she concluded, was to offer Zoe her job back. She called Zoe's mobile.

“Hello, Zoe. It's Lucy. Can you talk?”

“Oh, hello Lucy. Yes, I can,” replied Zoe, trying to sound surprised.

“I've been reconsidering my decision to let you go, and I've concluded that I was wrong. If you are happy to return, I would love to have you back here. I made a misjudgement, and I'm very sorry.”

“I'd love to come back, Lucy. I can start tomorrow.”

“Good. See you in the morning.”

Lucy was still extremely anxious about the recording. The more she thought of it, the more she worried about the repercussions of it being made public. It could damage or even destroy her mother's garden centre.

Tom came to see her later that afternoon.

“Can I speak to you in private for a moment?”

“Yes, of course, Tom,” she replied. “Close the door.”

Tom noticed that Lucy looked very ill at ease. It puzzled him, because her plans seemed to have worked perfectly.

“I have some good news,” he said, when he had closed the door. “The greenhouse is finished. All the glass fitted perfectly, and it looks great.”

“That's good. Thanks for letting me know.” She didn't seem any happier.

“Is there anything else?” she asked.

“Well, yes, er, well, I'm obliged to ask if you would like to whip me,” he said, nervously.

“Oh,” she said, almost as if she'd forgotten about their agreement, “Not just at the moment, Tom. I have other matters to attend to. In fact, I think you can regard that part of our agreement as on hold for the time being. I'll let you know if anything changes.”

Tom felt both immense relief, but also huge disappointed. He had needed to build himself up to have the courage to walk into her office to ask for a whipping, he was high on anticipation, and now he felt let down. Why had everything changed?

“I don't understand?” he said.

“Sorry Tom, circumstances have changed. It's not appropriate that we continue with that part of our agreement.”

Tom just stood with his mouth open and his emotions in turmoil.

“Was there anything else?” she asked.

“Well, no.”

“I'm pleased you finished the greenhouse.”

Their meeting was over.

While he was still trying to come to terms with the sudden change in Lucy, and what it meant for him, Polly called him, and asked him to come to her office. On arrival, she ushered him in, and invited him to take a seat.

“The greenhouse looks good,” she said, “but that's not why I asked to see you. I'm afraid I will not be offering you the job of managing the new centre.”

“Oh. Have I done anything wrong?”

“No, not at all, and up until this morning you were first in line for it, but Lucy, who you know had previously declined the position, has changed her mind. She'll be handing over running of the stables to one of the girls, and she'll be leaving us imminently. There will be other opportunities for you, Tom.”

Tom left Polly's office confused and deflated. The past three weeks had been a roller-coaster of events, both scary and exhilarating, but now he was looking into a void. Something had obviously happened, but he wasn't being told what.

Perhaps Eleanor knew what was going on. He was due to phone her to see if any glass needed cutting. Now that the glass was stored at her shop, the new arrangement was that he should cut the glass there after work each day. Shortly after leaving Polly's office, he called Eleanor.

“Hello Eleanor. It's Tom. I wondered if you needed any glass cut today.”

“Oh, hello Tom. No, I don't. In fact I probably won't be needing you any more. I watched how you did it last time you were here, and I tried myself. It's quite easy, so I can do it myself from now on.”

“What about all the glass I have?”

“I don't need any at the moment.”

“But what about the money side of things. How am I going to repay my loan to Lucy?”

“You'll have to talk to her about that.”

Now he was alarmed, and even more confused. He went in search of Lucy, only to be told that she had left for the day.

CHAPTER TEN

When Tom went to see Lucy the following morning, his confusion increased when he saw that Zoe was with her in her office. The door was closed, but they seemed to be having a serious conversation, and neither seemed to notice him arrive, then leave. When he returned almost an hour later, Zoe was still there. Something was obviously going on and he couldn't help feeling that it involved him.

Later that afternoon, Tom once again went to see Lucy, and was surprised to see Zoe sitting in Lucy's office, behind Lucy's desk. She seemed delighted to see him.

“What's going on?” he asked, “I thought you'd been sacked.”

“So did I, but now I've been promoted. I'm running the stables. Lucy's gone.”

“How did that happen?”

“Aren't you pleased to see me?”

“Well, of course I am, but I'm confused.”

“All will become clear,” she said, cheerfully. “I'm very busy at the moment. Lucy didn't stay around to show me the ropes. Come back at five-thirty, then I'll have time to enlighten you.”

Well, OK. I am very pleased to see you again,” he said.

“I'm very pleased to see you too, but before you go, did you know that there is a door at the back of the hay barn that doesn’t lock?”

“Yes.”

“Could you fit a bolt to it, this afternoon, so it can be locked from the inside?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Then I'd like you to go ahead with that, please.”

“OK.”

“And one other thing,” she said, picking up an envelope, then handing it to him. “Lucy left you this.”

Tom opened the envelope as soon as he'd left her office, It contained Lucy's original copy of the loan agreement, torn in half. Also included was a hand written note:

Tom, on reflection I realise the agreement was unfair. I've written off your debt. Eleanor will make good the deficit over time, as she sells pictures.

It was fun. I trust I can rely on your discretion, as you can on mine.

Lucy x

Fitting the bolt was soon done, and at five-thirty, he went to Zoe's office. She invited him to take a seat. He noticed at once, that she had a riding crop on her desk. He also noticed that she seemed to have acquired an air of self-confidence.

“Let me show you a copy of a video that Lucy received in the post yesterday,” said Zoe, as she rotated the laptop on her desk, so they could both see the screen. “The person who sent the video threatened to upload it onto YouTube if Lucy didn't offer me my job back. She didn't have much choice, really. A bit unfair, perhaps, but then again, I was unfairly dismissed.”

She tapped a key on the laptop, and after a few seconds the video began:

“MORE THAN JUST FAMILY FUN AT POLLY'S GARDEN CENTRE” appeared on the screen, then the picture switched to a very shaky scene of the barn. Despite the poor quality, Tom was quite identifiable, naked, with his arms suspended above his head. Lucy was also clearly recognisable, circling him, brandishing a riding crop. The third person, Eleanor, had her back to the camera.

“Who took this?” asked Tom, clearly alarmed.

“I couldn't possibly say.”

“Was it you?”

“No, it wasn't me. Let's just say it was a friend. It was rather sloppy of Lucy to engage in such activities with the rear door to the barn left unlocked, don't you think?”

Tom didn't answer. His face was flushed red as he watched the activity unfold on the screen.

“Who else has seen this?” he asked, inwardly cringing, as the whipping commenced. Zoe reached across to turn down the volume.

“Lucy, of course. She may have shown the other lady who features, who I now know to be Eleanor from the picture framing shop in the village. My friend, obviously, then just you and I. Lucy has been extremely cooperative, so I think the audience list will remain as it is. My friend is trustworthy.”

They watched in silence for a while. Tom flushed even redder as his state of arousal was clearly depicted, while he was whipped. Eleanor was now also recognisable, and the recording quality improved as the image stopped shaking.

“The ladies seem to be having fun,” said, Zoe, as the video moved on to where they were both whipping him, “but it's quite obvious that you are enjoying it too.”

“Lucy and I had a good chat this morning,” said Zoe a few minutes later, as they continued watching. “She was very angry at first. She accused my friend of spying on her private life, and she also accused her of blackmail. However, she didn't have an answer when I pointed out that she had previously spied on you and me in the hay barn, and that she was blackmailing you with a ridiculously unfair loan agreement because of a mistake you had made. After that, she calmed down a bit.”

“She's torn up the agreement,” said Tom. “That's what was in the envelope you handed me. She wrote a note, she said the agreement was unfair. Earlier she'd said our verbal agreement was no longer appropriate.”

“I was with her when she tore it up and wrote the note,” said Zoe, “but, I have to say that I thought one part of her agreement with you, the verbal agreement, was very appropriate. You know which part I'm talking about, don't you?”

He did. His increased arousal confirmed it. She pressed the pause key on the video, then looked into his eyes.

“It's quite obvious, Tom, that you need to be whipped. I've decided that the whippings should continue, but it will be me wielding the whip from now on, and I have to confess that I'm looking forward to it.”

Tom felt his pulse quicken. He looked down at the riding crop. She was stroking it.

After a few long moments of silence, while he digested her words, and she continued to toy with the crop, she pressed 'play', and the video resumed.

“Does this recording continue after Eleanor leaves?” asked Tom, nervously, as the whipping approached the finale.

“Yes, it does,” replied Zoe, smiling at his discomfort.

“Do we have to watch that bit?”

“No, not if you don't want to. Let's watch to the end of the whipping, my favourite part, then you can come with me to the hay barn. First, I need to check that you've fitted the bolt properly, then we have other matters to attend to, don't we?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

A few moments later, the video was switched off. Zoe rose to her feet, then picked up her riding crop. Tom followed her obediently to the hay barn.

Later that evening, as they bought drinks at the bar of the local pub, the barman recognised them as the couple who had been in a few weeks earlier. He remembered the beautiful girl picking hay out of her partner's hair. He remembered guessing what they'd been doing, and feeling jealous. This time they were picking hay out of each other's hair, and they seemed radiantly happy with each other. He once again, guessed what they had been doing, but was only half right.

* * *

Back at the picture framing shop, Eleanor felt as if she had been left high and dry. She had tasted the exhilaration of taking the whip to naked flesh, she had taken delivery of some canes, and she wanted to use them. Lucy had impressed on her that Tom was now off limits, so she needed to look elsewhere. She was a very perceptive lady, and she concluded that she might find her next subject amongst her customers. She left a riding crop on the counter in the shop, and if anyone asked about it, she could say it had been left accidentally by a customer. However, if she picked up on a more interesting reaction from a man she found attractive, then she had a plan. But that's another story.

Lucy, also, felt a void when she no longer had Tom to whip. But she was now running her own garden centre, and was in charge of recruitment. She didn't think it would be too long before she would be taking her crop the bare bottom of an employee, and so it proved to be. But that's yet another story. 

THE END (of story one)
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A Tale of the Cane                             

CHAPTER ONE

He had writers block again. After writing and self publishing seventeen successful novels in the 'Vincent Cobb' series, Keith Jennings was stuck. Fictional Vincent Cobb, a disgraced former policeman, is on a mission to exact justice when the criminal justice system has failed to convict, and his form of justice is swift and brutal, and fits the crimes of the perpetrators. As Cobb builds his reputation, he begins to accept commissions from people who feel let down by the justice system. Cobb is a vigilante, and each book in Keith's series had been the story of how Cobb has tracked down, then punished a criminal who has evaded the justice system. They never escape justice from Cobb.

But now, half way through his eighteenth Cobb novel, and with Cobb having tracked down his latest rogue, it is time to exercise justice, and Keith has come to a halt. There are only so many ways that Cobb can punish his villains, and after meting out so many punishment beatings and executions, Keith is finding it difficult to think of something new. He's determined not to disappoint his fans with a copy of a previous book. Perhaps this would have to be his last book, he began to think. Then what would he do? Writing had been his life since he had left the police force himself fifteen years earlier. He loved writing, and watching his latest books climb the best sellers lists. He had thousands of followers on social media, who were constantly asking when he planned to publish his next Cobb adventure. Keith was just putting on his coat, planning to go for a walk to clear his head, when he received a phone call that would change his life.

Keith lived in a village called Spilling-on-Torr, just a few miles upstream of Tanning-on-Torr. He'd lived there happily, since his divorce eight years earlier. At the age of forty-five, he was already a wealthy man. Although most people had never heard of Spilling-on-Torr, the picturesque town downstream was famous.

Tanning-on-Torr was an historical town of old timber framed buildings straddling the River Torr, perhaps best known as one of England's early cultural centres, and the favoured home to numerous spawning poets, and artists. In later tears, during the reign of Queen Victoria, the town found new fame for another reason. A very beautiful and enterprising lady, Mary Crisp, who had a taste for administering spankings and whippings, decided to set up a discrete spanking house for discerning gentlemen. Being less than an hour from London, by train, word soon got around. Mary's spanking house flourished, as city gents, and politicians, found the prospect of a tanning from Miss Crisp of Tanning-on-Torr, irresistible. The press had a field day when it was rumoured that more than one member of the cabinet was a regular visitor, and Mary's clientèle disappeared overnight. She retired a very wealthy lady. She was reported to have been offered a fortune for her memoirs, but Mary refused to name a single client, and it was assumed that she was paid handsomely, by a number of her previous clients, to keep things that way. The spanking house was now called 'The Spanking House Tea Room’ and was situated overlooking the river, where tourists could enjoy cream teas, and perhaps buy an overpriced 'Spanking House' mug, or a 'Spanking House' wooden spoon, as a souvenir.

The phone call Keith received that day, was from a solicitor in Tanning-on-Torr. The solicitor told him that he had some important news regarding the will of Keith's recently departed uncle, Gerald. He suggested that Keith should call in at his office, with ID, and Keith decided to walk to the solicitor's office, along the banks of the River Torr. He assumed he was about to inherit some of Gerald's estate, and although he didn't need any more wealth, the prospect of a bit more was obviously appealing.

Thinking about his uncle Gerald, as he made his way along the river bank, Keith reminisced that Gerald had not been liked by much of his family, but Keith had got on well with him. Gerald had been a wealthy man himself, and years earlier, when Keith was a young boy, his parents had been quite poor and had asked if Gerald would lend them some money. He refused, and the relationship soured. Gerald, however, didn't allow the rift to spoil his relationship with Keith. In later years they'd shared an interest in the history of the old house in Tanning-on-Torr that Gerald had lived in for over fifty years. The house, called 'Tanning House', was a timber framed medieval building had once been the home of a disgraced judge, Thomas Hook, who had lived there from 1623, until his death in 1654. Hook had been feared by all who appeared before him, as he had a reputation of dishing out harsh penalties. He was thrown out of the judiciary ten years before his death after being exposed as corrupt.

Gerald had also been a collector of antique musical instruments, mainly stringed, such as violins, violas and cellos. The old house was full of them, and it wasn't possible to move in the basement, as it was crammed full of damaged instruments, instrument cases, and cardboard boxes stacked from the floor to the ceiling along with various accessories and books about instruments.

Keith felt sadness, as he walked up the cobbled hill from the river, past Tanning House, on his way to the solicitor's office. In this part of the old town, cars were now banned. The council had wisely decided that there wasn't the space for cars and pedestrians. He realised for the first time that Gerald's old house was possibly the only building in the street that was still residential. The remainder of the medieval buildings were now restaurants, antique shops, and included a small museum, a pub called 'The Tanners Arms', and 'The Spanking House Tea Room'. He wondered if he would ever step inside Tanning House again,

* * * 

Keith was left speechless when the details of Gerald's will were explained to him fifteen minutes after his walk past Tanning House. He now owned it! Gerald had left most of his wealth to various charities, and his collection of musical instruments had been left to the Tannin-on-Torr Orchestra. But Tanning House, along with all the antique furniture inside, and a substantial sum of money, had been left to him. The solicitor explained to Keith that it was no coincidence that the money he had been left was almost exactly the inheritance tax that would be due on the estate. The message seemed clear to Keith, Gerald didn't want Keith the sell the house. Less than an hour after walking up the hill, past Tanning House, he let himself into the same house, as the new owner.

Keith spend over an hour at Tanning House soaking up memories of Gerald, with mixed emotions of sadness and excitement. He'd already decided not to sell the house, but what would he do with it? His initial thought was to sell his flat, then move in himself. But within an hour he had changed his mind. His flat was in a quiet area with no distractions, perfect for writing. Tanning House was in a tourist area, with too much going on outside. Perhaps he should rent it out, but it would have to be a perfect tenant, one who would appreciate and look after the house.

The house was still full of musical instruments, and the basement was so crammed with old, and damaged instruments, cases and old boxes, that it was impossible to navigate. All this now belonged to the local orchestra, so his first job would be to get them to clear the house of what was theirs. He called the solicitor to get the contact details, then called a representative of the orchestra. 

CHAPTER TWO

A week after his inheritance, Keith was once again immersing himself in memories at Tanning House. The musical instruments had now gone, and he was able to see the house uncluttered. The antique furniture was in a good state of repair, and simply needed a good clean. Gerald had kept everything as it would have been in previous centuries, with the exception of the kitchen and bathroom, which were modern. With a thorough clean, the house was fit to let out furnished. He loved the low oak beams and the quirky stairs to the first floor, where no two steps were the same height above each other.

The basement was large, with a higher than usual ceiling, bare brick walls, with the exception of a wood panelled wall at the far end, and a flagstone floor. Now cleared, it was completely empty. It would be a useful storage area, or perhaps a wine cellar. It was very dusty, with lots of cobwebs, so he decided this would be his first job.

The house had three bedrooms, with wonky floors, a lounge, dining room, and study as well as the kitchen and bathroom. Outside, at the rear, was a small, private courtyard paved with old flagstones.

While Keith was cleaning the basement with a vacuum cleaner, something began puzzling him. Why were three walls of the basement built in brick, yet the far wall was panelled over with old wooden planks? He switched off the vacuum cleaner, then had a closer look at the panelling. It was made up of old wooden planks that resembled the type used for floorboards, and they ran horizontally across the wall. It wasn't a particularly neat job, suggesting it might have been carried out by someone in a hurry.

Out of curiosity, he fetched an old screwdriver, then attempted to prize one of the planks away from the wall. After some creaking of wood, and grating of rusty nails, the plank came away. Within a few minutes he had pulled away enough of the panelling to reveal an old, wooden door, set into a brick wall. This was fascinating! Twenty minutes later, Keith had removed enough planking to reveal the entire door. It was very old, and made of a hard, dark wood, and it seemed extremely strong. It was fitted with an ancient lock, and the key was still in place, so he tried to turn it. It wouldn't budge, so it was probably rusted.

Keith had now forgotten all about cleaning. He wanted to know what was behind the door. He rushed out to buy a spray can of penetrating oil from the hardware shop in the new part of the town, then gave the lock a good spray through the key hole. Still it wouldn't budge. He left it for an hour, then tried again. Slowly, the old mechanism reluctantly began to free up for the first time in many years. The old door creaked on ancient hinges, as he pushed it open. There appeared to be no light switch, so he could see very little, but he could see enough to confirm that the basement was now effectively doubled in size. The room smelt stale, and he wondered who had last passed through the door, and how long ago.

He managed to find a torch in the kitchen, then returned to explore his discovery. The room was constructed in the same way, with old brick walls, and flagstone floor. There were old iron rings set in the far wall, and a sinister iron hook set into a heavy oak ceiling beam. In the far corner lay an old, rusted chain, fitted some sort rusted iron cuffs, with an ancient locking mechanism. A shiver ran down his spine, as he realised he was standing in a secret prison cell. It saddened him that Gerald had lived in the house for fifty years, never realising that it existed. Could it be that the judge, Thomas Hook, had held miscreants captive in this cell? They would probably never know, but it was a distinct possibility.

Over the next few weeks, Keith gradually prepared the house for letting, soaking up the history of the building as he explored. He wasn't in a hurry. He had had a few estate agents call in to get some idea of what rent he should ask for, but eventually decided to manage the rental of the property himself.

Discovery of the sinister prison cell had, however, been the inspiration to free Keith's writers block, or more specifically, the ceiling hook had:

Vincent Cobb had been commissioned by the wealthy owner of a pet food company, to bring to justice the people who had kidnapped, then murdered his daughter. The kidnappers had demanded a ransom of five million pounds for the safe return of the daughter, but when it had been paid, they murdered her anyway. A suspect, Winstanly, a known thug was arrested and was put on trial. It was known that he had an accomplice, but Winstanly refused to name him. The evidence of his guilt was overwhelming, but some of the jury received death threats, and Winstanly was found not guilty and acquitted. He then 'disappeared'.That's when Cobb was engaged by the father of the murdered girl, Alex Caldwell. At Cobb's insistence, there was never any record of contact between the two of them again, no phone calls, no text messages and no emails. Instead, Cobb set up an antonymous email account to which only Caldwell and himself knew the user name and password. If Caldwell wanted to message Cobb, he simply wrote a draft email in the account, but didn't send it. Cobb checked the account daily, and if there was a draft message, he read it then deleted it. The same method applied when Cobb needed to contact Caldwell.

Cobb eventually tracked down Winstanly to a recently bought villa near Malaga, Spain. Cobb booked into a hotel close to Winstanly's villa, then began to observe him.

When Cobb reported to Caldwell that he had Winstanly under observation in Malaga, Caldwell told him that he owned a meat processing plant near the same Spanish town, and Cobb began to develop a plan.

As Cobb observed Winstanly, it soon became clear that he was living a lonely existence in his new home. He spent lunchtimes at a local bar, drinking heavily, occasionally chatting to others, and evenings were spent in another bar. He usually staggered back to his villa, after midnight, invariably drunk. It was quite easy for Cobb, posing as a drug dealer from Plymouth (where he hoped Winstanly would have no connections) to strike up a conversation one Saturday evening. When Winstanly discovered that his new drinking buddy was also lying low, but in his case because the police wanted him for drug dealing, he began to relax in Cobb's company, and Cobb plied him with cheap brandy until midnight, then spiked his last drink.

When Winstanly regained consciousness on the Sunday morning, he was naked, suspended by his bound ankles, from a hook in a meat processing factory. His first blurred vision was of his new drinking buddy, upside down, holding a butcher's knife. When Winstanly was coherent enough to understand what was happening to him, Cobb explained that unless he divulged the name and address of his accomplice in the kidnapping case, he would remove his penis and testicles with the butcher's knife. Winstanly couldn't tell Cobb everything he wanted to know fast enough.

Cobb left Winstanly hanging, while he carried out a little research. When he was happy that the information from Winstanly was accurate, he despatched him. With the assistance of Caldwell, Winstanly was processed. He ended up as a small percentage of the contents of pouches of  'Happy Dog' doggy treats in supermarkets all over Europe. Now Cobb could set off to bring his accomplice, a Mr Ali, to justice.

CHAPTER THREE  

To let the house, Keith decided to place just one advert on a postcard in the window of the newsagent's next to 'The Spanking House Tea Room'. He wanted to vet prospective tenants himself, and he didn't want to be deluged with applicants. The cards read:

HISTORIC 3 BEDROOM HOUSE TO LET

Tanning-on-Torr, Old Town

2 Reception Rooms,

Luxury Kitchen and Bathroom

(Even has its own secure prison cell!)

Email Keith for details

Keithsbooks@kjennings.co.uk

After placing the advert, Keith wrote a more detailed description of the house, including the monthly rent, in readiness to send out. He received just one response in the first week, and it turned out to be the only one he would need. It was from a lady called Isabelle Carter. He replied with details, expecting the high rent to frighten her off, but she called back saying she was still interested, and asking to view the property. Keith arranged to meet her the following day at noon.

Isabelle Carter took his breath away. She was just the most beautiful lady he had ever seen. Dark, almost black shiny hair fell over her shoulders, encapsulating her angelic face. She had full, red lips, and exquisite dark eyes.

“Good morning Mr Jennings. I'm Isabelle Carter,” she said, as he opened the door. Her voice was refined and educated. In the first few seconds of meeting her, he knew he was in the company of a real lady.

“You're very punctual,” he replied. “Please come in.”

“I was hoping it might be this house,” she said, as she stepped into the hall. “I took a walk through the old town after seeing your advertisement, and this house caught my eye.”

“Would you like tea?” he suggested. “If you wish, you can have a look around, without me hovering over you.”

“Tea would be lovely. Earl Grey, if you have it, otherwise, anything, white, no sugar.”

“Let me take your coat. I'll put the kettle on. I'll be in the kitchen.”

She removed her black, leather coat, to reveal a superb figure. She was dressed in a dark, grey business suit, that showed her feminine curves divinely. He guessed her to be about thirty-five. He was very curious to know what she did for a living, but he'd ask later.

“There's no light in one of the rooms in the basement,” he warned. “The room was blocked off, and nobody realised it was there. I've left it as I found it, other than just running a vacuum cleaner around it. Also, watch the stairs, they're not evenly spaced. They can take you by surprise until you get used to them.”  

“I'll be careful, Mr Jennings. I'll start at the top, then work down.”

“I'm planning to let the house with all the furniture,” he added.

Keith stood in the hall, then watched the gentle sway of her shapely hips as she climbed the stairs. Her legs, he noted, were perfect, flawless. After pausing, he stepped into the kitchen, then put on the kettle. It would be a dream to have such a lovely lady occupying this house, he thought.

She stepped into the kitchen about ten minutes later, and he offered her a seat at the kitchen table.

“No Earl Grey, I'm afraid.”

“It doesn't matter. I'm sure it will be fine.”

“How do you feel about the house?” he asked, as he took a seat opposite her.

“It's perfect for me,” she replied, smiling.

“And the rent? I know it's expensive, but I've taken advice, and that's the market value.”

“The rent is fine, Mr Jennings. I'd like to take it.”

“I will need to take up references,” he suggested, thinking to himself that he didn't really consider it was necessary.

“I can offer my bank, Mr Jennings, I'm sure they will vouch for me, but I'm self-employed, so I can't offer an employer.”

“What do you do, if you don't mind me asking, Miss Carter?”

“Do call me Isabelle,” she replied, flashing her exquisite smile. She had perfect, white teeth.

“I'm an author, Mr Jennings. I write and publish my own books. I do have other sources of income, and I own a few shares, but consider me an author.”

“That's fascinating, Isabelle. Call me Keith, by the way. I write too. What books have you written?”

“I write under a pen name, Keith, and the I'm afraid I'd be embarrassed to own up to the stuff I write. Let's just say there's romance involved, I enjoy writing, and my books sell. What about yourself? What do you write?”

“I write thrillers about an ex-policemen called Vincent Cobb. They sell quite well, so I keep writing them, I've published seventeen now. I do seem to be slowing up lately. I'm increasingly up against writer's block. I always need new ideas, and as I publish more books, the pool of new ideas diminishes.”

“I have to confess that I've not read any of your books, Keith. I've heard of writer's block, but I've not been afflicted, yet. In fact I can't imagine it ever happening if you allow me to rent this house. I get a lot of my inspiration from people watching, and the old town here offers so much of that. It attracts so many fascinating people.”

“That's really interesting,” he replied. “I need solitude and peace to write, which is exactly why I can't work from this house. I'd love to. The house has such an interesting history, but for the sake of my career, I've reluctantly concluded that I have to stay in my flat. I'm just a mile, or so, up the river at Spilling-on-Torr.”

They talked for some time about the history of the house, and Isabelle seemed genuinely fascinated. By the time they had finished a second cup of tea, Keith was happy to offer her the tenancy.

“I don't think I need to worry about references, Isabelle,” he said. “I like to think I am a reasonable judge of character. If you want to rent the house from me, I'm happy to go ahead with a six month agreement, initially, then, if that works out, perhaps we can talk about a longer agreement.”

“That's wonderful, Keith. I can make payment now, if you wish. Before you change your mind,” she said, with a mischievous smile. “I presume you will retain  a set of keys to the house. You will need to make sure I'm looking after your property?”

“Yes, I'll have access, but I will respect your privacy. I will only call in by appointment, at a mutually convenient time. I wouldn't dream of turning up unannounced.”

Isabelle Carter made a bank transfer from her smart phone, paying the first month's rent plus a deposit, and it was agreed that she could take possession immediately. As Keith handed over the keys, there was a slight nagging in the back of his mind. Was he being a bit hasty? Should he have taken up references? Was Isabelle really selling enough books to pay such a high rent? He knew from his own experience, that her sales would need to be impressive. But his doubts were pushed aside. Isabelle Carter, he was sure, was a real lady, and a delight to deal with. He couldn't think of anyone he would rather have as a tenant.

CHAPTER FOUR

As the months passed, Keith's reservations regarding Miss Carter's ability to keep up with the high rent proved to be unfounded. The rent is always paid on time, and Miss Carter appeared to be a model tenant. After she had been in residence for about a month, she'd invited him to call in for tea. It had been delightful to see her again, and she'd asked a lot of questions about the history of the house, and Judge John Hook in particular. Keith had been reassured by the visit, as the house looked well cared for and spotlessly clean. He suspected her invitation had been primarily to do just that.

During the first six months she phoned him on only one occasion to report a leaking kitchen sink tap. This was attended to by a plumber, who replaced a tap washer. When later asked about the state of the house, the plumber reported the house appeared immaculate.

However, an event seven months into the rental was to cause Keith some alarm. Although Keith had assured Isabelle that he would respect her privacy, and would not enter the house without consent, that did not apply in the case of an emergency. Keith received a phone call from the gas board one afternoon, informing him that there was a suspected gas leak in the area, and that they needed access to Tanning House. Keith tried contacting Isabelle, but his phone calls and messages were unanswered, so Keith drove to the town to admit the gas engineers. Isabelle was not at home, and the gas engineer needed to check the basement.

As the plumber had reported previously, the house seemed immaculate, but to Keith's surprise, he found the basement had been fitted out as some sort of office. When the gas engineer saw there was a door leading to a second room, he said he should check that too. On opening the cell door, Keith  was shocked to find an array of canes, whips and leather straps hanging from a wooden frame to the side of the cell, and a sinister structure standing in the centre. It was obviously some sort of whipping bench!

“I didn't know anything about this!” he said, as the gas engineer scanned the room with an amused smile.

“I'm just here to check for gas leaks, sir. What goes on in here is none of my business. Your secret is safe with me.”

“But it's nothing to do with me,” he protested, flushing with embarrassment. “I'm just the landlord. This is my tenant's doing. I didn't know anything about this!”

The gas engineer was obviously amused. He circled the cell with his gas sniffing probe with a smile on his face.

“All clear, sir. Seems like it was a false alarm. I'll leave you to get on with whatever you were doing.”

“I promise, I didn't know about all this,” Keith said, “and I'd be very grateful if you could forget what you've seen here.”

“Like I said, sir. I'm just the gas engineer. This is none of my business. I haven't seen a thing. I suppose as long as the rent gets paid, there's nothing too much to concern you either.”

Keith showed the engineer out, then returned to the basement, still in shock. On closer inspection, the first room, which he had initially thought was furnished as an office, appeared to be a small schoolroom. There were two desks, the second of which was quite small, and on opening a drawer in  the larger desk, Keith found a slipper, a ruler and an assortment of hairbrushes. There was a cupboard in the room, in which he found a selection of canes and leather straps, some with split tails, which he recognised as tawses. Tucked behind the cupboard was a blackboard. There was no doubt at all that Isabelle Carter was a dominatrix! 

Just then his phone sounded. It was Isabelle!

“Hello Keith. It's Isabelle. I've had a missed call from you.”

“I'm afraid I've had to access Tanning House. There was a gas leak, I phoned you, but couldn't get a reply. The gas engineer had to have access to the basement. Anyway, there was no gas leak, but, well, I'm very concerned by what I've found, and well, I'm not sure I'm happy about it.”

“Oh dear. Seems like I've been found out,” she replied, seemingly unsurprised. “May I make a suggestion?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Perhaps you could drop by for tea when it's convenient for you. We should talk about it.”

“Well, yes, I will, but I have to say that I'm not happy about this.”

“Come and talk to me, Keith, call in for tea. I can't see you now, I'm away all day. I'm sure we can settle this in an adult way. We can have a civilised chat, then, if you are still unhappy, I will arrange to vacate at a mutually convenient time, but let's talk first.”

“Well, OK, but I don't think there is much to talk about. I know what I saw.”

“I'm pleased you've agreed have tea with. When would you like to come?”

“Well, I could call in tomorrow at about ten.”

“That would be perfect. Is Earl Grey tea to your liking?”

“Earl Grey is fine.”

“Excellent. I look forward to seeing you in the morning, Keith.”

Keith was very uncomfortable with the new revelation, and that evening, to help him relax, he dropped into the village pub. He didn't talk to anyone, but just sat in a quiet corner sipping a pint, trying to decide what he should do about Isabelle Carter. On the one hand, he really liked her, in fact he almost adored her, but he had forced himself to make sure their relationship remained strictly professional. He knew that it would be unwise to complicate their business arrangement. However, he had to admit to himself that he had fantasised about enjoying a more intimate relationship with Isabelle, and the discovery that she was a disciplinarian, he was shocked to admit to himself, made her seem even more erotic to him.

On the other had, he was a respected local citizen, and he had a reputation to maintain. If it became known that he was allowing Tanning House to be used by a dominatrix, his standing in the community might be ruined.

Keith walked back home from the pub still undecided as to what he should do about Isabelle Carter. Perhaps he should listen to what she had to say in the morning.

CHAPTER FIVE  

Keith was still undecided on what to do as Isabelle invited him to take a seat at the kitchen table at Tanning House the following morning. As soon as his eyes had met hers, his attraction to her was reinforced. She was an incredibly lovely lady.

“I've read a few of your books since I moved in, Keith,” she said, as she began to pour tea,” and I've discovered, as writers, we have something in common.”

“Really, what’s that?”

“We both write stories about vigilantes, but in yours, your hero blows out the brains of the offenders. In mine she just spanks them. Yours obviously sell far more than mine, which is why I have to supplement my income by spanking a few real bottoms. I wonder how you would supplement your income if your sales dropped to my level. I do hope you wouldn't start executing people?”

Keith was forced to smile, as she placed the tea down in front of him.

“You have to understand that I have a reputation to maintain,” he said, when he had taken a sip of tea, “It might damage me if it got out that I was renting a house to a dominatrix.”

“I'm not sure that it would,” she replied. “You might even find your sales enhanced. The Spanking House Tea Room always seems busy, and they sell a lot of ' Spanking House' mugs. I've bought some myself.”

“Even so, I'm not sure I could still hold my head up in the town if it got out.”

“But why should it get out? I'm not going to tell anyone, and the clients I see certainly won't.”

“What about the gas engineer?”

“Well, I agree that he might be a problem, but he might not. He might just decide that what he's seen here is none of his business, and no more will come of it.”

“He did actually say that it was none of his concern. He seemed amused.”

“Then can I suggest that we take him at his word. We can't turn back the clock, and he's seen what he's seen. If he shouts what he's seen from the roof tops, then perhaps you will need to be seen to evict me, and I'll understand. But if he keeps it to himself, then I suggest there isn't a problem.”

“Well, perhaps not.”

“It's entirely up to you, of course, Keith, but it would be a real shame if I had to relocate. This house is absolutely perfect. The basement is totally secure and soundproof. The front door is not overlooked by any other building, so the immediate neighbours don't see my very discreet clients come and go, and they number fewer than one a day. I'm very good at what I do, so I'm exceptionally expensive, but I love it and I have no intention of stopping. I'm very particular about who I take on as a client. I will only consider real gentlemen, city gents, people with their own reputations to protect. I might even start accepting landlords, especially good looking landlords, like you, Keith. For landlords, my services could be free.”

She was teasing him, and smiling. He found himself blushing.

“I'm afraid I still don't feel comfortable with this situation.”

“I understand completely, but I'll make one last appeal. This house suits me to perfection. Its location is exactly suited to my needs, especially as it is just a few yards from 'The Spanking House Tea Room' previously used by Miss Crisp for exactly the same purpose as I am using your house. You will never find a better tenant than me. Your rent, which I can assure you is a little excessive, will always be paid on time, and your house will be kept spotlessly clean and tidy. My clients expect nothing less. My appeal to you, Keith, is that you think about what I have said for a week. Then, if you remain unhappy to keep me as your tenant, I will make arrangements to vacate.”

“OK. I can agree to that. I will think about it, but I can't imagine that a week will make any difference as to how I feel.”

“That's all I ask,” she said, smiling.

“OK. I'll phone you in a week,” he said, rising to his feet.

She accompanied him to the front door.

“One last thing, Keith,” she said, as he was about to open the front door. “I meant what I said. If you wish to avail yourself of my services, there would be no charge. I'm very good at what I do. You never know, you might like it. On the other hand, you might love it. Have you ever indulged in a spanking fantasy?”

“No, never.” He felt his face blush red as her cool eyes seemed to be looking into his mind.

“I can be quite moderate with beginners,” she said, seductively, “but only if they behave very well indeed.”

She was smiling again, teasing him. His felt his face blushing a deeper red.

“I'll call you, Isabelle,” he said, as she opened the door for him.

As he walked back to his car, still red-faced, he realised that he was aroused.

CHAPTER SIX

Keith was back in the village pub that evening. He'd tried writing, but he couldn't concentrate. He shunned the company of the locals he knew, and again sat alone in the corner. Isabelle Carter had stirred something that must have been lurking inside him, and now he could think of nothing else. He had found her erotic and exciting from the first time he'd met her, but since he'd discovered that she liked to administer discipline, he'd become almost obsessed, and he was in danger of becoming embarrassingly aroused just at the mere thought of her taking control of him, and threatening to punish him.

Keith endured a week of mental turmoil. He still couldn't write. Before the revelation that Isabelle Carter was using his property as a spanking house, he had just started writing well again. But now he couldn't think of anything except Isabelle and the invitation she had extended to him.

Piled on top of this was the anxiety that the gas engineer might make public what he had seen. Perhaps he might tell all his friends at the local pub. Perhaps a local newspaper might sniff a story. After all, he was becoming well known enough as author to make him newsworthy if he was linked to a scandal. However, nothing happened. Nobody treated him any differently. As the deadline he had agreed to with Isabelle approached, and his fantasies about her continued to push all other thoughts from his head, he accepted that he must either try to forget all about her, and he could probably not achieve that if she remained his tenant, or he could allow her to stay. But if he allowed her to stay, he doubted he would ever get back to serious writing, while her invitation remained on offer to him. Should he dare accept? Would that be a foolish decision? The week was nearing an end. He had to make a decision.

The following day, still unable to work, he decided he might send her an email. He didn't think he would be able to speak the words he wanted to say. He would be too flustered. He didn't have an email address for her, but he could send her a text, asking for it. As he sat down to start the email, he kept reminding himself that he didn't have to send the email, but it would be good to get his thoughts in writing, even if just for him to read himself. He could unburden himself.

He couldn't write! He didn't know what to say. He was torn between emotions and common sense. One part of him, his rational side, told him that he should tell Isabelle to leave. It was outrageous that she was using his house as a spanking den. On the other hand, she was a really good tenant, he liked her, she paid the rent, was no trouble, and provided the gas engineer kept quiet, he guessed things would probably be fine. Then, of course, there were his emotions. Part of him thought it absolutely absurd that he, the landlord, would visit his tenant to be spanked. It was a ridiculous idea. It would turn their professional relationship on its head. His authority as her landlord would be destroyed. It was a stupid idea. However, submitting to Isabelle Carter had now become an obsession. He couldn't work. He couldn't function. He didn't know what to do. He sat staring at the blank screen of his laptop for the best part of an hour, then gave up the idea of an email.

The following day was the day he had to make a decision. He was a man of his word, and he had promised Isabelle that he would tell her whether she could stay in the house or not. He made up his mind after breakfast, then phoned her.

“Good morning, Isabelle, it's Keith.”

“Good morning, Keith,” she replied. He sensed anxiety in her voice.

“I've given it a lot of thought, and I've decided that, provided you remain discreet, and provided the gas engineer keeps quiet, then I'm happy for you to stay at Tanning House.”

There were several long seconds of silence. He sensed she'd been bracing herself for bad news.

“You can't imagine how happy you have made me, Keith. I won't let you down. I can't do anything about the gas engineer, but hopefully he's not going to cause a problem. I feel like celebrating. I have to tell you that the past week has been just awful, I haven't been able to work, and, of course, I've had to turn down any bookings for future weeks. I'm so relieved, and very grateful. Thank you, Keith.”

“I'm very pleased. I'm sorry to have put you through so much uncertainty. I should have decided earlier. I'm afraid I was thinking of myself.”

“That's absolutely fine. I understand. We are where we are.”

“Good, then I'll let you get on. Thank you for being patient, Isabelle.”

“There's just one other thing, Keith,” she said. He could hear in her voice that she was smiling. He sensed what was coming.

“What's that?”

“The invitation I made still stands. How do you feel about that?”

“Er, well, I have thought about that, and , er, well, I think that would be a bad idea. I mean, we have a professional relationship, and I think it should stay that way.”

“I've been thinking about it too, Keith, and I think it would be a very good idea, but never mind. You will let me know if you change your mind, won't you?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Anyway. Now I can get on with my life. I feel like celebrating. What are your plans for today?”

“I don't have any, as it happens. I should be writing, but the words aren't flowing, again.”

“Then why not take the day off, and help me celebrate. I know, I'll invite you to a cream tea at the Spanking House Tea Room”

“That would be very nice. I accept. Shall I call in an hour?”

“Perfect.”

As he made his way to meet Isabelle he sensed she was luring him into submitting to her. Perhaps he had been unwise to accept, but a part of him yearned to be lured into her trap. He felt compelled to go.  

Tea at the Spanking House Tea Room was a delight. Isabelle was excellent company and proved to have a mischievous sense of humour. He also felt proud to be seen in the company of such a beautiful and refined lady. As they talked about their past, then about writing, Keith knew he was being manipulated, and he was letting it happen. Isabelle gave the initial impression that she was chatting in a light-hearted, carefree manner, but Keith could see from her eyes that she was calculating.

After tea, they strolled back to Tanning House. It was only a short walk, and they had chatted freely until now, but nothing was said as they walked. There was a growing tension and an atmosphere of anticipation.

“I suppose I'd better be off,” he said, trying to sound casual, as they reached the front door of Tanning House.

“I'd like you to come in, Keith. In fact I insist.”

It wasn't an invitation, it was more of an instruction.

“Yes, of course.”

Once inside, she took off her coat, then took his from him, then hung them both on hangers

“I think one glass of wine each would be in order,” she said. “After all, I am celebrating. Red or white?”

“Er, red please.”

“Take a seat in the lounge. I'll fetch the drinks.”

Again, he was conscious that he was following instructions. He complied.

It was an odd feeling to be sitting in a room that was so familiar to him, in circumstances that were so bizarre. She appeared a few moments later with a bottle of red wine and two glasses.

“Bit early in the day,” she said, as she sat down next to him, “But this is a special day for me.”

She poured two glasses, then turned to look him square in the face.

“It might be a special day for you, too,” she added, with a mischievous smile spreading across her face.

Keith took a gulp of wine, unable to meet her eyes. She was taking control of him, and he felt powerless to stop it happening. He didn't want to stop it happening.

“Have you ever been spanked, Keith?” she asked, still studying his face.

“Er, no,” he replied, looking at the glass of wine in his hand, to avoid looking into her eyes.

“I guessed you hadn't. But you do find the prospect appealing. I know you do.”

“How do you know that?” he asked, feeling his face blush.

“I can usually pick up on things like that. I spend time people watching, and I like to think I can pick out those who would benefit from a spanking, or perhaps something more exciting. I'm usually right, and I thought you would benefit when I first met you, but now I'm sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?” he asked, nervously.

“Because as we were walking back from the Spanking House, and you were wondering if I would invite you in for a spanking, you became erect. You still are. It shows.”

Keith's face turned crimson.

“There's no need to be embarrassed about it,” she laughed, “I'm flattered that the prospect of being spanked by me excites you so much.”

“I'm not sure it's a good idea,” he offered, weakly, taking another gulp of wine.

“Well I think it's an excellent idea, and besides, I think you deserve a spanking for keeping me in needless suspense over my tenancy. So when you've finished your wine, I'd like you to go down to the basement. There's nothing to worry about, I'll be quite gentle with you, as it will be your first spanking.”

“I'm not sure about this,” he said, now scared, but very excited.

“Well I am quite sure about it,” she said, still smiling, as she continued to study him. “I'm quite sure you will benefit from it, and I can see that you want to. I want to, as well, Keith. I think you badly need your first spanking, and I think I am just the lady to administer it. Now, go to the basement, at once, and wait for me there.”

Keith couldn't believe this was happening to him. She had now taken complete control over him, and he felt unable to resist. Her self-confidence was intoxicating. He finished his wine, rose to his feet, then made his way to the basement. As he descended the unevenly spaced stairs, he felt his legs might fail him. As he reached the bottom step, he saw that a chair had been placed in the centre of the room. She had planned to spank him all along. He knew she had him at her mercy. There was no going back. He was about to be spanked. It was mad, he was a grown man, but although he was scared, he was amazingly excited. His pulse quickened as he heard the stairs creak.

He had his back to her as she arrived at the bottom of the stairs. She approached him from behind, then look his hand and led his to the chair, where she took a seat. Then, without warning, she began to unbuckle his trousers.

“Can't I keep my clothes on?” he protested, feeling panic rising up inside him.

“Of course not,” she replied, cheerfully. “Spankings should always be administered on the bare bottom. Always.”

“But it's so humiliating,” he whined, as she pulled down his trousers.

“I'm delighted you find it so,” she said, as he felt her fingers now slip under the elastic waist of his underpants. “It's supposed to be humiliating.”

His underpants were pulled down before he could protest further. His erection was now freed to be seen.

“My, my, you do need this so badly,” she said, as her eyes fell on his manhood.

Without further ado, as he put up only a token resistance, she pulled him over her lap. He felt his erection press hard against her glorious thighs, and felt his face redden further as he imagined the view she had of his bare bottom. Never had he known such humiliation, but never had he been so excited.

“What a lovely bottom you have, Keith,” she said, as she began stroking his virgin bare cheeks in the most sensuous way, “It's just crying out to be spanked, and I'm so pleased to be the person to do so.”

She was in no hurry to begin, instead she continued to stroke him in the most erotic way. He was becoming increasingly aroused, and she must have felt it.

“Spanking over the knee is such a sensual pleasure,” she said, as she continued to stroke. “Your spanking today will be quite mild, but hopefully we can progress as you begin to savour the delights. Perhaps we will progress to a more challenging spanking at a later date, perhaps the hairbrush. That has a really wicked sting, Keith. It will have you squirming. I adore having a man squirming and wriggling over my lap as I administer a nice, hard, spanking. It's so erotic.”

She continued to stroke his bottom in the most gentle and sensual way. He almost wished it would continue like this for ever.

“But the ultimate pleasure for me, Keith, is to administer a nice, hard caning. I do hope we will progress to that. The cane really does hurt, I mean really hurt, especially the way I do it. I cane with passion, and I cane hard. That's why the whipping bench will be needed. Otherwise there is no way you could take it. I will need you totally helpless and at my mercy for a caning.”

He sensed from her voice, and the way her hips were gyrating under his weight, that she was becoming aroused herself.

SLAP, SLAP.

Keith's first spanking had begun. She slapped each cheek, and it stung, but she immediately began rubbing his cheeks, and the sting faded to a warm glow. It was very, very sensual.

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP, SLAP.

This time she slapped each cheek twice, and a bit harder. The sting was intense enough to have him gasping, but the gentle rubbing afterwards was glorious.

SLAP, SLAP, SLAP, SLAP...

Now the spanking started in earnest. It didn't stop at four slaps, and the sting swiftly became intense. Keith began gasping, and he began to wriggle. As he did so, he was sure he heard Isabelle giggle.

“Please, no, stop!” he pleaded. She continued.

He brought his right hand up behind him in an attempt to shield his burning bottom, but she was ready for it. She grasped his wrist with her left hand, then pressed it into the small of his back. Her right hand continued to spank.

Just when he thought he could take no more, the spanking stopped. She released her grip on his wrist, then began to gently rub his burning bottom. The intense sting gradually faded to a hot glow.

“Your first spanking is over, Keith,” she purred. “Just hard enough to have you wriggling deliciously. Perhaps we'll try the hairbrush next time.”

“I don't think I could take any more than that,” he replied breathlessly.

“Of course you can,” she assured him, as her hand continued to soothe his burning bottom.

She allowed him to slip off her lap onto his knees. She raised an eyebrow as her eyes fell on his huge erection.

“You seem to have enjoyed your spanking, Keith. As I said, it is a very sensual activity.”

She rose to her feet, then made for the stairs.

“Join me in the lounge,” she said, “I think we should celebrate your first spanking by finishing that bottle of wine.”

Keith was left in a state of intense arousal, and felt ready to explode. He joined her in the lounge feeling both euphoric and frustrated.

* * *

“If there are to be further spankings, Keith,” she said, as she poured him a glass of wine, “then there must be ground rules. You must learn to be two different people. You are my landlord, on the one hand, and I will respect you as that, and you may address me as 'Isabelle'. However, when you are here to be spanked, you will address me as 'Miss Carter'. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss Carter,” he replied, obediently.

“You can address me as Isabelle,” she laughed. “I'm not planning to spank you again today, unless you want me to, of course.”

Keith had to think about it. If another spanking would allow him to relieve his state of arousal, then he was so desperate, he was almost tempted to ask for another spanking. Isabelle seemed to find his dilemma amusing.

“As I mentioned, Keith,” she said, after she had taken a sip of wine, “my real passion is administering the cane. The prospect of caning you, I have to confess, excites me. Perhaps we might progress towards that, but that will be up to you. You can reflect on that over the coming days. If we are to progress, then you will have to ask me. You will have to ask me to take you to the next level. I will use a hairbrush on you. Very stingy. You will wriggle deliciously.”

“I can't imagine anything stinging more than what I've just had.”

“If you report to me for a spanking again, you won’t need imagine it. I can promise you that you will find the sting eye-watering. First, the hairbrush is heavier, so makes more of an impression, and secondly, because I have no fear of stinging my hand, so I don't need to hold back. I can put real passion into the spanking. I'll have you squealing, I guarantee it.”

She smiled as she observed his reaction to her words. She could read him. He was excited, terrified, aroused and confused.

“But the real test will be the cane,” she continued. “That's when your submission will start to really excite me. That's if you want to, of course.”

“I do, of course, but the cane really scares me.”

“And so it should,” she replied, smiling, enjoying his dilemma.

“I don't think I could take the pain.”

“I'm quite sure you won't be able to. That's why you will need to be securely strapped down over my whipping bench. You won't have any choice in the matter. You will be at my mercy, totally. I will be able to watch your bottom writhing and twisting, listen to your squealing and pleading, watch you fight desperately with your restraints. But you will be helpless, Keith. Nothing you can do will stop the cane biting into your thrust up bare bottom. I will be able to cane you as hard as I like for as long as I like, and there will be nothing you can do to stop me. That's what excites me, Keith, immensely. That's what stirs insatiable desires in me, and I can't think of anyone I'd rather indulge them in than with you.”

Keith was speechless. Her words, spoken with such passion, would haunt him, excite him and terrify him in the days to come. She had left him in no doubt that she wanted to cane him, and that the way to her bed was to submit. He gulped down the remainder of his wine, then suggested he should leave.

“You are welcome to call in, by appointment, at any time, Keith,” she said, smiling seductively, as he was about to leave. “If you address me as Isabelle, I will know my landlord is calling in. However, if you address me as Miss Carter, I will take that as confirmation that you want to continue the journey we have started today. You can leave the rest to me. I'm quite sure it's a journey you need to complete, Keith, and I will leave you to imagine and anticipate the reward.”

She gave him a gentle kiss on the cheek. Her touch was delicate, and in complete contrast to what she was planning for him.

Keith had to relieve himself of his erection as soon as he reached home. As he did so, he imagined he was strapped down over Isabelle's whipping bench, being caned by her, harder and harder, and harder. His orgasm was amazing.

The following day he discovered, to his relief, that his writer's block had completely disappeared, and Vincent Cobb went in pursuit of Ali with a cunning plan to make sure Ali paid dearly for his crime.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Keith's new found inspiration to write lasted three days, then his thoughts turned increasingly to the next spanking Miss Carter had planned for him, and Cobb's pursuit of Ali withered. He went for walks to try breaking out of his word jam, but all he could think of was Miss Carter and the journey she had planned for him. It was a journey that terrified him, but excited him beyond description. All he had to do was make one simple phone call, but he knew that, once he had made it, she would take control and there would be no going back.

How painful would the hairbrush be? The spanking he had already experienced, with just her hand, had been a shock. The sting had been very intense, almost unbearable, but she had warned him that the hairbrush would sting far more. He didn't think he could stand anything more painful than her hand. Then his thoughts turned to the delicious feeling of being over her lap, pressed against her adorable thighs. Her gentle touch, as she stroked him. The erotic experience of her hips gyrating as she spanked him, and most of all, the knowledge that submitting to Miss Carter excited her, and was the beginning of a journey that he believed would lead to her bed.

It was now a week since she had spanked him. He hadn't written a word for four days. His infatuation with Miss Carter seemed to be escalating as the days passed. He longed to see her, to hear her voice, but most of all, he craved to be under her control. He knew he had to take the first step, but he was too frightened. On more than one occasion, he picked up his phone to make the call, then put it down again. He imagined she was waiting for his call, perhaps she would tire of him if his indecision continued.

His life had come to a complete halt. He couldn't write and couldn't find the drive to do anything constructive. He was painfully frustrated and becoming depressed. The thought of staying in depressed him, and the thought of sitting alone, in the corner of his local pub, depressed him even more. Another week of indecision, frustration and inaction passed.

The following morning, two weeks since she had last spanked him, he knew what he had to do. His life was on hold, being wasted. He couldn't function. He either had to forget her, or make the call. The decision was easy. He knew he couldn't forget her, so he had to make the call. As he picked up the phone, then tapped in her number, his hands were shaking. After a few seconds her silky smooth voice sounded in his ear:

“Good morning, Keith.”

“Good morning, er, Miss Carter. I was wondering if we might, er, I was wondering if I might call in to see you sometime, er, only if it's convenient, of course.”

“Now is convenient, Keith. Be here at ten.”

“Yes, of course.”

“Don't be late.”

click

This was it! He'd made the call! In less than an hour she would spank him. He was terrified and excited. He felt alive again. He also felt huge relief. He just had time to take a shower. He wanted to be fresh and clean for the lady he adored.

Less than an hour later, his hand was visibly shaking, as he rang the door bell of Tanning House. Panic rose up inside him, as he heard the door being unlocked. He was tempted to run away. He knew that as soon as he looked into her eyes, she would have him under her control. The door opened. It was too late. She had him.

She always looked stunning, but today even more so. She was wearing just a little more make-up, and she was wearing an uncharacteristically short, tight, grey dress, that clung to her superb figure delightfully. She had made a special effort for him. She wanted to be as beautiful and provocative as she could to spank him.

“I was expecting you to phone me sooner,” she said, as she admitted him.

“I wanted to, Miss Carter, but I was too frightened,” he replied, nervously.

She simply smiled. She seemed delighted that he was frightened. She looked him up and down, as they stood in the hall, before turning her back on him.

“Come with me,” she ordered, as she walked towards the lounge.

He obediently fell in step behind her. She turned to face him, as she entered the lounge. With a hand on her hip, she again looked him up and down.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered. “All of them.”

He stood, rooted to the spot. This was all happening too quickly.

“I intend to spank you soundly,” she said, after a few seconds of non-action, “But I'll be delighted to change that to very soundly, if you don't obey me at once.”

She smiled again, as he began to undress. Her eyes never left him, as he self-consciously removed his clothes. Within thirty seconds, he stood before her, naked, face flushed red with humiliation. His hands were clasped in front of his private parts. It seemed to amuse her. His clothes were in an untidy pile on the floor.

“Pick your clothes up, fold them neatly, then put them on the table,” she instructed.

Self conscious of his nakedness and, in particular, his state of arousal, he complied. Her eyes remained on him. When he had done as she instructed, he once again, stood, with his hands clasped in front of him.

“Hands by your side,” she instructed. There was no hiding his arousal now.

She spent some time looking at his body, then slowly circled him, as if studying a recent acquisition. She came to a halt again in front of him.

“Go and wait for me in the basement.”

Keith didn't recognise himself as he complied. He'd never considered himself subservient, yet he felt compelled to obey her every instruction, no matter how outrageous. As he reached the basement, he saw that the chair she had used to spank him was sited beside an easy chair, to the side of the room. Once again he felt panic rising up inside him when he saw that there was a dark, oval hairbrush on the chair. This was the hairbrush she would spank him with. Hesitantly, he picked it up, then shuddered as he registered the weight. It was made from a very heavy, dark, hardwood, almost black, and was beautifully rounded and polished. He dreaded the sting it would impart on his bare flesh. Why was he allowing this to happened to him?

He quickly put the hairbrush back on the chair as he heard the stairs creak behind him.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

He obeyed at once. He felt her presence immediately behind him. He felt her take hold of his left wrist, then he heard the chink of metal. Before he realised what was happening, she had handcuffed his arms behind his back.

“I thought it would be nice to introduce you to the experience of being restrained,” she said, softly into his ear. He could feel her warm breath, “It serves to reinforce my control over you, and renders you helpless. Now I can do whatever I want with you, and there is nothing you can do to stop me. That excites me.”

She left him for a moment, then opened a drawer in the desk. She withdrew a short leather strap, fitted with a buckle, and with a number of chromed metal rings fitted along its length, and also a short length of rope. To his increasing dismay, she buckled the leather strap around his neck, to form a collar, then tied the rope to one of the metal rings at the rear of the collar. She pulled his handcuffed wrists up into the small of his back, then secured them to the other end of the rope.

“We can't have you reaching back to shield your bottom while I spank you, can we?” she said, with a smile.

She picked up the hairbrush, sat down on the chair, parted her legs, firmly guided him to stand between her thighs, then pulled him down to fall over her left thigh, so his upper torso and head toppled to fall onto the easy chair beside them. He felt his erection press hard against the inside of her naked thigh.

“Now you know why I'm wearing such a short dress,” she said, as she scissored his legs firmly between her thighs.

“Flawless,” she said, as she began to stroke his naked bottom. “Not the slightest mark from your spanking. I do love a blank canvass to decorate.”

It was very erotic, and she stroked and caressed his bottom gently, and sensually. But the hairbrush was in her left hand, and he knew that as soon as she transferred it to her right, the spanking would begin. He was dreading it.

“I should savour this moment,” she said, dreamily, as her fingers traced his bottom cleft. “If our journey continues, as I hope it will, this may be the last time I will have to admire your delightful bottom without cane marks.”

Keith braced himself as her right hand left his bottom, and the grip of her thighs increased.

CRACK! CRACK!

Keith gasped with shock and disbelief, as she brought the hairbrush down firmly on first his right bottom cheek, then his left. The sting was eye-watering.

“I'm not going to be able to take this,” he gasped, in panic.

“You don't have any choice in the matter,” she said, as her hand began to gently rub his burning cheeks. The grip of her thighs relaxed.

He didn't have any choice. He knew it. He felt panic rising up again. Why had he allowed her to render him so helpless?

The grip of her thighs tightened. He braced himself for more pain.

CRACK! CRACK!

CRACK! CRACK!

He shrieked in agony as the hairbrush made harsh contact with his bottom cheeks. Two hard strokes to his right cheek, followed by two to his left, produced an intensity of sting that defied belief.

“I can't take any more!” he pleaded. “Please, no more! Please, I beg you!”

Her thighs tightened on his like a vice. He left hand pressed hard down on his back. He sensed what was coming, and was sobbing in dread as she raised the hairbrush high.

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

In total despair, Keith realised at once that the previous strokes had been warm-up strokes. This was altogether different. She was spanking him hard, and mercilessly. Sting overlaid sting, building to an intensity he couldn't comprehend. What had previously seemed unbearable, now seemed bearable. This was unbearable! He twisted, and writhed, but she kept her thighs locked on his, and the ferocity of the spanking seemed to escalate. He was gasping, squealing and sobbing, as the hairbrush cracked down hard on alternating bottom cheeks.

The spanking lasted about thirty seconds, but to Keith it seemed an eternity of unbearable agony. By the time she stopped, his bottom felt like it was on fire. Through his tear filled eyes, he saw her place the wicked implement down on the chair next to his head.

“I did warn you that it would sting,” she said, as her hand began to stroke his burning flesh.

“That was agony,” he sobbed.

He lay over her lap, hyperventilating, as her fingers began to explore. The fierce sting began to fade to a hot throb. It was very erotic. He fingers began to trace along the crease between his upper thighs and bottom cheeks.

“This is a very sensitive spot,” she purred, as she continued to trace the crease. “I was very tempted to set it ablaze with the hairbrush, but I resisted the temptation, Keith. I'm saving that for the cane. I want you to experience the exquisite sensation of my cane biting deep into this crease. I can promise it will be unforgettable.”

The passion in her voice, together with her gentle touch, and the hot throbbing of his bottom, was causing him to become increasingly aroused. She allowed him to slide off her lap, onto his knees.

She rose to her feet to face him. His face was just inches from her crotch.

CHAPTER EIGHT

“Do you find me desirable, Keith,” she asked.

“Painfully desirable, Miss Carter.”

“I need to feel desirable, Keith.” She edged closer to him, so his nose was just touching the thin fabric of her dress, He could feel the warmth of her flesh beneath.

“I need to feel precious, Keith,” she continued, quietly and seductively,“My body is a precious jewel, locked away, priceless. But you have the key, Keith. The key is your pain and suffering. I need to feel that you find me so desirable, that you will suffer any amount of pain to taste my delights. That excites me, and makes me hot, and hungry for you.”

“I will. I will.”

“You must feel the kiss of my cane, Keith. You must ask me to cane you. You must beg me to cane you.”

“Please cane me, Miss Carter. I beg you, please cane me.”

“I shall cane you now. Stand up.”

Lust overcame his fear, as she unlocked the door to the cell, then led him to the whipping bench. She had to support his weight to prevent him falling, as she helped him lower his torso over the sinister wooden structure. She secured his legs to the whipping bench with leather straps with a sense of urgency. She wanted him helpless before any rational thoughts intruded on his lust. A final heavy strap, buckled over his back, rendered him totally helpless and at her mercy, with his bare bottom perfectly presented for the cane.

There was now no urgency. She had him, and she was now happy for his fear to return. She moved a spotlight on a tripod into the cell, then switched it on to illuminate his presented bottom. She wanted to watch the weals spring up as she caned him.

Keith's eyes fell on the array of canes, whips and leather straps hanging from the wooden frame, as fear welled up inside him. She selected a long, whippy cane from the array, then turned to face him. She wasn't smiling now, she looked deadly serious.

“I've changed my mind!” he sobbed, as she approached him, flexing the cane.

“You're not in a position to change your mind, Keith,” she said, “I haven't changed my mind. You are helpless, at my mercy, and you are to be caned. Nobody can hear you down here, except me, so I suggest you prepare yourself.”

“I've made a mistake, Miss Carter. Please let me go. I don't want to be caned. I'm terrified,” he pleaded.

“You need to be caned, Keith. I know you do, and I'm going to make sure you are, so I suggest you resign yourself to it. You're right to be terrified, though, because the cane is so deliciously, excruciatingly painful.”

He was shaking with fear, and he winced as she swished the cane through the air.

“Would you like to see me naked, Keith?”

“Yes, Miss. You know I would.”

“Well this will be your chance, but you will need to earn your wish. But first, why don't we start the game with a question. See if you can guess how many items of clothing I'm wearing?” She performed a swirl for him.

“Er, four, Miss.”

“Wrong answer, Keith. I'm wearing only three, so you will only need to ask for three canings to see me naked. But, of course, there is a price to pay for your wrong answer, and that will be your first ever stroke of the cane. A magic moment.”

She took her position to his left. He was sobbing with dread, as he felt the cane measured across his upturned, helpless, bare bottom. It was still throbbing from the spanking.

“Please, Miss, I don't want to do this,” he sobbed.

“I suggest you accept that you are to be caned, Keith,” she said, as she began to gently tap the cane across the centre of his bottom, “If you continue to complain, you risk making me cross. Do you think it would be unwise to make me cross when you are so vulnerable and helpless?”

“Answer me,” she insisted, when he didn't reply quickly enough.

“Yes, Miss,” he whimpered.

“Very well, then let's begin. Prepare yourself for your first stroke of the cane.”

Keith began to hyperventilate as his panic escalated. He was seconds away from feeling the sting of the cane, and there was nothing he could do to prevent it.

SWISH – CRACK!

For the briefest moment, he felt almost nothing. For the briefest moment, he felt relief. Then a searing line of white hot fire blazed across his bottom. He hissed in a lungful of air through clenched teeth, as, to his shock and dismay, the agony seemed to increase, then blossom under his skin. The pain was off the scale. He had never realised that such agony existed.

“No, please! I can't take this! Please let me go!” he sobbed.

“What a magical moment,” she said, seemingly delighted by his reaction. “Your first taste of the cane, and it's so much more painful than you expected, isn't it?”

“Yes, Miss. I can't take any more. Please don't cane me again,” he whimpered.

“Your whining is becoming a little tedious, Keith. I have heavier canes, that will bite in much deeper, and hurt far more. If I hear one more complaint from you I will administer a dozen strokes with one of those. Is that what you want?”

“Oh no, Miss.”

“Then I suggest we continue with our game, minus the whining. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. Now the first item of clothing I will remove for you will be my dress. How many strokes do you think you should receive to earn the privilege of seeing me in just my bra and knickers?”

“I don't know, Miss,” he whimpered.

“I expect an answer, Keith,” she said, as he felt the cane tapping gently across his bottom again.

“Er, two, Miss,” he sobbed, in dread.

“Wrong answer,” she said, raising the cane.

SWISH – CRACK!

He howled in agony as another line of fire seared across his bottom.

“The number I had in mind was four,” she said, when he had regained his composure. “Does that seem reasonable to you?”

“I'm not sure, Miss. I don't think I can take four,” he sobbed.

“Oh, but you can. But if you want to disagree with me I will be very happy to make it eight.”

“No! No! Four is very reasonable, Miss,” he replied with panic in his voice.

“Four it is, then,” she said, cheerfully, as she measured the cane across his throbbing, burning bottom.

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

The cell filled with the sound of whistling rattan, punctuated by the sharp crack of cane biting into bare flesh and hysterical shrieking, as Isabelle administered four blisteringly hard strokes.  Keith was totally unable to cope with, or even comprehend the level of agony. As he shrieked and gasped, his body twisted and writhed within the confines of his restraints. His bare feet grasped pointlessly at air, and his head shook from side to side like a mad dog.

Isabelle stood over him, cane still in her hand, watching the weals mature across his bare bottom. The caning had only just begun, and she was in her element. She waited until he had managed to compose himself, before putting down the cane, then moving into his line of sight to perform the first stage of her striptease for him.

Through tear filled eyes, he saw her unzip, the step out of her dress, to reveal the most perfect and delicious, female body he had ever set eyes on. Her gentle curves were superb, her flesh flawless. She was wearing just a skimpy white bra and knickers. She was a complete contradiction – How could such a beautiful, feminine, flower be so sadistic and cruel?

“How many strokes will you take to see me take off my bra, Keith?” she purred.

“I can't take any more, Miss,” he sobbed.

She said nothing, but picked up the cane.

“Four, Miss!”

“Yes, that's the figure I had in mind,” she said, as she took her position to his side, “But I did warn you that I didn't want to hear any more negative comments from you, so I'm going to increase that to six. You must learn to obey me.”

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

SWISH – CRACK!

Once again the cell filled with the sounds of swishing rattan biting deep into burning flesh, and desperate squealing and sobbing, as fresh weals began to join and occasionally overlap existing weals.

She stepped in front of him, put down the cane, then waiting until he had recovered enough to focus his red, wet eyes on her body. She whisked away the bra to reveal perfect firm, rounded breasts. He felt his lust fighting his dread of the agony he knew was still to come. His view was blurred through his tears, but he could see that her face was flushed, and she was a little breathless. He instinctively knew that she was aroused.

“My knickers must be worth more than my bra, Keith,” she said, quietly, as she gently wiped a tear from his cheek with a finger. “How many strokes?”

“Six, Miss.”

“Good boy,” she purred. “But I don't want to take my knickers off. I want you to do it, with your teeth. Would you like that, Keith?”

“Oh, yes, Miss.”

“In that case I will insist that you do, but that must be worth another six strokes. Do you agree?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Very well,” she said, as she picked up the cane. “Prepare yourself for a final twelve strokes, Keith.”

He braced himself, and began to hyperventilate, as she took her position to his left, then measured the cane across his burning bottom cheeks.

“I have a rule, “ she said, as she began to tap the cane across his bottom, and adjust her footing. “The final strokes of a caning administered by me are always the hardest, Keith, and the most spiteful. You will receive six of my finest across the centre of your bottom, but the final six will be the sensitive area I have saved for last.” She lowered the cane, then gently 'sawed' it across the crease where his upper thighs met with his bottom cheeks.

An involuntary sob from Keith brought a smile to the face of Isabelle, as she raised the cane. The smile disappeared as she put as much venom as she could into stroke one of twelve.

SWISH – CRACK!....

The caning was a blur of unbearable agony. Keith's world turned red. He lost count of the strokes, but he certainly picked up the count when the cane began to bite into his sensitive crease. Agony overlaid agony, as she spitefully aimed at the same spot, and endeavoured to put more venom into each stroke.

“Pull them down. Now! With your teeth!”

He was on his knees, in front of her. She had released him from the whipping bench almost in a frenzy after she had delivered the final eye-watering stroke, then tossed the cane aside. She had pulled him from the wooden structure while his bottom was still blazing from the cut of the cane. His tear filled eyes were just inches from her skimpy white knickers. His hands were still secured up behind his back. He found the knicker elastic with his teeth, then began to pull down. She gyrated her hips to assist. The first trimmed curls of pubic hair tickled his nose, as he caught the first musky aroma of her arousal. He knew she was wet. His own arousal became so intense that it hurt.

She turned her back to him, then pressed her firm, rounded bottom cheeks into his face, willing him to bare them. His teeth found the knicker elastic again, and he pulled down to reveal her flawless bare bottom. It was perfection. Her knickers fluttered to the ground. She turned to face him again, stepping out of them, then parted her thighs.

“Lick,” she demanded.

His tongue found her wetness. She was gyrating her hips, and her juices were flowing like a river, as his tongue began to probe.

“Deeper!” she ordered.

As he pushed his tongue deeper, and noisily drank from her, she reached down behind him and released his wrists from the cuffs. He was able to reach around to grasp her firm, gyrating buttocks , giving him purchase to push his tongue ever deeper into her.

“On your back,” she demanded, breathlessly, a minute later, as she pulled away from him.

He complied at once. He was oblivious to the hard, cold, flagstone floor of the cell, as she lowered herself to straddle him. His face and nose were engulfed in her wet, grinding passion, as she greedily took his erection into her mouth.

* * *

They lay side by side, both sexually exhausted and content. They had just made love for the second time, this time in her bed, and after a shower. His bottom was still throbbing, but the intensity of the burn had faded to become almost pleasant.

“That was incredible,” he said, smiling at the ceiling. “I didn't realise the journey you talked about would end in such amazing sex.”

“You talk as if the journey is over,” she replied, sleepily. “Your journey has only just begun.”

EPILOGUE

Over the following few days, Keith's output was exceptional. He completed, what his fans later agreed to be, his best book to date:

Cobb researched Ali, to confirm that he was, and always had been, what Cobb regarded 'a waste of space'. Cobb, together with Alex Caldwell, decided that for once in his existence on this earth, Ali should serve some use. Ali joined his partner, Winstanly, on the supermarket shelves, this time as one of the ingredients of 'Kitty Mix Purrr..fect Treats'. Ali was listed on the rear of each box as 4% - other meats, responsibly sourced'.  

However, Keith's writers block soon returned, and he was unable to even make a start on his next book. He was still a bit sore from his first caning, and the cane marks were still quite vivid. He knew what he had to do. His hand was trembling as he reached for the phone.

“Good morning, Miss Carter. I appear to have writer's block again.”

“Well we both know how to cure that, don't we? Report to me in one hour.”

click

THE END

If you have enjoyed this story, you can find out more about the author and read her blog at www.anniebeebooks.com
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