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Chapter 1
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Not all women who bare their buttocks to the cane do so reluctantly. Some are only too keen to hike up their skirts and drop their drawers, relishing the pain and humiliation a beating brings. Such creatures provoke lively debate within the spanking community, where opinion remains sharply divided over their merits. Some practitioners of the noble art want nothing to do with them, arguing that 'willing victim' is a contradiction in terms, whereas they're much sought after and highly prized by others, who point out that a woman who is more than happy to bend provides endless opportunities for fun and games. My grandfather, a spanker his whole life long, stood firmly with those who fail to see the attraction.

'Seems out of kilter to me, Jamie,' he said, as we swayed and bumped along in the coach. 'I want to see tears when I'm thrashing bums, not grins of delight.'

I had to smile, though I was firmly in the opposite camp. Over the years I've spanked a number of 'Willing Winnies' - a disparaging term coined by their detractors - and never once been disappointed. Then again, warming a woman's behind is a pursuit I thoroughly relish, be she averse, eager, or anywhere in-between.

'It's a conundrum, certainly,' I said. 'How do you punish someone who enjoys being beaten? By refraining from beating her, possibly?'

We knew each other's views on this only too well, having debated the subject on numerous occasions. This was no more than idle chatter to help pass the time and take our minds off the discomforts of the journey. It was the first of August, Lammas Day, and we were headed to Surrey to visit Colonel Moore, an old family friend. When my grandfather announced his intention to make the trip I was dismayed, for he had grown exceedingly frail of late and long coach journeys can be arduous at the best of times. I had protested the decision, but my grandfather remained adamant.

'One last expedition,' he had said, 'after which you may put me out to pasture. It's time for you to take up the reins, my boy. You've already proved yourself well up to the task.'

He was referring to the management of domestic affairs at Grenby Manor, our Sussex home, a role he had delegated to me some eleven months previously. Mr Critchley, our estate manager, oversaw the extensive grounds, along with Home Farm and several other properties, but the house itself was my responsibility. Staff recruitment, wages, discipline and so forth all fell under my purview, a duty I welcomed. Relieving my grandfather of the burden was the least I could do for someone who had raised me from infancy and whom I loved dearly.

'In any case,' he added, 'I thought you would be eager to see Isabel again.'

Isabel Moore was the colonel's granddaughter. She was just a girl when last we met, albeit a girl on the cusp of womanhood. The age difference between us was too great for kisses - I was twenty-two at the time - but I had thoroughly enjoyed her company. And my grandfather was entirely correct in this: I was looking forward with interest to seeing what sort of person she had become.

The journey was no less taxing than expected and I was relieved when, around 8 o'clock that evening, we reached our destination. A maid took our hats and cloaks and showed us to the lounge, where Colonel Moore waited to greet us. Of Isabel there was no sign.

'Gerald,' the colonel said warmly, 'welcome, my old friend. I was pleased to receive your letter after so long a silence.'

'Seven years,' my grandfather said as the pair shook hands. 'How time flies! I'm happy to find you in good health, Arthur.'

This was no more than politeness on my grandfather's part, for I was dismayed at the change in the colonel's appearance. I recalled a spritely gentleman who enjoyed all manner of outdoor pursuits, but looking at him now one could easily imagine he never left the house; indeed, he appeared the more frail of the two. His manners remained impeccable, however, as he offered refreshments and asked how we had found the journey.

'Tedious,' my grandfather replied. 'James here strove manfully to entertain me, though I fear he found it a Herculean task.'

As Colonel Moore and I shook hands a young woman entered the room. One glance at that lovely face was enough to confirm her identity, though Isabel had changed in other ways. Her lustrous chestnut hair, presently caught up in a coil, was a shade lighter than I remembered, perhaps from exposure to the sun since she had always loved the outdoors. She had filled out too, though she was by no means plump. Her waist was slender, the curve of her hips wonderfully sensual, whilst her generous bosom drew my eye and tempted my hands in equal measure. Her deportment had changed most of all, however, for the coltish awkwardness was entirely gone, replaced by self-assurance and feminine grace.

'Good evening, sir,' she said, curtseying to my grandfather. 'You cannot imagine the pleasure I feel in welcoming you once again to our home.'

'Isabel, my dear,' he said, beaming, 'you look perfectly enchanting. Would it be presumptuous of an old man to ask for a kiss?'

'Not in the least,' she said with a smile, coming forward to plant a kiss on his whiskery cheek.

'Do I get one too?' I asked, ever hopeful.

The smile vanished instantly. 'I'm astonished you dare ask, sir, after your failed promise to me.'

'Failed promise?' I said in surprise. 'What failed promise?'

'Why, that you would attend my twenty-first birthday party, of course. Don't try to deny it, for I have it in black and white. Shall I quote my diary entry for the third of July 1869? Mr James Montague and I spent some time in pleasant conversation in the orangery where he promised faithfully to help me celebrate my coming of age. I shall not get my hopes up, however, for it is a good way off, and he seems to me a somewhat shallow, unreliable gentleman.'

Though that final part was almost certainly an invention - at least I hoped it was - it's possible I did indeed make such a promise. We had flirted for the whole of my stay, Isabel and I, and young men say all manner of foolish things when they're flirting. Not that her present scolding was in any way serious, for laughter bubbled just beneath the surface. I was pleased to see she hadn't lost her mischievous streak, a trait we shared.

'I can only apologise profusely, Miss Moore,' I said gravely, joining in the charade, 'for it was never my intention to cause you distress. If I'd known, I would have penned a letter of congratulation—'

'Letters, pish!' she interjected, tossing her lovely head. 'Where's my present? That's what I want to know.'

––––––––
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THE FOUR OF US PARTOOK of a light supper, after which both old gentlemen elected for an early night. The minute Isabel and I were alone all jollity ceased and her face took on a pensive, worried look. Given the similarities in our circumstances I thought I could guess what was troubling her.

Like me, Isabel was an orphan, having lost both parents to typhoid when just a girl. She too was raised by her grandfather, and she too was having to watch helplessly while that beloved gentleman slowly succumbed to the ravages of time. Since it often helps to talk about one's problems I decided to broach the subject, but rather than ask directly I took a more oblique course.

'I'm pleased my grandfather chose to retire early,' I said. 'The coach journey fatigued him more than he cares to admit. I find myself worrying about his health constantly these days.'

'I know exactly what you mean,' she said with a sigh, 'for I worry too. I'm more anxious still about my grandfather's mental state, I must confess. He's irritable and unjust at times, berating the staff over entirely inconsequential matters - staff who've served him faithfully for years. They endure it, as do I, out of love and respect, but even the saintliest person has their limits. Just last week our housekeeper Mrs Wilton argued with my grandfather out in the hallway, in full view of junior staff. Such a thing would have been unthinkable twelve months ago. I just don't know what to do, James.'

'There's no easy answer, I'm afraid,' I said. 'Old age and infirmity come to all of us in the end, for that's nature's way. We understand this, of course, yet still we grieve to see our loved ones in slow decline. All we can do is make their lives as comfortable and trouble-free as possible, maintaining a brave face at all times for their sake.'

I wasn't telling her anything she didn't already know: certainly, she'd given every indication of being happy and carefree over supper. But although I had no constructive advice to offer I could at least listen, which is precisely what I did for the next twenty minutes or so as Isabel poured out her troubles to me - thoughts and feelings she'd kept bottled up far too long, I suspect.

Finally, she took a deep breath and shook her head briskly. 'But all this moping simply won't do. It's a poor hostess indeed who burdens her guests with her misfortunes and I apologise for my behaviour. It's most disloyal of me to speak of my guardian in such a manner. You should be chiding me, James, rather than offering words of comfort.'

I was briefly tempted to agree with her and suggest she be spanked immediately for her sins, but the subject matter was too serious for levity. The talk shifted instead to less gloomy topics before we also retired for the night - Isabel to her room and I, sad to say, to mine.

The following morning the atmosphere was a good deal lighter. The two old gentlemen looked much refreshed by their extended sleep, while Isabel seemed happier. Neither was it merely an act for her grandfather's sake, of that I was sure. Any credit that was due was entirely her own, of course, for I'd done little but provide a sympathetic ear.

After a leisurely breakfast we moved to the lounge, where the talk turned inevitably to spanking. Colonel Moore advised us he hadn't thrashed anyone in years, since Mrs Wilton was now responsible for discipline within the household and dealt with the staff as she saw fit. The housekeeper - a dark-haired, matronly woman of middle years - stood at the back of the room, and her presence started me thinking. Remembering what Isabel had said about the argument in the hallway, I decided to stir the pot; roguish of me, certainly, but I find such impulses impossible to resist.

'May I enquire, sir,' I asked innocently, 'what happens if Mrs Wilton herself is the guilty party?'

That drew a surprised look from our host and a chuckle from my grandfather. Isabel shot me a reproving glance, for she'd spoken to me in confidence and perhaps thought I meant to divulge my source - not that I had any such intention, of course. The most significant reaction of all was the housekeeper's, however, for a mortified expression flashed across her face and a flush of embarrassment rose to her cheeks. In a spanker's household, any woman who knows she has done wrong becomes an immediate target, and I promised myself I would see Mrs Wilton bend before our visit was through.

The colonel was nodding thoughtfully. 'I must confess,' he murmured, 'I've never even considered that possibility.'

'Jamie,' my grandfather said, 'why don't you ask Isabel to show you the grounds? Young folk should be out and about enjoying the fresh air, not stuck indoors with the halt and the lame.'

It was clear my grandfather wished to converse with his old friend in private, so we left them to it. Eschewing hats and cloaks, for the morning sun was warm and the breeze very gentle, we strolled through the gardens at an easy pace, chatting of this and that. With a beautiful, curvaceous young woman at my side it was entirely predictable that my thoughts should turn in a particular direction.

I had wanted to spank Isabel for as long as I could remember. She was too young back in '69, but time had solved that problem for me. My aim now was to have her face down over my knee as quickly as possible, but how to bring it about posed something of a problem. Servants can simply be ordered to bend, whereas ladies of breeding must be cajoled; a far greater challenge. I've had a good deal of practice in this arena, happily, and no little success. Although I learned my craft on our household maids, I quickly expanded my pool of victims once I realised daughters and nieces of family friends were fair game, not to mention their wives.

Before making any such attempt one needs to ascertain whether the young lady in question is amenable to being spanked. That is not to say she must be eager, or even willing, but her nature must be such that she is capable of being swayed. Through a misguided belief that it is somehow 'wicked', many an unfortunate creature will never experience the titillating thrill of shame as she lowers her drawers, or feel the exquisite tingle of a freshly smacked bottom. I could only hope and pray Isabel would not be so foolish.

The normal approach is to ask an astute question or two to get the lie of the land, hopefully without tipping one's hand in the process. Such tactics were almost certainly doomed to failure here, unfortunately, for Isabel was an intelligent, perceptive young woman who knew full well what I was. I'd confessed it openly - and rather unwisely, I now realised - whilst flirting with her at our last meeting. Rather than tiptoe around the subject, I therefore went straight to the heart of the matter.

'Tell me, my dear,' I said, 'have you ever been spanked?'

'Good heavens!' she exclaimed. 'No, of course not! Why would you think that?'

I shrugged. 'It's not inconceivable, your guardian being a spanker and all. I know several young ladies of impeccable stock who must drop their drawers whenever they've been naughty.'

'Well I'm not one of them!' she said. 'James, you're incorrigible. How would you feel if I asked you the same question?'

Although she was plainly startled by my less than subtle approach, I sensed no moral outrage, no deeply offended sensibilities. Isabel may be somewhat innocent in the ways of the world but she was no prude, of that I was certain. So far so good.

'I would answer honestly,' I said, 'by telling you I've been spanked just once in my life, when I was young, by a scullery-maid no older than myself.'

The surprised look in her eyes quickly turned to disbelief. 'A scullery-maid indeed!' she scoffed. 'You must take me for a fool.'

'It's perfectly true, you have my word. Despite the enormous difference in our stations, Jessie was a special friend and my first love, though it did not progress beyond kisses. I spanked her often, though never by way of punishment and never hard. One day I asked her to cane me as I wished to know what it felt like. It was an experiment, you understand, nothing more.'

We walked along in silence for a while, Isabel no doubt trying to decide if she believed me. 'So?' she said at last. 'What did it feel like?'

'Quite stimulating at first, in fact,' I said. 'Exciting, even. Then she struck harder, and it became rather more painful than I cared for. No doubt that's why I never felt tempted to repeat the experiment.'

'No doubt,' she said, with a wry smile. 'And is she still a friend, this scullery-maid of yours?'

'Jessie? I haven't seen her in years. She left service to care for her invalid father and never returned. But yes, I like to think we'd still be friends.'

I felt a pleasant glow, remembering Jessie and the wonderful times we'd shared. We had our own secret meeting place in the cellars, snug and dry and lit with smuggled candles. Whenever her duties permitted, Jessie would slip away and join me there. Sometimes we would kiss and cuddle, making plans for a future together that could never be. At other times I would bring slate and chalk, for I was teaching her to read and write. Or I might show her my latest card trick, and if she couldn't guess how it was done I would put her over my knee, tug down her drawers and slap her round little bottom till she squealed. Happy, happy days!

'The orangery isn't too far,' Isabel said, breaking into my reverie. 'Shall we sit for a while and talk? Any promises you make will be received with a healthy dose of scepticism, needless to say.'

Her voice wavered at the end as she tried, not entirely successfully, to suppress a giggle. Her efforts at keeping a straight face were also in vain, for an impish smile tugged at the corner of her mouth.

'At my grandfather's house,' I told her, 'such impertinence would almost certainly earn you a spanking.'

'How fortunate, then,' she retorted, 'that Ashbrook is my home and not Grenby Manor.'

Now it was my turn to keep a straight face. Having established that spanking Isabel was not totally out of the question I was naturally eager to try, but undecided as to the best line of attack. By presenting me with the perfect opening to a stratagem that had served me well in the past - one I called the Guilt Complex - she had unwittingly shown me the way forward.

'Fortunate?' I said. 'In some ways, no doubt, but not in this.'

'Please do explain. Or is the unfortunate party none other than yourself, sir, for missing the opportunity to spank me?'

'Unquestionably,' I said, 'but that's not what I meant. After supper last night you spoke of your grandfather's difficulties, then later repented your perceived disloyalty. Did self-reproach vanish entirely while you slept, may I ask?'

'It did not,' she said quietly, dropping her gaze, 'and you are unkind to remind me of my transgressions.'

'You need no reminder from me, Isabel,' I said, 'for you feel it in your heart. Though your guilt may fade somewhat in the days ahead it will never disappear entirely. A seed will remain, eating away at you, making you despise yourself. Your one chance of redemption lies in physical castigation, which alone washes away all trace of sin and guilt. Lesser punishments, such as the withholding of pocket money or being sent to your room in disgrace, merely cause resentment and a stubborn determination to do it again. Pain, especially when combined with a humbling experience such as exposing one's buttocks, is the only truly effective punishment. Indeed, a bare-bottom spanking purges the very soul.'

I had spoken earnestly enough, but right away I could see she wasn't fooled. There was a knowing look in her eye and a rueful smile on her lips as she regarded me steadily.

'That sounds to me,' she said, 'like an argument designed to persuade young women to submit. Admit it, James, this is just a ruse. You'd say anything at all to justify spanking me, wouldn't you?'

I wasn't too surprised she'd seen through my scheme, for as I said, she was no fool. Though an outsider would probably consider the battle lost at this point I viewed it as a minor setback only. We practitioners of the noble art need tenacity above all else if we are to persuade young women to deliver their tender bodies into our not-so-tender care. The main thing now was to maintain a calm expression and press on regardless. The situation might even be turned to my advantage, for honesty can prove surprisingly effective in disarming one's opponent.

'Of course I want to spank you,' I said. 'I've never made any secret of what I am. But I would never try to trick you, Isabel, not even to get my way. A bare-bottom spanking really does rid one of remorse like no other form of punishment. I've witnessed it countless times, in a myriad of women.'

I wasn't being truthful when I said I wouldn't trick her, of course, and 'myriad' was something of an exaggeration, but my assertion did hold a grain of truth at its core. I've seen genuine contrition on plenty of tearful faces in my time and heard relief in numerous wavering voices as they thanked me for their punishment. Though such relief may stem mostly from the knowledge that the painful beating is over, a penitent's conviction that her sins are forgiven and she is not, in fact, destined for hell's fiery pit must surely be a factor.

Isabel nibbled her lower lip, her eyes never leaving mine. I watched as a host of emotions flitted across her face until finally she nodded. 'Then you'll be pleased to hear I'm giving you the chance to witness it again. Your ruse has worked, James. I want you to spank me.'

To say I was surprised is putting it mildly, for her capitulation had been astonishingly rapid. I had barely hit my stride before she surrendered, a remarkable result even for the deservedly popular Guilt Complex stratagem.

The fact that she took almost no convincing led me to suspect a secret desire on her part to be spanked, and one buried not too deeply at that. Such a thing is not unusual in the daughters of spankers, in my experience, surrounded from childhood as they are by tearful maids who exhibit a marked reluctance to sit. Children are naturally curious, and when questions are deflected by parents determined to shield their offspring from the harsher realities of life, snooping inevitably follows. This often leads to a morbid fascination with the very thing their parents tried to keep hidden.

As to whether Isabel was such a person I cannot say, for truthfully I have no idea what caused her to change her mind. Perhaps she was a natural submissive, for whom talk of bare-bottom spankings stirred hidden longings; or maybe she was merely curious and wished to experiment, as I'd done with Jessie all those years ago. Or perhaps I was right all along, and she was desperate to try anything that might rid her of self-reproach.

Although her reasons for doing so might remain forever unclear to me, she had agreed, which was all that truly mattered. Elation surged through me at the thought of spanking this lovely young woman, though I was careful not to let it show. Gloating is so unattractive, I always think.
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I've chastised women in a wide range of venues in my time, and though many were mundane - bedrooms, studies and the like - others were more imaginative. The foredeck of an Isle of Man packet steamer springs to mind, the stowaway yelping under a smartly applied walking cane as she lay bare-bottomed over a capstan, an enthusiastic crowd of fellow passengers and crew cheering me on. The belfry of Winchester Cathedral was another, my trouser belt doing sterling service as a makeshift tawse, Ophelia kneeling naked between the great bells, handkerchief in mouth to muffle her anguished cries, her father's voice echoing from the pulpit below as he denounced the sins of the flesh in stentorian tones.

Here at Ashbrook I would happily settle for the most banal of locations provided it was close by. The sooner I got Isabel over my knee the better, for my biggest fear now was that she might suffer a last-minute change of heart.

'Any thoughts on where we might go?' I enquired of my soon-to-be victim.

After discussing the options briefly we decided to stick with the orangery, though not the main building where we'd talked as youngsters - which suffered from a surfeit of windows - but a large wooden shed to the rear where gardeners in times past stored tools and equipment.

'Don't worry,' she said, 'we'll be quite safe from interlopers. The men have a new shed near the orchard; this one hasn't been used in years.'

I had to restrain myself constantly as we made our way round the back, for I was experiencing a great desire to seize Isabel's arm and propel her along at speed. I dreaded hearing the words: 'James, perhaps I was too hasty...' but thankfully she remained silent. Once inside the shed I looked around for a suitable seat, the choice coming down in the end to an upturned wheelbarrow, a small barrel with a broken stave, or a vegetable box, several of which lay forgotten in one corner.

I chose the wheelbarrow, mostly for its novelty value since I'd never before used one for castigation purposes. It was exceedingly dusty and covered in cobwebs, but dirty trousers were the least of my concerns at that moment. Isabel was more fastidious by far.

'I think I'll remove my dress,' she said. 'I don't want to get it soiled.'

'That sounds like an excellent idea,' I said, recognising an opportunity and seizing it with both hands. 'Your underskirts too, probably. Best take everything off, in fact; it's very grubby in here.'

'And shall I pose for you also when I've disrobed?' she asked sweetly. 'A family friend once showed me a picture of an exotic-looking and entirely nude eastern lady flaunting herself before a group of European gentlemen. It was a good few years ago, but I do remember she possessed a remarkably large bosom. I believe I recall the precise stance, too.'

She immediately struck a pose, back arched, left leg extended with toe elegantly pointed, arms folded gracefully above her head as she looked down and to the side in an attitude of submission. She captured the genre perfectly, and I was reminded strongly of a set of erotic photographs I'd recently acquired from a fellow spanker in East Grinstead.

'Captivating,' I said. 'I'm sure I'll enjoy it even more when you're naked. You do realise why the family friend showed you the picture, I take it?'

'You mean do I understand he was attempting to enflame my passions in order to seduce me? I do, actually. I know you consider me gullible and hopelessly naive, James, but you do me a disservice. I even understood it at the time.'

'I shall never doubt you again,' I said. 'And how did he fare, this family friend? Was he successful in his bid to enflame and seduce you?'

'He was not. He was far too old for me and unattractive to boot. I slapped his face and told him I would report his actions to my grandfather in precisely one hour's time, adding that my grandfather is a keen gun collector and an excellent shot. My aged Lothario packed his bags and departed the house in under thirty minutes, never to be seen again.'

'An excellent bluff, then,' I said. 'Well played, Isabel.'

'I wasn't bluffing; I meant every word. And my grandfather really is an excellent shot.'

'Ah! I'll bear that in mind the next time you slap my face.'

'I think it most unlikely I would ever do such a thing,' she said. 'You're not too old for me and you're far from unattractive. I would tell you that you're probably the handsomest man I've ever met, but you would become impossibly conceited if I did, so I won't. Shall we start the horse-trading now?'

'Horse-trading?'

'Yes. You want me fully naked; I wish to remove nothing but my dress. We could argue back and forth till we reach a compromise acceptable to both parties, or we could save a good deal of time by settling on shift and bloomers right now.'

I was beginning to wonder how I'd ever thought of her as innocent and guileless. As for 'shift and bloomers', that suited me very well, given that the bloomers wouldn't remain in place for long. I did spot an immediate difficulty, however, namely the lack of somewhere clean to stow the discarded garments.

A possible solution presented itself in the form of a row of iron hooks hanging from the central roof truss. Placed there presumably for the drying of produce, they would serve admirably.

'Shift and bloomers it is, then,' I said. 'If you'd care to hand me your things I'll hang them up.'

Isabel's cheeks flushed and her hands trembled slightly as she started to unbutton her dress, which was only to be expected. Undressing in front of a man is a sore trial for any woman, and natural female modesty invariably asserts itself at times like these. It was a most welcome sight, I have to say, for she had been altogether too calm and composed so far. A degree of reticence in one's victim always adds spice to such proceedings.

As she shed garments one by one I gathered them up, still somewhat bemused by the speed at which events had transpired. If any man had told me when I awoke at seven o'clock that I would be seeing Isabel strip before ten I would have thought myself in the presence of a lunatic.

Still marvelling at my good fortune I watched entranced as item followed item, until all that remained was a sleeveless white satin shift that covered her from shoulder to mid-thigh, silk stockings that ended just above the knee, her shoes, and those transitory bloomers. The shift afforded scant protection from my lustful gaze, truthfully, for her breasts, ribs, belly and hips were clearly delineated, whilst her nipples showing distinctly through the diaphanous, clingy fabric.

And what a sight it was, for she looked simply stunning. Her breasts were large, though not outrageously so, her stomach flat, and the sweep of her hips from narrow waist to shapely legs was breath-taking.

'Although it wasn't in our agreement,' I said, 'you may wish to retain your shoes and stockings - unless you enjoy having dirty feet, that is.'

As she glanced down at the dusty floor she seemed to realise just how much of her body was visible. Her hands rose and the blush deepened as she looked up at me in dismay. The kindest thing now, of course, would be to get her over my knee. Having her bottom spanked would prove no less embarrassing, I didn't doubt, but at least she wouldn't have to look me in the eye.

I hung up her clothes, then sat on the upturned wheelbarrow and held out my hand. 'Come, my dear. Let's get you spanked.'

She took a deep breath and stepped forward, her face pensive. I pulled her gently but firmly over my lap - face down, her head to my left - and drew the hem of her shift up to her waist. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband of her drawers and tried to slide them down, but all in vain. Trapped between us as they were, it would take firm yanking to shift them, a notion that held little appeal. The only way to do this gracefully was with my victim's cooperation.

'Kindly raise your hips a little, Isabel,' I said, giving her drawers a gentle tug by way of explanation.

Since she neither moved nor spoke, I wondered if she had heard me. 'Lift up, my dear,' I said in a louder voice. 'I can't pull your bloomers down unless you do.'

Still no response. There was no doubting now that she had heard my request, which meant she was unwilling or unable to comply. This was regrettable though hardly surprising, for up to this point the notion of exposing her bottom had been no more than that - a notion. Now, with my hands on her waistband, the prospect was suddenly very real indeed, hence her diffidence. I had a problem.

In spanking circles, any refusal to obey a direct order invariably earns the defaulter extra strokes, sometimes doubling or even trebling the original punishment. If one of Grenby Manor's maids committed this grievous sin she would certainly come to rue the day. The situation here with Isabel was entirely different, however, for this was no ordinary punishment and she was not mine to command. I could neither demand nor threaten, merely coax.

'Fair's fair, Isabel,' I said evenly. 'You did agree to this.'

'I don't believe I did, sir,' she said, her tone a trifle defensive. 'Not explicitly.'

'Don't split hairs. To the best of my recollection I used the phrase "bare-bottom" twice when making my case. My intention was clearly stated and unconditionally accepted when you informed me that my ruse had worked. I'm extremely disappointed you should try to wriggle out of it now. I expected better of you.'

My appeal to her sense of honour did the trick. She lay there in silence for a second or two, then gave a deep sigh and raised her hips off my lap. I whipped her drawers down to her knees before she could change her mind.

Having achieved my immediate objective I took a few moments to enjoy the victory, for Isabel's derrière, naked and vulnerable, was a truly wondrous sight. Her creamy-white skin was smooth and blemish-free, the muscles beneath toned and perfect, creating flowing curves and subtle hollows. Her shadowy buttock cleft simply begged for an exploring finger, and denying myself that pleasure took considerable effort of will. But even though such intimate contact was out of the question for the present, I wasn't downcast, for gazing upon her adorable bottom was a treat in itself.

My pleasure in this instance was heightened by the knowledge that no man before me had witnessed this sight. Isabel's bum was virgin territory and I the explorer who first discovered it, claiming it not in the name of our beloved monarch, but in my own. In years to come, other men would no doubt cast their eyes upon those splendid twin globes, but no-one could say: 'I saw them first.' Only James Montague esquire had that distinction. Neither was I obliged to restrict myself to looking, though I needed to prepare my victim first if I wished to stroke those lovely orbs.

'Lie still, now,' I said, 'while I give you the customary pre-punishment examination.'

I allowed her a few seconds to compose herself, then rested my hand lightly on her right buttock. She flinched but made no complaint. I began to rub gently, round and around in clockwise circles, relishing the feel of her soft skin against my palm. A few seconds of this, then I switched my attention to her left buttock, rubbing anticlockwise.

That I might caress her in this fashion had not been agreed upon or even discussed, and Isabel had legitimate cause for complaint. From her point of view the timing was unfortunate, however, in that she had just lost the battle of the bloomers and was mentally on the defensive. I had also chosen my last words with care, for 'customary pre-punishment examination' sounds wholly routine and not something about which one should make a fuss.

While I had her in this compliant frame of mind I decided to go even further, trusting she would remain cooperative. I put my hands between her knees and parted her thighs, sufficient to allow a glimpse of the shadowy crack peeking out though a clump of silky red-brown maidenhair. Once again I was obliged to restrain myself, for touching her there would surely trigger a mutiny. Small steps only is the prudent course when dealing with reluctant young women.

I rubbed her bottom for a minute or two more, keeping the contact light. Even kneading and squeezing were too risky, though I was confident such things would come in time. For the present, patience was my watchword.

Finally, the moment had arrived.

'Your spanking will now commence,' I said, in a voice that brooked no argument. 'Feel free to gasp and murmur at will, but screeching and loud wailing will not be tolerated. You may squirm in my lap provided your movements do not become excessive. Keep your feet and hands on the floor; specifically, you may not reach back to cover your bottom. Last but not least, under no circumstances should you attempt to rise. Are the rules clear to you?'

'They are, sir,' she said meekly.

I found it interesting that I'd slipped into 'master' mode almost without thinking; the authoritarian manner, the sombre tone, simple instructions delivered in crisp fashion, one-two-three... all calculated to foster obedience. Of even greater interest was the fact that Isabel appeared to have shifted into 'slave' mode just as easily. The question of how and why, given that she'd never been disciplined in her whole life, was an intriguing one, though hardly likely to be resolved soon. I had far more pressing matters at hand.

'Let us begin,' I intoned, and promptly delivered a crisp slap to her right buttock cheek.

'Oooh!' she said faintly.

That first smack always comes as a surprise to any spanking virgin, no matter how many minutes she has lain over a gentleman's knee in fearful anticipation. What startles her isn't the pain itself - which was hardly excessive anyway in Isabel's case - rather the realisation that, yes, a man really can do that to her, even though she would far rather he did not.
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