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An unexpected slippering

My name is Samantha; a few years ago I was working in London as an accountant and lived with my husband Rob near Richmond in the south west of the capital. We were both in our late twenties at the time. A night out in Richmond and the events that followed in our bedroom later in the evening were to change the course of my life. 

This is how it all started.

It’s Saturday night and we have just returned home after a great night out with some friends in Richmond Green. As it is such a hot sticky evening I am dressed in a lovely cool long yellow summer dress with nothing on underneath and I am wearing my favourite high heeled shoes.

We have both had a few glasses of wine in the evening and are glad to make it back home where we can rest after our hectic day. It is very nice that we do not having to worry about getting up early for work in the morning. 

The hot sticky night has made us both feel a little bad tempered and as a result a stupid argument starts about Rob throwing his cloths onto the bedroom floor. The argument becomes a little heated until I suddenly shout to Rob. 

“YOU LOSER!” 

At the same time I stick one finger up to him. 

I had never done that in my life before and I do not know to this day what suddenly possessed me to do such a thing that night. 

Everything suddenly goes quiet. 

Rob just stares at me in shock as I stand there with my one finger still pointing upwards.

Rob walks calmly towards me, he holds out his hand and then leads me gently over to the foot of our bed where he sits down. He then gently pulls me down and bends me over his lap. Rob now lifts my dress up exposing my bare buttocks and I start giggling quietly as I suddenly have the thought that Rob is about to spank me on my bare bottom. 

I suppose that I do deserve a spanking as I have been a very naughty girl tonight making such an obscene gesture.  

I do not realise yet, but very soon I am going to be in for a very big and painful shock. 

Rob picks up his size 10, very well worn smooth heavy rubber soled tartan slipper from the floor and then a few seconds later I jump and squeal loudly as there is an almighty

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Rob has whacked me very hard with the slipper on my left buttock. The sound of the thick flexible rubber sole on my smooth skin is incredible and I immediately feel an immense stinging sensation and then a sudden intense burning heat rush to my left buttock. I go to rub it with my hand but Rob has his free arm across mine so I cannot. I decide to stand up just in case Rob has any ideas about whacking me again but he has placed one of his legs across the top of mine so I discover that I cannot move from this position for the moment.

Then about five second later...... 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Another severe impact from his big cruel slipper this time lands onto my right buttock, the instant stinging sensation followed by the heat rush is again immense. 

The first cruel whack has landed in the center of my left buttock and the second whack in the center of my right buttock, but being a size 10 slipper on my not oversize female backside feels to me as if the two impacts have totally covered my poor bottom and I can now feel it stinging terribly all over.

I will certainly think twice before sticking a finger up to Rob again. I am not going to forget the terrible sting from his slipper for a long time.

I suppose in a way I am almost glad that Rob has spanked both sides of my bottom as it has now made things feel even and I suppose I did deserve the spanking for sticking my finger up to him. It was totally out of character for me, I have never done anything so rude or crude before and I am sure that I never will again as I now have a terribly stinging and sore bottom to remind me of my misdemeanour. I just cannot believe how much my poor bottom is still stinging from Rob’s stupid big slipper. I think that I will throw them out tomorrow while he is at work just in case he ever plans to spank me with them again in the future.

I decide that I will now just lay across Rob’s knee and let the stinging subside before getting up, but I am unfortunately about to receive another nasty surprise......

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Another firm and very painful blow lands again onto my left buttock, slightly higher than the first whack that I had received but still well overlapping its impact point. If I had thought that the first impact had stung a lot then this was something else and almost unbearable. The terrible stinging sensation on my left buttock had now been doubled by whack number three. Now unfortunately I have a very good idea of what to expect in about five seconds time. 

I cannot take another whack with such force onto my already seriously stinging bottom so I somehow manage to get my right arm free and I immediately cover my poor exposed cheeks with my hand. Rob pulls my hand out of the way of my burning cheeks. My poor bottom is completely defenceless again and at the full mercy of Rob and his stupid big slipper. Unfortunately I now know what is coming and sure enough......

“WHAAAAAACK”

Impact number four crashes down onto my right cheek also slightly higher than the previous impact there. Now my right buttock also has double the stinging sensation to balance the left. I would never have imagined that just four whacks with a slipper could sting so much, but unfortunately for me there is now even worse to come..........

“WHAAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAAAACK”

Impact number five lands on my left cheek and then almost immediately impact number six on my right cheek, both are slightly lower than the number one and two whacks that my poor buttocks received at the start of this terrible thrashing. All of the six whacks from Rob’s point of view have landed perfectly with a very loud “SLAAAAP” as they hit my tender bare skin and I realise that Rob has aimed the six whacks carefully so as to cover the whole of my bottom evenly with the terrible stinging sensation.

I really am struggling to cope now after the six very severe cruel strokes of that big slipper. I am doing a frenzied dance across Rob’s lap as I try to cope with it. The whole of my backside is stinging and burning to hell and is also very sore and tender. I really have received a very severe and extremely painful thrashing from Rob and his slipper tonight. I just cannot believe how much six whacks of a slipper stings. I keep wriggling across Rob’s lap as I try my best to cope with a bottom that is stinging beyond belief.

Now a nasty thought suddenly dawns on me, Rob has not released his grip on me yet. Surely he is not thinking about giving me any more whacks? Just in case I scream out. 

“Rob enough! Enough!”

Rob’s reply astounds me.

“You might have a posh name Samantha but you have been a dirty little slut tonight, so you fat ass is not going to get off quite so lightly. Behave yourself while I finish your spanking.

Rob has never spoken like that to me before. I can’t believe that he is thinking of whacking me more. He cannot have a clue how much that thing stings.

A few seconds later I hear the dreadful sound of the big heavy slipper coming down hard onto my burning cheeks again.

“WHAAAAAACK”      “WHAAAAAACK” 

Rob has whacked me even harder and the seventh and eighth whacks of the slipper land louder than ever one after another each smack bang in the middle of my already fiercely burning cheeks. 

I let out a loud scream as each very severe and cruel whack impacts giving me a terrible stinging sensation that I simply cannot cope with, but Rob continues.

“WHAAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAAACK” 

Rob throws his slipper to the bedroom floor and releases his grip on me as if to say get up now. I am doing an involuntary lap dance for him and also stamping my foot on the floor as I try to deal with the incredibly sharp stinging and burning sensation that the twelve very severe whacks of his size 10 slipper have given me. 

I lay there for a minute or so to let the stinging drop to an acceptable level and I then head for the wardrobe which has a full length mirror. I eagerly take a look at the damage. I am very fair skinned so I can see a very white body except for the whole of my buttocks area that is completely and evenly a very bright red. Even now it is still stinging to hell!

I stare at Rob and ask angrily.

“What the hell have you done Rob? You have just given me one hell of a thrashing. I bet that I won’t be able to sit down for days. You don’t realise how much that fucking slipper hurts” 

Rob shrugs his shoulders and replies. 

“You deserved it for doing that one fingered thing to me. That was very naughty of you Sam. I bet you will think twice before you do it again. Anyway It was only a few whacks with a slipper, it can’t hurt that much?”

“Ok then Rob let me do it to you then”. 

I can see Rob thinking about the prospect of me thrashing him with his slipper, but a few seconds later he replies. 

“No it’s OK thanks”

As the fierce stinging pain subsides it is replaced with a nice warm feeling, but the whole of my bottom is also very sore. It is now that I start to feel an excitement that I have never felt in my life before and at the same time I also feel as if all the stress has drained from my body and I am now totally relaxed. 

I go to bed still feeling very exited and quickly drift off into a very deep sleep.

I awake in the morning thinking that I have just had a very strange dream until I feel the soreness of my bottom and realise that it was not a dream. I jump out of bed and look at the impact area. 

“Nothing” 

The whole of my bottom is still very sore and tender but there are no visible signs of the terrible thrashing that it had received the previous night.

Rob is awake now. I go over to him. 

“Rob I hope you realise that you gave me a terribly severe spanking with your stupid fucking slipper last night.” 

“Don’t worry Sam it was only a bit of fun. I am sure it did not hurt too much really”

I smile back at Rob. I am already planning my revenge on him and thinking to myself how much I am going to enjoy every second of it.

Rob gets the Slipper

The day after the slippering I could not stop thinking about it for a moment. I still felt a little sore but I was incredibly exited every time I thought about it. I now knew that although that was the first time that I had been spanked with a slipper it certainly would not be the last if I were to have my way. The incredible stinging pain that I had felt at the time was almost forgotten about but the sense of excitement that I had felt for the first time in my life would be with me for ever.

I had now received a severe thrashing the like of which most people would never experience in a lifetime but there was now a big piece of the puzzle missing, I am now desperate to see what it would be like to hand out such a thrashing to someone and to let them experience the same unbearable stinging pain and then the incredible excitement that follows.

I think for a long time and come to the conclusion that the only person that I have any chance of giving a good slippering to is my husband Rob, although when I ask him he seems curious, it is obvious that he is far too embarrassed to let me spank him. 

I come up with a plan and that evening and I put it into practice with my husband.

“Rob I want to give you a slippering the same as you gave me last night.”

Rob replies firmly. 

“Don’t be daft.” 

So I give him a bit of gentle persuasion.

“OK then Rob I am now on strike in the bedroom until you agree.” 

I hope for two reasons that Rob does not hold out for too long.

I go back to work in the city on Monday but can not concentrate, I still keep thinking about the slippering and even when a senior partner calls me to his office I fantasise that he is going to ask me to bend over his desk and give me a sound thrashing with the tennis plimsoll that I have seen in his sports bag.

I hurry home from work on Monday night very excited at the prospect of Rob agreeing to take the slippering that he so deserves, but unfortunately the subject is not mentioned all night and eventually we both go to bed and then straight to sleep.

Tuesday night is the same as Monday. 

On Wednesday Rob goes to football with his mates and usually has a pint on the way home, so he is not in until about 9.30pm.

Rob arrives home from football at the usual time. We watch TV for about an hour and then we both go up to bed. I change into my nightdress and then notice Rob looking at me as he undresses as if he has something to tell me. 

He then suddenly spurts out. 

“OK Sam, get it over with then.”

“Get what over with?”

“You know, the slipper”

My heart starts racing and I have a problem controlling my breathing, the only problem is that I do not want Rob to see I am so excited about the prospect of me giving him a severe slippering on his bare backside, so I calmly say.

“OK then Rob bend over the bed and I will give you fourteen whacks with the slipper exactly the same as you gave me. If you move before I have finished then my industrial action will continue but if you take all of your whacks as bravely as I did then my strike is cancelled”.

I know full well that Rob only gave me twelve whacks with the slipper the other night, I can still remember every whack, but if a 5ft 8 inch size 10 blond female can take twelve of his very severe whacks then a 6ft male should be able to take fourteen of my best whacks no problem, especially with the promise of such a reward at the end.

I pick up Rob’s slippers and look at the soles, they are both worn very smooth but one seems a little smoother than the other so I am pretty sure that this is the one that was polished smoother on my poor suffering backside the other night, I will use that one. I take hold of the heel end squashing it in my hand to get a good grip and then I take two practice swipes on the dressing table. 

“WHAAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Rob suddenly looks a little nervous as he stands there dressed only in his boxer pants.

“OK then Rob bend over the bed and put your arms out straight as I do not want to hit your hands.”

Rob obediently lies across the bed with his arms reaching the other side. His bottom is now in the perfect position for me to whack it hard with his slipper. 

I have a real job to control my breathing now but I slowly walk over and put the slipper onto the bed with the sole in full view of Rob, I then I run my fingers down both sides of Rob’s body and pull his boxers down. Rob quickly puts one hand down to grab his boxers and stop me. 

I tell him firmly.

“Get your hand away Rob or the deal is off.”

Rob moves his hand and I pull his pants down to just below what is very soon going to be the impact area for the very severe thrashing that I so desperately intended to give him.

I pick up the slipper again squeezing the heel and I then take a few practice swings through the air making sure that Rob is watching. 

I now slowly walk to my position to deliver the sound thrashing that I think Rob very much deserves. Because I am left handed I stand to the right of Robs legs and place the slipper on Robs very white left buttock.

“Rob I am about to give you fourteen whacks with your own slipper. If you take them all my strike is over but if you move before I have finished, make any noise or try to put your hand in the way to stop a whack landing on your bottom the strike will remain.” 

I then let Rob lay there for a minute to contemplate and I then think again about what he told me the other night after mercilessly thrashing me.

A few whacks of a slipper does not hurt. 

I stare at Rob’s very white bottom knowing that very soon the whole area will be a very deep red colour. I just can not wait!

“Are you ready then Rob?” 

In a very quiet and nervous voice Rob replies. 

“Yes! Hurry up and get it over with then.” 

“OK then Rob in five seconds I will begin. As I spank you remember what you told me the other night.”

Rob asks.

“What did I tell you?”

“You told me that a few whacks of the slipper does not sting. I will remember that as I am doing my best to turn your white Ass bright red.”

I am trying to stretch it out as long as I can because I am enjoying myself so much and feeling more excited than at any time in my life. I just wish that I was taking a video. Maybe next time.

I count to five second in my head and I then lift the slipper above my head and bring it down with an almighty.... 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

On Rob’s left buttock. 

Rob let out an.

“Oooooh.”

I can see his grip tighten on the bed. 

I count another five second and I then bring the cruel slipper down with exactly the same almighty 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Onto Rob’s right buttock.

As I slowly count to five again I can see both of Rob’s white buttocks develop a beautiful deep crimson colour with the shape of his size 10 slipper. The bright red areas confirm that my first two whacks had been perfectly placed on his then very white cheeks. Not bad for a first timer I think.

I want to give Rob a thrashing as close as I can to the one that he had given to me. I recalled that the strokes were about five seconds apart and number three and four were slightly higher and number five and six slightly lower covering the whole of my buttocks, so that is exactly what I am going to do.

Stroke number three lands. 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Onto Rob’s left buttock overlapping but slightly higher than the last one. 

Five seconds later stroke number four lands 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

In the same area on Rob’s right buttock. 

Rob’s legs now go straight as he is dealing with the terrible stinging pain and I remember from my thrashing that each whack on the same area gives more than double the level of pain each time. So I know that already he should be struggling to cope with it.

I cannot help thinking after four whacks that Rob must be shocked at how much a slipper can sting especially as it is only being delivered by a fairly small female, but I have to admit I am giving it my all.

Now I am really enjoying this, I feel exactly the same level of excitement that I did while Rob was slippering me but without having to put up with the terrible stinging pain at the same time.

Anyway I must get on. It has now been over five seconds since the last whack as I could not take my eyes off Rob’s poor bottom turning bright red. It is very easy to see my target area. 

I land another almighty 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Onto Rob’s left cheek overlapping stroke number one but slightly lower and then five seconds later number six lands 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

In the same position on Rob’s right cheek.

After six strokes Rob is now struggling to cope with the terrible stinging sensation, I can hear his breathing heavier and he is moving around slightly as he comes to terms with the stinging sensation. He does not know yet that whack number seven and eight are going to be much worst as they entirely overlap previous strokes for the first time. I am very proud of my work as Rob’s buttocks are now completely and evenly a very sore looking colour of red.

Now comes the moment of truth, strokes number seven and eight. I know from the other night that this is where the stinging pain does become very intense and the truth is I could have not taken more than six strokes the other night and only took number seven and eight because Rob was holding me in position. 

Well here goes... 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

I land stroke number seven right in the center of Rob’s left buttock on an area that I know from experience is incredibly sore and then five seconds later... 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Stroke number eight lands painfully in the center of Rob’s right buttock. Rob can not take it and lets out a loud 

“Ahhhhhh” 

To both of the whacks. 

As the terrible burning and stinging sensation takes over Rob is writhing about on the bed. I know the feeling I had exactly the same just a few days ago. 

Now it was time to push my luck. 

“Well done Rob, just six more to go”

To my surprise Rob accepts his fate and still lays there. These are now bonus shots for me. I took twelve strokes the other night but I could not have held my position for more than six without Rob’s kind help. 

I am not sure where these final whacks should go, I think they will have to go in the center again but this time each one straight after another as I am sure that Rob will try and get up after feeling the first impact.

I wait for a ten second gap this time and then try to administer the final six cruel impacts in quick succession right in the middle of each already over chastised burning cheek. The first stroke lands perfectly on Rob’s left buttock with an even more almighty

“WHAAAAAACK” 

But before I can land the other strokes Rob’s bottom starts heading towards me quickly as Rob’s decides his poor burning cheeks can take no more of my relentless slippering and he is getting up and out of the firing line. Unfortunately for Rob I play a lot of tennis with some very good players so I am used to hitting a fast moving object, so I slightly adjust my stance and with my very best forehand I land the perfect shot... 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Smack bang in the center of Rob’s right buttock. My perfect forehand volley is so hard that it knocks Rob back across the bed.

Before Rob can get up again I very quickly give him four near full force whacks. They all land perfectly onto his burning cheeks with incredibly loud smacking sounds.

“WHAAAAAACK”      “WHAAAAAACK” 

WHAAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAAACK” 

“Game Set and Match to Mrs. Jones!” 

Rob lets out one final 

“Ahhhh” 

He then jumps up with one hand holding each buttock. I can see that his eyes are filling with tears.

I now have a nasty surprise for Rob.

“Bad luck Rob the deal is off. I told you not to move until I had finished spanking you.”

Rob desperately tries to reason with me.

“Come on Sam I did my best you don’t understand how much that fucking thing stings.”

I cannot believe that Rob just said that. I push my luck one more time.

“Right then Rob this is your final chance. Bend over the bed and take six more and my strike is over but if you move you get no more chances.”

Rob very reluctantly stretches himself across the bed.

I get into position and then bring the slipper down harder than ever onto first Rob’s left and then right cheeks.

“WHAAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Rob starts twisting and turning but I keep the cruel whacks coming very hard.

“WHAAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Rob is wriggling about like crazy now. I can see that he is finding it almost impossible to let his burning bottom stay in my firing line. I take my time to make sure that I hit the target with full force and I then bring the slipper down as hard as I can.

“WHAAAAAACK”    “WHAAAAAACK”

Rob’s break dancing goes into overdrive and he then wriggles about for a minute or so, scared of getting up too soon, but eventually he stands paces quickly around the room.

After Rob has walked around the room for a minute he turns to me and says. 

“Fucking hell Sam, I did not think for a minute that the slipper could sting like that. I am almost sorry for doing that to you the other night”

“No need to apologise Rob, I absolutely thoroughly enjoyed myself severely thrashing your bare bottom. Can I do it again sometime?”

Rob does not reply, I did not have the heart to tell him that I had given him two more whacks than he had given me when he jumped up, so he had ended up getting almost double the number that he had given me. 

I did not know whether to laugh or cry when I saw the colour of his buttocks but I knew exactly how he was feeling or I should say I almost knew how he was feeling because of the eight extra cruel strokes that I had administered to his poor burning bottom.

Both of us were now relieved that my strike in the bedroom was now at an end and we set about making up for lost production with a little overtime.

About nine months later Rob came home from work one evening and said that he hoped that we would always be great friends but he had accidently fallen in love with someone else and was leaving me. It turned out that it was some PR girl at his work. I only hope that one day he gives her as good a slippering as he gave me that Saturday night. 

I was left the house and the mortgage and I also kept Rob’s size 10 tartan slippers. I now had the opportunity to start a new and exiting chapter of my life, I just needed to find some people who had the same interest in life as me, receiving and giving a sound thrashing with a size 10 well polished thick rubber soled tartan slipper.

I get caned hard

I am on my own now which is not ideal but I will now have the chance to do what many people never do in a lifetime and that is to live out their fantasies and mine is to slipper as many bottoms as I can and also if I can forget a little about the pain side have my bottom slippered severely every once in a while.

I cannot think of any of my friends who would be interested in that sort of thing but there is one of the partner’s in work called Mr Brown who is a slightly chubby man in his late forties who I suspected could well be interested as I saw a spanking magazine in his desk one day. For a while I toy with the idea about dropping some hints to Mr brown but I realise that I would not be very happy with Mr Brown looking at my bottom and I did not fancy the idea of seeing his either. So I dispel all thoughts of living out my fantasies with anyone that I know and decide to advertise for people with a similar interest as me.

I find a site on the internet where I can advertise my wants and services. I think about giving an email address for contact as that would be less embarrassing but I decide it would be best to use a phone instead because at least then I could hear the other persons voice and would not then arrange to meet a female that turned out to be a male and if I did not like the sound of their voice then I did not need to see them.

The following Saturday I buy a new pay as you go mobile to use purely for people who needed a good slippering to contact me on. I am too scared to put my regular phone number in the advert just in case someone that I know sees the advert and recognises the number, there is always that chance because everyone looks through those sort of adverts for a good laugh or in reality they are maybe longing to have the bravery to phone one, also I did not want to have to deal with an enquiry about spanking while I was eating Sunday lunch at my parents house or in the middle of a meeting at work. 

I named my new phone the slipper phone.

I placed my free advert in a suitable site that I found on line. 

I am a female who likes giving and receiving the slipper. I am sorely looking forward to meeting you, SW London Phone xxxxxx. 

I went to work the next day wondering if anyone would be brave enough to phone. As soon I return home from work I check the slipper phone. There are twelve missed calls. My heart starts racing as I now know that I am very likely to get a call very soon. 

Ten minutes later the phone rings. My heart races as I head over to see the number.

Panic over it is my personal phone and just my mum calling to say that she has just discovered a great new hairdresser near to where she lives. 

Then as I am speaking to my mum the slipper phone starts to ring. In a panic I yell to my mum. 

“Got to go my phones ringing.” 

Before my poor mum can reply I hang up. 

I watch the phone as it rings. It is a mobile number calling but I am too scared to answer it. After what seems like ages it stops. Immediately I kick myself for not answering it.

Five minutes later the slipper phone rings again. This time I summon up the courage to answer with a very shaky. 

“Hello”

“Hello I am replying to your advert.” 

Said a well spoken man.

“What advert is that?”

“The slippering one”

“Oh um yes what would you like to know”

“What canes do you have and what do you charge”

“I only have a tartan slipper and I do not charge anything”

“OK cool. I will call you back later.” 

He then hangs up on me.

I had another half a dozen calls that night. Two of the callers said they were too far away, one man said that he wanted to tie me up and cane me, one woman wanted to be spanked with hand only and two men wanted me to cane them. All of them were expecting to pay me. I realised I was not ready for this and needed to do some research first. I had not even thought about the use of a cane, I might find that even more exciting than using a slipper if that was even possible. 

I turned off the slipper phone and worked out what I wanted to do next.

The next evening as soon as I returned home from work I started looking at spanking and discipline sites on the net and came to the conclusion that I needed to experience a good caning from an expert so that even if I did not enjoy it then I would be able to administer the cane to others as well as the slipper. I searched the net until I found a local lady that seemed to be offering the service that I required. Reading through her options I decided on a judicial caning as there is no warm up as I do not see the point of that. I would be bent over a gym horse and be restrained which I thought was another good idea as if I was not restrained and the pain was too much for me I would be tempted to get up or move and not experience the full caning, also I did not fancy the idea of the cane hitting my hand if I tried to shield my bottom from the strokes which I thought might be an unavoidable option with a badly stinging bottom about to receive the next hard whack of the cane.

I read on the website that there was the option of six, twelve or twenty four strokes of the cane with the judicial caning. I would opt for twelve as that is the middle option and would be good for a taste and also enough strokes to fully evaluate the experience. I eagerly phoned the number given. A rather stern sounding lady answered the phone.

“Hello”

“Oh hello, I would like to book myself in for a caning please”

“Have you used my services before?”

“No”

“Do you have experience of corporal punishment?”

“Yes”

“What would you like?”

“The judicial caning with the twelve strokes please” 

I am finding this easy now; it is just like ordering a pizza.

“Do you understand that you will be restrained for the judicial punishment, there will be no safe word and it will be with a one metre dragon cane?”

“Yes thank you, I am looking forward to it.”

I did not know at that point what a safe word was and I also did not know what a dragon cane was but in the near future I was to learn the hard way. I made the appointment at Kim’s house for 8pm the following Friday and I could not sleep that night for excitement thinking about it. It was only two days away but I did not know how I could stand the excitement of the wait.

Its Friday at work and my mind is only on one thing as I watch the clock all day. At exactly 5pm I am on my way home. I take a shower and then began to wonder. 

What should one wear for a caning? 

I decide on the yellow summer dress that I had been slippered in by Rob. I wear some lovely silk knickers underneath.

I enter the address into my satnav and drive the twenty minutes to Kim’s house. I am very pleased to see a lovely big house set in its own grounds. I ring the bell and a very friendly lady about forty years old answers the door.

“Hello”

“Hello, I am Sam I have an appointment at 8pm”

The lady eyes me up and down as she speaks.

“Oh yes you are a little early come in and take a seat”

The lady leads me into the big hallway and points to a seat. She then she picks up a clipboard and says. 

“Right you are Sam and you want a Judicial caning of twelve strokes is that correct?”

“Yes that’s it thanks”

“That’s £60 then please”

I give the lady three fresh twenty pound notes that I have just withdrawn from the cash machine especially for the occasion. When Kim had told me that it was £60 for just twelve strokes I did think it was a bit steep but then this would be the only time that I would be paying, every other time from now on will be for free.

The lady now suddenly becomes more serious.

“You do realise that for a judicial caning your arms and legs will be restrained so that you cannot move, there is no safe word no matter what you say the caning will not be stopped, all of the twelve strokes will be almost full force and you can have your pants on or off but you can not change your mind once the caning has started.”

It started to sound a little scary now but I am sure they know what they are doing. They seemed to have a received a lot of feedback from many happy customers on their site. I just have to choose knickers on or off now. 

Oh decisions decisions. 

OK I know what I will do.

“Thank you that sounds good, is it possible to have my knickers on for six strokes and off for six please?”

“Yes no problem my love I will just put that in your notes. Just relax a minute, lady Kim won’t be long now”.

I start flicking through a spanking magazine that is on the table and then my attention is drawn to a noise coming from another room. I can hear the swish of a cane screeching through the air and then a very loud “WHAAAAACK” as if the cane was hitting a leather chair or similar. The strokes are every five seconds or so. 

I think that Kim must be practicing her strokes ready for me. I just hope that she will not be whacking me as fiercely as that. 

Eventually the terrifying sound stops and a few minutes later a man who is aged about forty and dressed in a grey suit walks out looking as if he has just seen a ghost in there. He raises his eyebrows as he glances at me and then quickly disappears through the front door.

A few minutes later the friendly lady returns and says. 

“OK Sam Lady Kim is ready for you, follow me in now”

The room has bare floorboards and is very empty apart from a vaulting horse in the center of the room and a rack full of very long canes and a few leather belts and other strange things on the far wall. 

I am lead over to a lady on the far side of the room. She is probably in her early thirties with long black hair, thigh length black boots, a corset two sizes too small for her and a bit too much red lipstick. The friendly lady hands the clipboard to Lady Kim.

Lady Kim stares at me for a few seconds before saying sternly.

“You are going to receive twelve strokes, six through your sexy knickers and six onto your bare cheeks. The strokes will all be of the same strength and be administered about five seconds apart. If I feel you are moving excessively or making an excess of noise you will receive extra strokes. Once the punishment has started it cannot be stopped for any reason until all the strokes are administered, so make sure that you are fully prepared before I begin. Do you have anything to say?”

I am a little shocked to learn that I could receive extra strokes even though I did not ask for them and being an accountant I have already worked out that each stroke of the cane was costing me £5. I just hope that if she does decide to give me any extra strokes that I will not be charged an extra £5 a swipe. I think that maybe I should clarify this point with her first.... On second thoughts Kim does not seem to be in a very good mood with me so I do not want to upset her anymore just before she is about to cane me, so I just nod my head no to her.

The nice lady then leads me over to the gym horse and says. 

“Do you want to take your dress off? You can pull it up but if it drops down when Lady Kim is caning you she will give you extra strokes.”

Within two seconds of being told that, my dress is off and I am standing there in just in my best silk knickers. I am now wishing that I had chosen to keep my knickers on for all of the twelve strokes as I am getting more than a little worried about how much this judicial caning is going to sting. I way up whether it would be better to ask to keep them on throughout or to keep quiet. I decide to say nothing rather than risk annoying Lady Kim anymore and anyway I think they have probably already forgotten about removing them after six strokes already.

I am now starting to think that maybe I should have only booked six strokes instead of twelve, but the main think that I think I have to do is to keep quiet and still so that I do not get given any more than twelve.

The nice lady pushes me gently towards the horse and then secures my ankles tightly one to each leg. She then walks around to the other side and places a strap around each of my wrists these are attached to the floor on the opposite side. She then tensions the straps on my wrists pulling me across the horse so that my backside is right on the top of the vaulting horse and my hands and feet are an equal distance off the floor, she then goes around adjusting all the straps again. I understand the £60 fee now, there is quite a lot of work for two people.

I feel very vulnerable now. I can not move or release myself so I am entirely at the mercy of Kim now and she can decide exactly the severity of the punishment that I am about to receive. My silk knickers are suddenly starting to feel very thin on my bottom and the ladies have positioned my bottom so that it presents a sitting target for each stroke. I am feeling very apprehensive and a little scared now but also very excited.

I can already see now how Kim gets such good feedback, this is a very unhurried service and I can savour every stage. So far has been great and the caning has not even started yet.

My heart rate speeds up suddenly as I hear Kim’s heals on the wooden floor heading towards me.

“I hope you are comfortable, if you have any problems say now before I start caning you and remember I hate people who talk to me or try to tell me what to do while I am caning them. So if you do not want extra strokes keep quiet and still. Right if you are ready I will begin”

I hear Kim’s heels head over towards where the canes are so I brace myself ready for the impending first impact of the cane. 

Relief! I hear her heading towards the front of the horse and not to the end where my bottom is feeling so vulnerable. I turn my head to look at Kim, she is standing with a very long cane in her hand. I don’t know how she will aim a cane of that length but I suppose that she must get a lot of practice everyday and should be an expert markswoman.

Kim starts bending the cane and I am surprised to see that it is very flexible and it bends well past a U shape. Next she swishes it through the air. 

“Whooosh”    “WHOOOOOSH.” 

The sound is incredible there’s a whooshing sound on the upswing and then a much louder “WHOOOOSH” on the downswing. I hope that she is not planning on hitting me as hard as that. 

I decide to look away but I can not ignore the terrifying sound of three more swings.

“Whooosh”     “WHOOOOOSH.”

“Whooosh”     “WHOOOOOSH.”

“Whooosh”     “WHOOOOOSH.”

Then I hear Kim walk around to the end where my very vulnerable bottom is presented like a sitting duck waiting for her and the thing that worries me is that it is only very slightly protected by a thin layer of silk.

Kim now sounds very serious.

“I am now going to administer your twelve severe strokes of the cane”

The realisation suddenly hits me that my poor bottom is not going to be an even white colour for much longer. What the hell have I let myself in for?

I can now see Kim’s legs standing at the back of me a long way to the left and I quickly deduce that she is right handed and I also deduce that I will only have a normally feeling white bottom for a few seconds longer.

Funnily enough I am in a very comfortable position with my legs and arms either side of the horse, I feel that I could stay in this position all day if were not for the twelve severe strokes of the dragon cane that are about to come crashing down onto my poor defenceless bottom.

I now feel the cane for the first time, Kim has rested it across the center of my buttocks and I feel it slide as Kim moves to the side to get her position exactly right to deliver her twelve effective strokes.

I suddenly notice then that the cane has left my buttocks and I then hear a 

”Whooosh” as the cane rises on the upswing, it goes quiet for a split second and then. “WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

The sound of the cane cutting through the air terrifies me and the sickening sound as it hits my silk knickers is even worst. The sound of the impact is much louder than I had ever imagined and is a combination of a crack, a slap and a thud sound. I feel the cane come down onto both of my buttocks and then I can feel it travelling across the right buttock and curling around my cheeks as if it were a whip instead of a heavy cane.

The pain then hits me, it builds to its maximum in about two seconds and for a few seconds is a totally unbearable stinging and burning sensation. The sting is so severe that I cannot keep still and although I am secured my body is jumping about slightly as I try my best to cope with the pain. After about three or four seconds the stinging pain is almost bearable again but my bottom still stings like hell. 

Now I really did wish that I had booked six strokes instead of twelve or even better still three, no actually one stroke would have been more than enough. Still it is too late now I cannot change it, all I can do is keep as still and as quiet as possible so I do not incur any extra strokes.

A couple of seconds after the stinging pain becomes almost bearable again I hear the dreaded 

“Whooosh”   “WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

The cane comes down with exactly the same force but at the top of my buttocks this time. I try my best to keep quiet but I let out an. 

“Ahhhh”

I then move about again as I cope with the few seconds of unbearable pain again until it drops to the just about a bearable level again after five seconds or so.

Again a couple of seconds after the pain becomes almost bearable and I stop moving I hear the terrifying. 

“Whoooosh”   “WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK” 

I feel the cane land right at the bottom of my buttocks and the end curling all the way around my poor right buttock again. I know what to expect this time, the sharp stinging pain rising to an unbearable level for a few seconds and then starts to slowly fade to just bearable again. 

This woman sure is an expert, even with such a long cane she has landed three strokes dead center, then right at the top and bottom of my buttocks. 

Oh no here we go again. 

“Whoooosh”    “WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Number four lands right in between the top and middle stroke and then.

“Whoooosh”    “WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Number five lands in between the middle and bottom stroke, so after five strokes I now have a very even feeling of a very stinging, sore and burning bottom. I am not prepared for what happens next.

“Whoooosh”    “WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Number six stroke lands on the center of my bottom exactly on top of where number one landed. Now where I thought that the pain of each stroke was unbearable before, the terrible stinging pain from this last stroke is now more than double that. But the biggest difference now is that the pain does not fade after a few seconds but stays above what I call the unbearable level. 

I am moving about on the horse as I deal with the pain but there seems to be no chance of moving out of Kim’s firing line, I am thinking of shouting “STOP” but it was made clear to me that the strokes would not be stopped and there is no safe word. I am sure from what I was told on the phone and before the start of this terrible thrashing that if I did shout out I will be given extra strokes, so I decide to try and keep quiet. At least I am half way there now. I now think to myself it would be very nice if there was suddenly a power cut and Kim say’s to me. 

“Sorry Sam but I can not see to give you the second half of your terrible thrashing so here is half of your money back.” 

Then I smile as I think knowing my luck Kim would have the Lady who answered the door holding a torch for her as she continued to thrash my bottom mercilessly.

I now notice for the first time since arriving a bit of good news which is then unfortunately for my bottom followed by some bad news. The good news is that number seven stroke did not follow as quickly as the previous strokes, this has made a big difference for me as I now have some extra seconds to deal with the terrible stinging pain. The bad news is that Kim has now just stepped forward and quickly pulled my silk knickers all the way down to my knees. My poor bottom now feels very naked, exposed and vulnerable, and I know what ever I do it is in for a terrible thrashing over the next few minutes. There is now nothing that I can do as my bottom is a sitting target for Kim’s cruel strokes of the cane. I just cannot believe that I have actually paid money to be in this situation, my bottom is stinging and burning to hell am I am about to have another six harsh whacks onto my bare skin. As I am restrained so well there is nothing I can do to stop any of Kim’s strokes from having a gruesome meeting with my poor bottom. I can now feel the welts forming on my bottom and the whole of it is burning, I just have to try and relax now and hope that Kim can still find some space not to give me too many double ups or even treble ups with these six remaining strokes.

Even though my bottom is burning I can now feel the cane resting across the center of my buttocks again as Kim sets her distance, this time even as she slides the cane across to adjust her stance it feels sore. I now know I am only seconds away from receiving the first stroke of the cane on my bare skin and I am terrified. At this moment in time I can think of many better ways to spend £60 than paying £5 a time for each cruel stroke of Kim’s stupid whippy cane.

Suddenly I hear the dreadful. 

“Whoooosh” 

Of the canes upswing and know that after a split second pause at the top, stroke number seven will be heading back at breakneck speed towards my poor burning bare bottom. I instinctively this time try to put my hand across my tender buttocks to protect them but Kim’s assistant has done a good job of securing my wrists. That was my bottoms last chance, the cane is at the top of its swing and nothing is going to stop it from whacking my bare cheeks now.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Stroke number seven lands near the top of my buttocks and I cannot believe how much sharper the stinging pain feels without my silk knickers. I cannot contain a loud. 

“Ahhhh” 

Or the vigorous movement as the pain is well above what I earlier called the unbearable level. 

Now another new problem. 

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Stroke number eight lands near the bottom of my buttocks while number seven stroke is still in its unbearable stage. So I now have an unbearable stinging pain at the top and bottom of my buttocks. No prizes for guessing where stroke number nine lands.

WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Right in the middle of my cheeks again.

Although trying my best not to, I am now moving about a lot as I try and cope with three lines of severe stinging pain at once.

Kim must be able to see the pain that I am in so maybe she will go easy on the last three strokes or maybe even let me off them. 

No such chance.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Cruel stroke number ten lands, not so sure where as the terrible stinging is right across my buttocks and every stroke seems to now intensify the pain over the whole area. My bottom is so sore and tender now that I think even if Kim just rested the cane anywhere on my rear then it would be painful.

Stroke number eleven arrives. 

WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

This time I can not contain myself and scream. 

“Aaahh, No!” 

I am doing a new form of break-dance now. Stroke number twelve cruelly lands soon after.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

I continue dancing for about another ten seconds until the pain becomes bearable again. 

Now I just lay there with a very stinging sore and hot bottom, it has been very painful but now I experience the same excitement as I did when I was slippered by Rob. I am so relieved to have to have got through that and I now feel in such a state of excitement that I could scream at the top of my voice with joy. I remember though that I am still secured to the horse and Lady Kim still has a very cruel dragon cane in her hand.

I am very relieved when I hear Kim step away and the other lady moves forward and releases first my wrists and then my ankles, I stand up and she hands me my dress, I quickly put it on to cover my modesty and then remove the knickers from around my knees, I am very much too sore to put them back on for the time being.

Kim walks over to me. 

“Well done you took that punishment very well indeed. I see so many men squirm under the dragon cane. I hope that I will have the pleasure of caning you again sometime.”

I think to myself. 

I am glad that Kim enjoys her work so much and after this experience I now cannot wait until I am doing the same to some well deserving backsides. 

I try my best not to let Kim and the other lady see the tears that have formed in my eyes.

I leave the house still in a bit of a daze and go to get in my car but then think about my poor very sore and tender bottom. I go to the boot and luckily there is still a bag of cloths that I need to drop into the charity shop when I next pass, I take a big pile of the cloths and make a soft as possible cushion on the driver’s seat and then very gently lower myself on top for the drive home.

When I arrive back home the first thing that I do is to head for the bedroom and look in the wardrobe mirror to see the damage that Kim and her cruel cane has done. My bottom now was not such a pretty site as it was after I was slippered by Rob. My whole backside is a lovely red colour but it also has corrugations all over from the welts that had developed from each stroke, there are also lines going around the side of my right buttock where the cane had curled. I would also guess from some of the marks that there was a chance that it was going to leave some bruising, I hope not. I don’t mind my bottom stinging to hell and being bright red all over or some nice red lines but a caning would quickly loose its appeal to me if it were to leave any bruises on my bottom especially as I take shower with my friends at the gym each week. I could just picture one of my friends coming up to me in the shower and asking.

“Sam what are those lines on your bottom?” 

“Oh those lines, they are just from the caning that I received the other night”

I decide that I would not want to be caned like that again for a long while as the slipper was the better option as it gave just as great a level of stinging but left no lumpy after effects, just a lovely smooth bright red bottom. I also decide that if anyone else fancied a caning such as I had just received then I would be more than happy to give them one as long as it was with a very whippy cane. I was very happy now that I had experienced such a severe thrashing as it will make it much more enjoyable for me when I cane others to know exactly what they are feeling, in fact I think it is very important for anyone who administers corporal punishment whether from the slipper or the cane to be on the receiving end first. Believe me it seems a lot more severe when you are on the receiving end compared to the administering end.

I cane my first client

The next week I am very busy preparing for my new found hobby. I find a lovely old vaulting horse on eBay for £60 which will be absolutely perfect to bend my clients over presenting their bottoms in the perfect position for me to whack. When it arrives I spend most of the day lying across it with my knickers around my knees pretending that I am about to be severely caned or slippered. Just the thought of that whilst lying there makes my breathing go wild. I also buy half a dozen dragon canes and some wrist and ankle restraints from a spanking website. I noticed that the website has many different types of canes but I decide to stick with just dragon canes as I still remember only too well how twelve hard strokes with one felt across my backside. I also find a pair of nice well worn size 10 black plimsolls waiting for me in a charity shop when I go in to donate some old cloths. The bottoms of the plimsoles are very smooth but just need polishing some more on a few willing backsides. 

I just cannot wait!

When the canes arrive I am pleased that I had ordered different thicknesses as the slightly thinner ones seem to be the most suitable for what I have in mind as they are very whippy. I soak them in water as recommended in the instructions and then have a play with them. They are quite heavy but so flexible that I can bend them into a U shape with no problem and the swishing sound through the air sounds both beautiful and terrifying depending on whether you are on the giving or receiving end. I had ordered all full length canes of around a meter, so it is clear that I will need some practice with my aim. How I wish that I had a willing participant to try them on, I bet there are many of men and women out there who would happily stretch across my vaulting horse to be thrashed by me if only they knew about me.

For now I can only dream of having a real target so for now I draw three chalk lines on a leather cushion then place the cushion on top of the vaulting horse. Over the coming week I spend many hours practicing hitting the different chalk lines at different strengths until I can hit them every time at full force, but how I wish that it could be a real bottom that I was thrashing instead of a cushion. I know my moment will come but the waiting is absolutely unbearable for me now that I have all the equipment and the skill needed to severely thrash any well deserving bottom.

I have cancelled my previous advert but I am fully prepared this time, so now is the time to place another it reads.

“Do you deserve a sound thrashing with a slipper or the cane, if so a very severe lady is waiting to oblige, phone xxxxxxx SW London.”

The slipper phone starts to ring regularly now. I vet all of the callers the best that I can and explain to them that it was a free service but I only wanted people who would be prepared to take a sound thrashing with no warm up or hand spanking first.

I decide to book just six people in per week to start with at 7pm and 9pm every Tuesday Thursday and Friday. Although I know that I am going to thoroughly enjoy every second of my new free service I realise that thrashing bottoms be it with a slipper or a cane at near full force was going to be a very physically demanding experience for me. Before I knew it I had my first week full so I needed to make sure that I had everything ready for my first day that was going to start with Andrew at 7pm and very interestingly a married couple together at 9pm tomorrow.

I have a nice room at the back of my place that I did not use, it is a large room with a wooden floor. I took the rug up to leave just the bare floorboards for a better sound effect from my high heels and a better echo from the swish and impact of the cane or the whack from the slipper/dap. I move all of the furniture and junk out except for one table and then I place the heavy vaulting horse in the center of the room and attach the wrist and ankle restraints to the floor near the bottom of each leg. I put the canes in a vase in the corner and one of Rob’s tartan slippers and one black plimsoll on the coffee table. Everything is ready now, I just need a stream of bottoms waiting to be severely thrashed with either a slipper, plimsole, dragon cane or even better all three. I just cannot contain my emotions until tomorrow I feel as I am going to burst with excitement. I know I will not sleep a wink tonight.

The day has arrived at last, I have my first two sets of clients booked in (I could not decide what to call the people that I disciplined, so I settled for client the same as we call our customers at work). 

Andrew is arriving at 7pm so I rush home from work and get in around 5.45pm. I shower then have a quick pasta meal and then start nervously rushing around and making sure that everything is just right so that my first victims, sorry clients will have the thrill of their lives. I place the slipper and plimsole on the table with one upright and one with the smooth sole showing, I have wiped olive oil into the soles to try to make them even smoother more stingy and give a louder impact sound. I have soaked the canes in the bath and have then also polished them with olive oil. I make sure that the canes are arranged in the flower pot as artistically as possible.

The horse is placed in the center of the room and even though the canes are of maximum length there is still plenty of room to swing them at full force. I have spent a lot of time fitting the ankle and wrist straps to the floor just in a little from each horse leg. I have created a system that allows me to tighten the straps with a small pulley that will allow me to pull the clients arms down raising their bottoms and lifting their feet off the ground if needed to get their bottoms on the top of the horse. I have set the hight of the horse to give me the ideal impact point when it has a nice bottom placed on top. I place a cushion on top of the horse and take a few more practice swings at full force. The sound of this alone sends my heart and breathing racing too much so I stop after six strokes.

Everything is now ready except for the question of what I should wear when thrashing someone’s bottom, I am lucky being an accountant has given me the ideal cloths, I just dress as if I was going to the office. I wear a white blouse unbuttoned a little at the top, a tight fitting grey skirt, dark self supporting stockings and high heels. I tie my blond hair in a ponytail as I have found out by now that it gets in my eyes when I am swinging a cane hard.

I sit down at twenty to seven and wait for Andrew to arrive, in twenty minutes after months of waiting I will soon be caning a real bottom for the very first time.

I pick up my clipboard and read through Andrew’s notes. When a potential client phones I like to have a very long conversation with them, firstly to see if I want to accept them and secondly to find out exactly what they want so that the time at my house is not ruined by having to ask questions, I want them to arrive and I greet them already in the role that they expect me to play.

Andrew has asked me to act like his strict lady boss in the office, he has made a very bad error at work and he is to be dealt a very short sharp punishment that he will never forget. 

Andrew was surprised by two things that I told him on the phone, firstly that I only used dragon canes and secondly that I do not use a safe word. I do not see any problem with either but because of this and the fact that it was Andrews first time with me he said he would not want to be restrained and would prefer to stay fully clothed. It was decided that he would take twelve near full force strokes. I know that even though twelve strokes does not seem a lot I remember taking twelve and it is a very severe punishment indeed, in fact I was very please that I was restrained during my thrashing from Kim as I think I would have got up after around the sixth stroke and then I would have always felt disappointed with myself.

When prospective clients ask my name on the phone I just tell them the truth “Sam” as I would like to think of all my clients as my new found friends with exactly the same interests as me so I do not want to lie to them from the start by giving them a false name, also the truth is that I do not really fancy the idea of somebody calling me by a different name.

7pm comes and goes, when it gets to ten past I start to think that Andrew has chickened out, then the bell rings and there is a smartly dressed man about forty stood there dressed in a blue shirt, well fitting white cotton trousers and boat shoes.

“Hello I am Andrew”

I reply very sternly.

“You are late!” 

“Is that a problem?”

“Only for you, your twelve hard strokes have now just become fifteen very hard ones”

I can see that Andrew suddenly looks a little apprehensive so I welcome him inside.

“Come on in I want to start thrashing your backside as soon as possible.” 

I can now see more than a little fear and apprehension on Andrews face.

I lead Andrew to my lovely thrashing room. The reason I named it so was because whoever entered it was about to get a real thrashing. I had previously looked on the net to find out more information about caning and slippering and found that there was so much rubbish on there like people being so called slippered with light sandals which made a noise and nothing else or tapped lightly with a cane. I myself do not see a point in any of that, I do not understand how anyone could ever be exited by being hand spanked, slapped with a sandal, tapped with a cane, warmed up gently or use a safe word whenever thing get a little hot. I can only see the excitement in a proper thrashing with a thick rubber soled slipper, plimsole or a very whippy cane. Yes the stinging sensation is something else at the time but afterwards the memory is there to savour forever. I have explained this to all of my clients on the phone so the lucky ones that are chosen have a good idea of what to expect when they arrive, I have also scared away many of my prospective clients on the phone by explaining this but they are all free to choose how they get their excitement. On the other hand I would never dream of using a stiff cane or landing a lot of cane strokes that could cause bruising, that is one of the reasons why I have chosen very long whippy canes to give a short sharp shock at the time with no lasting effects except for a very hot stinging bottom for a while after the caning.

I wish that Andrew had chosen to take the thrashing with his pants down as it is going to be harder for me to try to judge where I have not landed each of the strokes before and he will probably receive more double and treble ups now and maybe end up with a more severe punishment than if I could see the marks that I had to try to miss with as many strokes as possible. Anyway I have waited a long time for this and I know that I am going to really enjoy giving each and every stroke to his richly deserving bottom.

As we enter the thrashing room I see Andrew first looking at my caning bench come gym horse and then he glances at the slippers on the table before his gaze becomes fixed on the canes neatly arranged in the flower pot. 

I say to Andrew firmly.

“OK bend over there... No further over. Put your arms out straight and reach down the other side.”

Andrew is now stretched well over the horse with his bottom at the top and in just the right position to take the full force of my strokes.

I cannot believe that I finally have a real bottom stretched across my gym horse to severely cane.

I give Andrew some helpful advice.

“Don’t be tempted to put your hand in the way as I may accidently break your fingers. If you move or make any sound you will get extra strokes. In a moment you are going to receive 15 hard strokes with one of those lovely dragon canes over there.”

I see Andrew’s head turn to look at the canes, he looks very apprehensive now but he say’s nothing.

I walk slowly over to the canes trying to make my heels sound as loud as possible on the wooden floor. I choose one of my very whippy canes that I have soaked in water and coated with olive oil. I notice that Andrew has his head to the side looking at me so I bend the cane first of all around my backside and then into a U shape before letting it spring quickly back to straight again. Next I swish the cane through the air three times.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”

The noise on both the upswing and downswing is incredible. How glad I am that I bought these canes. I just hope that Andrew will appreciate them as much when the severe strokes start to land across his bottom. Andrew’s eyebrows are now raised and his eyes are wide open. He is looking very scared now. 

Good it has worked!

I walk slowly over to Andrew, my heels sounding nice and loud with every step. Being left handed I stand well to the right of Andrew to allow for the long cane. I am happy to see Andrews head turn towards me. I know from experience that he can just about see my legs.

I carefully lay the cane across the center of Andrews’s backside where the first stroke is about to land and then I slide the cane across his immaculate white trousers as I walk away to set the distance making sure that I am far enough away to allow for the curl of the cane around Andrews left buttock. When swinging a dragon cane it feels quite stiff but when on the receiving end of a proper stroke with the dragon it feels more flexible, almost like rubber as it cruelly follows the contours of the victim’s buttocks. I stand still and slowly I count to ten and then I say to Andrew. 

“I am just about to begin your fifteen severe strokes; do you have anything to say?”

Andrew replies with a very feeble. 

“No.” 

I know from experience that his mouth will be feeling dry now.

“OK then in five seconds time you will receive the first stroke and then the rest at about five seconds apart. Remember if you move or make excessive noise you will be given extra strokes. OK get comfortable I am about to begin.” 

I think that I had better put just a little more effort into each stroke as Andrew must have two layers protecting his bottom, his thin cotton trousers and his pants. I now silently count to ten seconds to let the tension build a little before... 

“Whooosh”   ”WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK.” 

The first stroke lands squarely right across the center of Andrews buttocks. I am so happy and exited to land my first proper cane stroke after all this time and preparation. Andrew lets out a squeal as if he is a little puppy, I can tell from his reaction that he was not expecting such a hard and painful whack. After a second I see him shake for three seconds as he goes through what I call the unbearable period. I know from my experience how much each stroke stings.

I wait for five second after landing the first stroke to make sure that the unbearable period has finished but as I lift the cane for the second stroke I get a big shock, there is a very clear line right across Andrew’s trousers left by the olive oil on the cane. It is very good for me to have a clear line from each stroke so that I can try and miss it with the next one but I wonder how Andrew is going to explain the lines on his trousers to his wife when he gets home.

Oh well I must get on, I have a bottom in front of me waiting for a severe caning.

“Whooosh”    “WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK.” 

I land the second stroke again with near full force across the top of Andrew’s buttocks. I can see a lovely clear line exactly where I aimed. I am enjoying myself now, this caning lark is easy. One second after the stroke lands Andrew starts shaking for about three seconds as he deals with the stinging and then he stops his dance, signalling to me that it is time for the next stroke. 

I land the third stroke at the bottom of Andrew’s buttocks.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

He lets out a groan before doing his three second dance routine again.

There are now three perfectly placed lines across Andrew’s buttocks, one dead center one right at the top and one at the bottom. I just have the task next of filling the gaps.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

Ten seconds later and Andrew now has five clear lines across his bottom all perfectly spaced. I know from my own caning that the whole of Andrews bottom now feels on fire and I also know that from the next stroke number six is when things are going to start getting a lot more painful because it is now impossible for me to find a fresh piece of bottom with the cane so the strokes from here on are doubled up on top of each other causing twice the sting.

I wonder if Andrew knows about the pain increase from the sixth stroke, if not he will do in five seconds time. 

I land Stroke number six even harder. 

“Whooosh”    “WHOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAACK.” 

The cruel stroke lands right in the center of Andrews bottom so accurately that I cannot see a new line, just the original one now slightly thicker. This time try as he might Andrew cannot stop himself from letting out a loud. 

“Ahhhh” 

He now starts his dance, but this time he also starts stamping on the floor like a rabbit. I remember from my caning that the unbearable stinging does not go away so quickly from this point on so even though I wait at least five seconds between the strokes it is unbearable stinging all the way for Andrew now. I have to keep a straight mind now; I cannot avoid giving Andrew double ups from now on but I want to leave the treble ups for as long as possible. How I am pleased to have the clear olive oil lines neatly painted across his bottom by the cane for guidance.

I now give each stroke my all.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

I land stroke number seven at the top and stroke eight at the bottom of his buttocks and then nine and ten in between. Unfortunately I had no option but to land each of these cruel strokes on top of previous strokes and Andrew has let out a groan for each one and also danced and stamped. I can see that Andrew is struggling to cope and with each stroke I am half expecting him to stand up and give in.

From number eleven onwards each stroke is gong to land on an area that has had two previous impacts so the stinging pain really is severe now, but I certainly do not hold back with each one. I have waited a long time for this moment.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

I land stroke eleven and he somehow still keeps his position.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

I land stroke twelve. Andrew does his stamping dance for a few seconds and then he starts to get up. 

“What are you doing?”

I ask angrily

“I have been counting, that was twelve”

“Have you forgotten you were late and I promised you fifteen?” 

Oh dear! I wish I had not said that I would give him fifteen. I can see that he struggled with the twelve.

I am then shocked by Andrew’s reply. Under his breath he mutters. 

“Fuck you”

I reply very angrily.

“I heard that Andrew. OK for the last three strokes you can take your trousers off.”

I am not sure what is going to happen next, but then I am very pleased to see Andrew begrudgingly remove his trousers before bending back over the horse in just his boxers.

I try to make my voice as fierce as possible.

“You can pull your pants down to your knees also”

As Andrew obediently drops his pants I can clearly see the effects of my work. His bottom is a very strong red colour all over with thick and thin welts quite evenly spaced. I do not know if he can take these extra three strokes, but then I realise that it has now been at least a minute from the last cruel stroke so that little bit of extra recovery time may have done him some good.

I rest the cane across Andrew’s burning bare buttocks and watch him flinch just as I did when Kim had done the same as she caned me. Yes Andrew certainly was a man with a very sore bottom now. 

I cannot decide where the last three strokes should land so I think that I will just land all three around the middle area somewhere but obviously try not to land any on top of each other.

“Ok Andrew three more strokes and the first one is going to be on its way towards your lovely bare cheeks in five seconds.”

I hear Andrew take a deep breath.

I also take a deep breath as I put all of my energy into whacking his bottom hard.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

The first stroke lands right in the center of his now bare buttocks with a much crueller sounding whack as it impacts onto his bare cheeks and I am amazed to see it leaves a thick white line where it impacts and then I watch as the white line very slowly turns back to red. I can then see a bigger welt slowly forming there. Andrew is dancing better than ever now so I realise that I need to get this over with quickly. I deliver stroke fourteen and fifteen just above and below stroke thirteen in quick succession.

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“Whoooosh”      “WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

Andrew’s hands quickly come down to protect his suffering bottom just in case I have any intention of landing any more strokes. He stands up still dancing and stamping on the floor. 

After about twenty seconds the dancing stops and Andrew lets out a 

“Whoooo” 

He pulls up his boxers very carefully and then very delicately pulls up his trousers.

After a couple of minutes I start to get a little worried. Andrew has got dressed without saying a word to me. I would have just liked a bit of feedback before he leaves being as he is the first person that I have ever caned.

Eventually Andrew turns to me and says excitedly.

“Do you know you have given me the most severe caning that I have ever had by a mile? I have been paying other women but it is obvious to me now that they do not even have proper canes. I just do not know how I took the caning from you, to be honest I would have got up half way through but I did not want to disappoint you seeing that you are giving your time for free. I know that I deserved a good caning and you certainly gave me one. Thank you very much.”

Andrew says goodbye before leaving. He did not seem to be in any hurry to taste my cane again but I think that he will be back sometime once he has forgotten how much the cruel things sting.

I think it fair to say that both of us found the experience very entertaining, exciting and rewarding. 

I just wished that I had remembered to tell him about the lines that the cane had left on the seat of his trousers before he left.

Husband and Wife

I have had a brilliant evening that I will not forget for a long time. Caning Andrew was as exiting as being caned myself but without having to deal with that terrible stinging sensation. I know that I could not take being caned or slippered many times a week but it seems there are unlimited people waiting for my services out there. Even while I was caning Andrew I have missed four different callers on the slipper phone.

The incredible thing though is that my first night is not even finished yet, in less than an hour’s time I have not one but two people coming. They are a married couple who have been arguing about which of them has the greater pain threshold and can take the most whacks of the slipper, with a very painful punishment being the unwanted booby prize for the looser.

At 9pm exactly my doorbell rings and there stands Kirsty and Alex. They are both in their middle to late twenties they both look very fit sporty types and are both dressed in grey tracksuit bottoms and white tennis shirts. kirsty is about 5ft 10 and Alex nearer 6ft tall, they both have dark hair and look as if they have both come straight off the tennis court or from the Gym.

“Hello I am Alex and this is my wife kirsty”

I show them into the living room picking up the clipboard with their notes on as I pass, if it were the usual person on their own I would have taken them straight into my punishment room to begin their thrashing but even though I had found out exactly what they wanted on the phone I had only spoken to Alex so I wanted to make it crystal clear to both of them what they were letting themselves in for. I had a read through their notes and then carefully spelt everything out to both of them.

“OK then both, I just want to go through everything with you both to make sure that you are both happy with the rules of the competition, please stop me at anytime if you are not sure about something or if any part is not what you expected or you want to ask any questions.”

I look at both of them to make sure that they are both nodding their heads in agreement as I speak.

“Ok then, I understand that you have both had a long running argument about which of you has the highest pain threshold and which one of you could endure the most severe slippering so you want me to make a competition for you tonight to find the answer once and for all. To spice things up a little you have both decided that the looser will then be secured across my caning bench and receive a judicial caning of six strokes with a long dragon cane. Are you both happy with that?”

They both nod and say yes together eagerly.

“I will give one of you a set number of strokes with the slipper or plimsoll and then the other, all of the strokes will be near full force but they will start through your tracksuits and move to your bare skin if there is no winner after the first rounds”

Both of them are still nodding happily. From the appearance it would seem that both of them are very confident of winning the competition and then gleefully watching their partner receive the booby prize.

“I need to make a few things clear about the judicial punishment that the unlucky looser will receive. You will be secured over my caning horse, it is the same horse as you will both be slippered over, the judicial punishment is the most severe and not for the faint hearted. After you are secured you will receive six near full force strokes on your bare backside about five seconds apart with a heavy whippy cane. Once the punishment has started there is no stopping no matter what you say or do, there is no safe word, if you move about or make too much noise I can decide to give you extra strokes. Now are you both entirely happy to accept all of this?”

They both nod and say yes again but they are both now not looking quite as confident as before. It seems as if they both thought that the slippering was going to be a doddle but neither of them fancied the caning. 

I suddenly realise at this point that I have not thought up a game plan, so I will just have to make it up as I go along. I just hope that they will both be able to take a good slippering to prolong my enjoyment as much as possible.

I lead them into my punishment room and watch both of their eyes working overtime moving between the gym horse, the canes and then the slipper and plimsoll on the desk.

“OK then, I would not think that you will feel like sitting down between your turns but if you both stand over there I will call you over one at a time”

I make sure they are stood where they will have a very good view of each impact on their partner’s suffering bottom”

“We just need to work out the order of play now. Who would like to go first?”

Silence.

“No problem guys we will draw straws”

I lead them both over to the canes neatly arranged in the flower pot and ask them to pick one each. Kirsy’s cane is just slightly longer. She gives Alex a smile after gaining the first victory of the day.

“OK Kirsty you have won the draw do you want to go first or second?”

“Second please.” 

She smiles broadly at Alex as she replies. 

Alex scowls back at her.

I am breathing deeply with excitement but I try my best to keep calm as I speak.

“We are ready to begin now, one round at a time. The person who gives in first will then receive the caning. You will have given up the moment that you refuse to take your position, ask me to stop, move to try and avoid a stroke or try to put your hand in the way of any of the strokes.”

I walk over and pick up the tartan slipper. I then squeeze its heel tightly in my hand.

“The first round is going to be 6 near full force whacks with this slipper over the top of your tracksuits. As you can see the sole is nicely polished, unfortunately my bottom has played a part in helping to make it so smooth but it is both of your bottom’s turns to play their parts now”

They both smile at that. Little do they know how much this slipper stings.

“Right then Alex, step forward to the vaulting horse and reach as far over the other side as you can”

Alex’s smile immediately disappears, he walks up to the vaulting horse and reaches over to the other side.

“Good now stand on tip toe, reach across and then relax back on your feet again, it is important that you adopt this position each time, your bottoms will then be in a perfect position for each whack. The stiller that you can keep the better for you as my whacks will land more accurately with less chance of them overlapping so much and if you make me miss hit I will give you the stroke again.”

“If you are comfortable Alex I will begin”

I see that Alex is silently mimicking me. I am going to enjoy turning his cheeks red raw even more now.

I squeeze the heel of the slipper tightly in my hand and then touch it on to Alex’s left buttock first and then his right to make sure that I am standing in exactly the correct place. I know that I am going to have to hit them both very hard if they are going to feel a decent effect through their tracksuits.

I lift the slipper above my head and bring it down with an almighty 

“WHAAAAACK” 

In the center of Alex’s left buttock, I see Alex move as if shocked by the force of the stroke, a few seconds later.

“WHAAAAACK” 

The same on his right buttock.

I look over at Kirsty and her eyes are wide open like she had never seen anything like it before. She looks at me and nods her approval.

A few seconds later 

“WHAAAAACK” 

Just slightly higher on the left buttock and then 

“WHAAAAACK” 

The same on the right 

Then 

“WHAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAACK” 

Another stroke each side at the bottom of each buttock. 

I know from personal experience that Alex’s bottom will be stinging all over now, but he seemed to take all six whacks no problem.

Alex stays in position until I speak.

“Well taken Alex, wait over there.” 

“Kirsty step forward please and bend right over the horse.”

Kirsty reaches right over, exactly as I had told her to earlier. I cannot help noticing what a nice bottom she has. Even though I go to the gym each week mine is not as nice as that. I am going to enjoy slippering this one even more.

I land the first stroke on Kirsty’s left buttock 

“WHAAAAACK” 

Then the same on the right one

“WHAAAAACK”

As I whack her she lets out an “Oooh” each time. 

I then give here two very hard whacks at the top of her cheeks

“WHAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAACK”

Then two at the bottom 

“WHAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAACK”

She takes all six strokes well and stays fairly still throughout.

I think this is going to be a very even contest, I can see why they were both so confident at the start. Even though I cannot see I know that both of their bottoms are going to be completely red now. I am quite surprised how well both of them have taken their first six strokes, yes they had their tracksuits protecting them but they were six very hard strokes with a heavy bendy rubber soled slipper that I know only too well can be a very cruel bottom chastiser in the right hands.

“Well done Kirsty, no problems there, you can go and stand back with Alex again. You have both completed round one with flying colours. Round two is the same again, six hard strokes but on you bare bottoms this time. If I were you I would take your tracksuits off and put over there or you will be tripping over them. You won’t need them again tonight; everything is going to be on your bare backsides from now on including the caning for the person who chicken’s out first.”

They now both look very apprehensive.

Kirsty then asks. 

“Did you want our pants off as well?”

“Yes! I did say bare. I want you both to feel the full effect from now on.”

They are now both stood there in just their polo shirts and socks and they seem to be almost enjoying themselves as they study each others bright red bottoms. I do not know if they are aware of how severe the stinging is from the slipper on bare skin but they are about to find out very soon. I am going to enjoy this.

“Will the first contestant please step up to the podium and bend right over again please.”

Alex steps forward and Kirsty waves him a little goodbye. It is so great to see a husband and wife doing something like this together, most of the people in the world only fantasise about this sort of think but sadly never quite have the courage to live out their fantasies.

Alex knows the score by now and stretches right over the horse presenting his bright red totally defenceless bottom to the mercy of me and my slipper. Unfortunately for both Alex and Kirsty I know that being slippered over two layers has lulled them into a false sense of security and I am afraid that is about to be shattered as soon as the first blow lands.

“If you are ready Alex I will begin”  

“Yea no problem”

These are all going to be near full force whacks again in the usual pattern on each cheek as I try my best to distribute the stinging pain evenly across the entire area of their bottoms.

I lift the slipper above my head and... 

“WHAAAAACK” 

I notice that the sound is a lot louder now on bare skin and more of a smack sound to it. Alex immediately jumps with shock as the severe whack lands on his left cheek and then he starts the break-dance routine. Two seconds later as he is still dancing as I land the next one 

“WHAAAAACK” 

Onto his right cheek, the break-dance gets quicker.

He has now worked out where the next whack is going to land and twists his body slightly in the hope of spoiling my shot. I adjust my position and catch him perfectly on the left buttock again

“WHAAAAACK”

And then before he can move

“WHAAAAACK”

I land an identical whack onto his right buttock. 

He is stamping on the floor now as he copes with the terrible stinging sensation. I would not be surprised to see his hand come out to defend himself at any time. I let the dancing die down a little before bringing another very hard and cruel stroke down 

“WHAAAAACK” 

Onto the left cheek and then 

“WHAAAAACK”

Onto the right cheek

I wait for 10 seconds for the dancing to stop before saying. 

“Well done Alex you can stand back over there again”

As Alex gets up from the horse he looks at Kirsty and shakes his head as if to say. No way will you take that! 

Kirsty looks a little bit shocked now. Just the sound of the slipper on bare skin alone is enough to scare anyone, let alone someone waiting their turn to have exactly the same onto their totally exposed bottom. It must be even harder for kirsty going second to see the effect that the cruel slipper has made on Alex’s bottom knowing full well that she is about to have exactly the same.

By the look on Kirsty’s face I am now expecting her to throw the towel in before having to take her turn, I hope she does not because I am enjoying this so much, maybe I should have only given them four whacks on the bare skin instead of six. I say as nicely as I can. 

“OK Kirsty it’s your turn again now.” 

Kirsty hesitates for a moment and then she looks at the canes in the vase and immediately walks to the bench and stretches right over. I can see by the way that she looked at the canes that she would have thrown the towel in at that point but then realised that six strokes of the slipper was going to be a better option than six strokes with a dragon cane. I think that maybe they had both underestimated the severity of the caning up to the point that they drew straws with the canes and then felt their weight and saw their length for the first time. I can’t help thinking just wait till the looser hears the swish of the cane for the first time as it is about to hit his or her bottom.

I do not know exactly how Kirsty is feeling at this moment but I know how I would feel if I was lying at full stretch, bent over a gym horse in a strangers house with my bare already deep red coloured bottom presented in the perfect position to take six very hard whacks on it. 

I must admit I do feel for Kirsty but I must make sure that I keep everything absolutely the same for both contestants to make things fair for them both.

Whichever one of them thought up the booby prize of a judicial caning for the looser is a genius, It makes it so much more important for them both to win, if Kirsty does not complete this round she will also have to endure the caning and Alex has already finished but if kirsty completes this round then Alex will have to go back to the gym horse to be slippered again and if he does not complete it he will get the judicial caning instead. I can hardly contain my excitement thinking about it. 

I say to kirsty as nicely as I can.

“If you are ready Kirsty I will begin” 

“Yes OK” 

Kirsty replies in a tone that sounds as if she had now accepted her fate. She has stretched herself nicely right across the horse and her perfectly shaped red bottom is just asking to be whacked, so I do not disappoint.

The slipper goes above my head and then... 

“WHAAAAACK” 

It impacts fiercely and very noisily onto Kirsty’s left cheek followed quickly by... 

“WHAAAAAACK” 

Onto the right cheek.

Although she must have had a good idea that the stinging was going to be severe from Alex’s reactions, she cannot stop herself from letting out a small scream as each impact lands, she moves about although not such a break-dance as Alex but she does know where the next impact is going to land and twists her body slightly trying to make a more difficult target for me. 

Unfortunately for Kirsty and her burning bottom there is not a chance of me landing anything less than a perfect impact every time now.

“WHAAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAAACK” 

Number three and four whacks land cruelly onto both cheeks. 

It is too much for her and Kirsty suddenly moves her right hand down to stop the final two impacts hitting her red raw bottom, but after a couple of seconds she changes her mind and moves her hand back out of the way of the firing line. He terribly burning bottom is now again at the full mercy of my cruel slipper. 

I grit my teeth as I bring the slipper down harder and louder than ever.

“WHAAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAAACK” 

Number five and six land very harshly. Kirsty lets out another scream, now both of her hands go to defend her bottom just in case I have miss counted. She moves about like a fish out of water for ten seconds or so as she copes with the terrible stinging sensation. When she calms down I say.

“Well done kirsty, you took them very bravely. Go and stand next to Alex again.”

It must have suddenly dawned on Alex now that he would shortly be bent over the horse again with the prospect of enduring another severe slippering or facing a severe caning. What an exciting game this is!

I quickly think of what I am going to do with them both next. I decide to have a very severe round and I break the news to them.

“The next round is going to be eight strokes with the plimsoll.” 

I see both of their heads turn quickly around to look at the black plimsoll lying on the table. I bet they are trying to work out how much more it is going to sting their bare bottoms compared to the slipper. I don’t know, I have been caned and slippered but never with a plimsoll. I am eagerly waiting to see their reaction to it.

I decided on eight strokes this round as I think it is time to bring the competition to a close sooner rather than later as their poor bottoms have suffered enough already, especially as one of them still has to take a caning tonight also.

I am watching Alex as he weighs the situation up, does he take eight with the plimsole or give up and take six with the cane. They both seem a lot more scared of the cane. I am about to find out which option he has chosen.

“Ok Alex when you are ready bend over again please.” 

Alex lets out a sigh and after thinking for a few seconds he walks over to the gym horse and stretches himself over it.

I can see now that not only is Alex’s entire bottom a crimson colour it also has a rough texture to it. I can’t help trying to imagine how sore it feels and how vulnerable he must feel with such a sore bottom fully exposed and ready to be thrashed by a female that he only met for the first time about an hour or so ago. I also cannot help thinking if he is wishing at this moment in time that he had never come across my advert. 

I have to admit that being in this position makes me feel very powerful. I just hope I do not die from over excitement though tonight.

Enough of my daydreaming, I suppose that it is time to get back to the business of thrashing those already burning bottoms. I walk around to the front of the horse and pick up the plimsoll. I can see both of them watching me closely. I squeeze the heel of the plimsoll tightly compacting the sides and I then flex the sole a few times. I can feel compared to the slipper that it is heavier and has a slightly smaller footprint, so I take it that it will be more painful, but I should find out for sure soon enough by Alex’s reaction to it impacting his already tender bottom. 

I walk slowly around to Alex’s burning bottom. He has been in position for quite a while now. 

I am intending in this round to administer the pairs of left and right strokes as quickly as possible after each other so as only to give them four sensations of what I call unbearable stinging, yes the stinging area will be twice as big but they will only have to deal with it four times even though they are taking eight strokes but to be honest looking at Alex’s poor bottom I think that he will throw the towel in this time quite quickly.

“Sorry to keep you waiting Alex. I am ready to begin now” 

I notice Alex take a deep breath and he tightens up as I speak.

I raise the plimsoll and bring it down with just about full power again... 

“WHAAAAACK” 

Onto his left cheek followed immediately by... 

“WHAAAAACK” 

Onto the right one, I see both of Alex’s buttock turn white as the impacts land and then fill with red colour again. Alex is now twisting from side to side desperately trying to stop the next impacts landing properly but. 

“WHAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAACK”

I make sure that I catch both of his already burning buttocks perfectly with number three and number four strokes. Alex is moving wildly now so I quickly give him more of the same... 

“WHAAAAACK”       “WHAAAAACK” 

Number five and number six strokes. 

His hand quickly moves down across his bottom and he yells to me. 

“No more! No more! That’s enough now you fucking bitch.” 

I leave Alex to deal with the terrible stinging for twenty seconds or so before announcing.

“A great effort Alex and congratulations to Kirsty.” 

With that announcement Kirsty’s face lights up and the relief is plain to see. She does not now need to go to the bench and face those dreadful stinging impacts again tonight, instead she can now relax and watch Alex take his booby prize of a judicial caning which I am going to enjoy giving him very much now that he has called me a fucking bitch.

Alex is still in position bent over the horse. I know that he must be disappointed as he was only two strokes short of completing that level. I try to make him feel better. 

“Well done Alex, take as long as you want and let me know when you are ready for the cane” 

His reply was to shock both myself and kirsty.

“I have not lost yet; we have both completed the same number of levels. For Kirsty to beat me she has to complete this level”

Kirsty and I both look at each other in shock. The relief has suddenly disappeared from Kirsty’s face as the realisation dawns on her that instead of now just sitting back and watching Alex take his caning she will instead be getting another severe slippering tonight or even worst a caning also. 

I think about it for a while before saying. 

“Alex you are correct! Kirsty can you come over when you are ready to receive your eight strokes please.”

As Alex walks back towards kirsty she gives him the sort of look that only a woman can give when their husband or partner has upset them but Alex is suddenly looking very smug and pleased with himself, he knows that it is very unlikely that Kirsty will be able to withstand many whacks of my cruel slipper and then he can stand back and watch me cane her.

Kirsty is now suddenly placed in this situation; she is going to receive another severe thrashing one way or the other. If she gives in now she is going to have a severe caning but if she carries on and can endure all eight of the severe strokes with the plimsoll she has won and can watch Alex being caned. If she gives in with less than six strokes she has lost and will be caned instead of Alex. 

If Kirsty takes seven strokes I worry that Alex could protest again, so I have already decided that if Kirsty makes it to seven strokes I will also bring stroke number eight crashing down on her bottom as quickly as I can although I do think it very unlikely that she will get that far.

I would think that Alex is hoping very much that Kirsty will throw the towel in now and then it will be he who can sit back and watch Kirsty being caned knowing that his already severely chastised bottom is safe from any further punishment from me tonight.

Kirsty suddenly walks towards the horse in a very determined mood. If I were a betting person I would suddenly not be quite so sure about Kirsty getting the caning tonight.

I wish that it was less than eight strokes. I hope Kirsty makes it as I do not really fancy slippering kirsty and then caning her, but now I feel that I would love to cane Alex as I think he should have taken his caning like a man and not left Kirsty with no choice other than to go back over the punishment horse and struggle to endure eight cruel whacks of the plimsoll to avoid the caning.

We are near the end now and I have to make certain that I deliver each stroke with near full force and accurately or the whole competition will be spoilt. I cannot allow any favouritism to creep in.

Kirsty lies bravely across the horse. I think that it must be very difficult for her knowing what is about to come. 

I prolong the wait no further.

“WHAAAAACK”      “WHAAAAACK” 

I turn both of Kirsty’s crimson cheeks white from the impacts before the red comes flushing back. 

Kirsty copes with the terrible stinging without a sound and without moving. I can tell now that she is 100% determined to see Alex caned and not her.

“WHAAAAACK”      “WHAAAAACK” 

I land number three and four, now Kirsty is twisting from side to side desperately trying her best to save her already fiercely stinging cheeks from the next cruel impacts.

Unfortunately for her I bring the plimsoll down very hard with maximum effect. 

“WHAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAACK.” 

kirsty’s bottom takes the fifth and sixth cruel impacts and she now knows that she is level with Alex. 

She calls out. 

“I hope you are watching Alex darling”

I can tell by her voice that she is struggling to cope but she bravely holds herself out still and straight to receive the final impact... 

“WHAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAACK” 

I bring stroke numbers seven and eight crashing down quickly and very loudly.

Kirsty’s hands move quickly to cover her terribly thrashed bottom because she is scared that maybe I have miscounted and will give her another severe whack of the cruel plimsoll. Her bottom really does look red raw.

I am so happy that Kirsty has managed to take that dreadful slippering to win the contest.

“Congratulations Kirsty, you are the winner. Go over and join Alex”

She has beaten Alex but has had had to take a terrible thrashing to do it but at least she had saved herself from the cane and settled their argument once and for all.

Please collect your booby prize

The moment that the last cruel whack of the slipper landed on kirsty’s bottom was the exact moment that Alex knew for sure than very soon he was going to be secured over the horse to receive a severe thrashing with the cane. Up until that moment there was every chance that his bottom could have escaped without any more chastisement this evening.

Anyway the winner and booby prize winner are now confirmed and so my full attention is now focussed on Alex who has now to endure the judicial caning. It is a good job for him that it is only six strokes and another good thing for him is that because kirsty had to return to the horse to be slippered again his bottom has had quite a long time to recover, it makes me wonder if that is why he made his wife endure that final round of strokes.

“Take as long as you want but when you are ready Alex we will get your caning done. It is only going to be six strokes as long as you behave yourself Alex” 

It has been a very long first day for me but this final caning is going to be the icing on the cake. I still cannot believe that I am living out my fantasies in my own home. 

I turn to kirsty next. 

“Would you like to secure Alex over the horse for me?” 

“With pleasure” 

She gleefully replies.

As Kirsty leads Alex to the horse I go over to find a suitable cane to administer the sound thrashing to his bottom.

Alex then suddenly stops us both in our tracks.

“I am not being caned by her!”

Kirsty and I both look at Alex with disbelief.

He then continues.

“I am not letting that cow whack me anymore. She has whacked both of our ass’s red raw tonight. There was no need for her to be as severe as that.”

Kirsty then pleads with him.

“Come on Alex take your punishment. You’re a bad looser. This was your idea anyway.”

Alex has seemed to have made up his mind.

“No I am not being caned by her. She obviously does not realise what that stupid plimsoll of hers feels like. If she lets me give her eight whacks of the plimsoll like she gave us I will accept her caning.”

Kirsty is apologetic.

“Sorry about that Samantha. I did not know that he was such a bad sport.”

Alex and Kirsty then start to carefully get dressed.

I then interrupt them.

“Ok Alex I will take your eight whacks with my plimsoll and then I will cane you.”

Alex thinks for a few seconds.

“Yes but if you move before you have taken eight I will cane you instead.”

This has taken me by surprise but I am committed now so I answer nervously.

“Yes OK”

I do not know if I can take eight whacks without moving but I am sure going to try my best. I really do want very much to cane him now.

Alex is now obviously loving this, he seems pretty sure that I will not take the eight whacks which will then save him from a caning with me getting it instead.

How the hell did I get myself in this situation? 

Alex very quickly takes on the role of a strict disciplinarian. He is already waiving the plimsoll about in his hand looking as if he cannot wait for my bottom to be presented to him for a sound thrashing. He suddenly develops a very stern voice. 

“OK when you are ready Samantha I want you to remove your skirt and bend right over that horse.”

I slowly remove my skirt and then walk to the horse and bent over it with my bottom half only covered with my thin white pants, self supporting stockings and high heeled shoes.

Alex has a really nasty tone to his voice now. 

“Remove your knickers also. I want you to feel every one of these whacks.” 

I stand up and pull my pants down to just below my bottom so as to give him a totally clear target but still slightly covering my modesty. 

I can’t help but to wonder what my work colleagues would think if they could see me now with a man who I have only just met for the first time two hours ago telling me to pull my knickers down and to bend over a vaulting horse that I bought on eBay so that he can slipper my bare bottom. 

Alex’s voice suddenly brings my attention back to the current situation.

“OK put your arms out straight, bend over stand on tip toes and then I want you to reach as far as you can over to the other side of the horse.”

I do exactly as Alex asks and find that I am now in a very comfortable and sexy position, my bare bottom does now feel very vulnerable and exposed with Alex standing behind me holding a very smooth soled plimsoll impatiently in his hand. I am very scared at this moment that I am getting eight strokes as Alex seems to be enjoying himself far too much for my liking. I know I will make his day if I suddenly say. 

“Alex stop!” 

I hope not, I can sense these are all going to be painful whacks and I will be so happy if I can just get through the eight and then cane his very deserving ass..

Alex leaves me lying in the sexy relaxing position for a couple of minutes while he stands silently behind me. I start to wonder how much longer he is going to leave me before I feel the first impact of the cruel plimsoll onto my sensitive bare cheeks. I also cannot help wondering how hard Alex is going to whack me. For the last hour and a half I have bent Alex over a vaulting horse and severely thrashed him with a slipper and then a plimsoll and when he could no longer take any more I planned to restrain him over the horse to severely cane him. 

I think I have just answered my question of how hard Alex will thrash me. I am now about to find out for sure the answer to my question...

“WHAAAAACK.” 

Without warning the plimsoll impacts on my right buttock very fiercely, the force of the impact takes me by surprise and makes my whole body jump and then... 

“WHAAAAACK.” 

A second later an equally powered severe blow lands on my left cheek. I feel the stinging and burning travelling through both of my cheeks. I was not even worried about the first two strokes before the start as I did not think that they would be a problem for me but I am lying here now with a very sore and stinging bottom just from the first pair. The bastard has obviously whacked me as hard as he can to make sure that I give in before he has finished, saving himself from a caning. 

I look around at Kirsty and see that her jaw has dropped in amazement, confirming what I had thought that Alex must have hit me with two full force whacks. He must be enjoying this after the terrible punishment I have given his poor bottom tonight.

I think about giving in already.

No.....No way!

The bastard leaves me just lying there with my stinging bottom. It must have been thirty seconds since the two impacts when without warning I hear the terrifying sound... 

“WHAAAAACK”     “WHAAAAACK.” 

Two full force whacks again on both cheeks exactly over the top of the last two whacks. The stinging is way above a bearable level now so I am moving about on the horse as I deal with it.

I can’t take anymore and put my hand out to cover my bottom. Alex seeing this starts laughing and says gleefully.

“Ha ha, you only managed to take four whacks. You should have experienced you stupid plimsoll before you whacked us both so mercilessly with it. Now get ready for the cane you cruel bitch!”

I instantly move my hand away and grit my teeth as I say.

“Carry on with the plimsoll when you are ready.”

Unfortunately I realise what I am letting myself in for and what is about to come.

I twist my bottom one way and then the other trying to stop Alex from getting a perfect impact with the plimsoll which I can sense he is desperate to land on my very sore bottom with the maximum of effect. 

I rest for a second without twisting and as soon as I am still... 

“WHAAAAACK”        “WHAAAAACK.” 

The two impacts land directly over the top of the previous whacks again. I scream out, this time the pain is different and even more severe. I have a terrible burning in both cheeks, I cannot understand why if feels so much more painful, it can only be because he has made sure that the whacks have landed on top of each other. I really don’t know how I can hold this position for two more. 

I bring my arm across my buttocks but somehow manage to move it again and I then hold on tightly knowing what is about to come.

A few seconds later.

“WHAAAAACK”         “WHAAAAACK.” 

Ahhhh! The bastard has stung my poor bottom to hell. I cannot cope with the terrible stinging sensation. I wriggle about like crazy with my hand covering my burning bottom just in case he has any ideas about whacking me more.

I wriggle about for another twenty seconds or so until the stinging subsides enough for me to deal with.

I am now overcome with relief and excitement knowing that I am about to cane that cruel bastards ass for him.

I regain my composure after a few minutes and then tell Alex sternly.

“Get your trousers and pants down and bend over the horse. You will need to be secured for this as there is no way you could hold your position for six strokes of my cane.”

I am glad to see that Alex suddenly looks more than a little worried.

I turn to Kirsty.

“Can you do the honours please and secure Alex over my caning bench.”

I go over to collect a very long cane that I have had soaking in water to make it whippier.

When I return to the horse with the cane I find that Kirsty had done a brilliant job of securing Alex over it. He is stretched tightly across it with his feet off the ground. Wow! How exposed his sore bottom must now feel with an angry woman stood behind him holding a long whippy cane that is capable of inflicting a very serious punishment.

As this is meant to be a judicial caning and there is only going to be six strokes I think that I ought to try and build the tension a little first. I can see how much Kirsty is enjoying things so I think I will make it last a bit longer and also try to scare Alex at the same time. 

My cheeks are still burning to hell from the terrible slippering that Alex has just given me. That should help to give me a bit extra sting into my strokes, but a bit of fun first.

Firstly I walk around to the back of Alex and rest the cane across his buttocks. He flinches as his buttocks are still very sore now. I lift the cane and watch him tighten as he expects the first stroke to land. I then walk around to the font of Alex and after making sure that he is watching I put the cane behind me and then bend it around my bottom until the two ends are touching at the front. 

I look at Alex’s face and am happy to see that he now looks terrified, I then look at Kirsty’s face and can see that she is absolutely loving every second. 

Kirsty now decides to change her position so that she can have an even better ringside view of every stroke landing onto Alex’s poor bottom.

I swish the cane through the air three times.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

The sound as always on the upswing and down swing was incredible, now not only was I excited I could see that Kirsty was highly excited also. Poor old Alex looks a little apprehensive though. As I have said before the swishing sound of the cane is always the same but it is the most beautiful sound if you are caning someone and the most terrifying sound if you are being caned but at least two out of three of us are revelling in its beauty this evening. 

I now walk around to the end where Alex’s red bottom is displayed and I make sure that he hears every slow step as my heels hit the wooden floor. 

Now finally I lay the cane across Alex’s bottom and adjust my stance. This is now the time to make sure that Alex is just a little bit scared before the punishment has even started.

I speak in a very stern voice.

“Alex you have lost the contest so now you unfortunately have to endure the booby prize of a judicial caning of six severe strokes with the dragon cane administered onto your bare backside. If I feel that you are moving excessively or making any undue noise then I will add extra strokes. From when the first severe stroke lands nothing will stop all strokes from being completed and all strokes will be delivered about five seconds apart. Do you have anything to say before I begin?” 

If that did not scare him nothing would. I look over to Kirsty who is nearly wetting herself with excitement. 

Alex decides for once to keep quiet.

“OK Alex I am about to begin. The first stroke will be delivered in five seconds from now. I count slowly to ten in my head and then...

“Whooosh” “WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK.” 

The first severe stroke lands dead center across Alex’s already sore bottom, there is a thick white line where it lands and then it changes back to red again before rising into a welt. Alex lets out a slight groan and tugs a little at his restraints. 

I wait five seconds and then...

“Whooosh” “WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK.” 

I land stroke number two at the top of Alex’s bottom. 

And then five seconds later... 

“Whooosh”  “WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK.” 

I land number three at the bottom of his cheeks. For the first time my aim is a little out and a little lower than I would have liked and has gone into the crease between Alex’s bottom and his legs. Alex jumps with the sharp pain and shouts out loudly.

“YOU FUCKING STUPID BITCH!”

I am shocked to hear the outburst and I look over to Kirsty who looks very surprised also. Kirsty puts two fingers up to me and mouths silently. 

“Two extra strokes”

I say firmly. 

“Alex you are to receive two extra strokes for that outburst. You now have five more strokes remaining.” 

Alex replies. 

“No fucking way! You don’t know how much that fucking thing stings.”

I reply angrily.

“Three more strokes now.”

“No way! Get lost!”

“Four more strokes now Alex.”

“Get lost you stupid bitch. Let me cane you with it. See if you like it.”

“No it’s OK Alex, I will decline your kind invitation this time even though it sounds very tempting. Oh and by the way that’s five extra strokes now. Do you want to keep answering back?”

Kirsty then interrupts.

“Alex if I were you I would shut up.”

Alex takes her advice and remains quiet.

I continue.

“Ok then Alex just five extra strokes. You have ten more to come.”

Alex replies in an instant.

“It should be eight more!”

“Yes I am only joking with you Alex, just checking that you are till awake. OK then eight more severe strokes to come and here is the first.”

I hold the cane across Alex’s buttocks for a long time to let the tension build. I then lift it and watch as Alex tenses up preparing for another severe impact on his already suffering bottom. I rest the cane back across his buttocks again and watch him relax slightly. 

I then lift the long whippy cane very high...

“Whooosh”   “WHOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAACK.” 

Number four stroke lands perfectly at the top of his buttocks between the welts of number one and two strokes, Alex moves about as he copes with the severe stinging and is pulling at the restraints that his wife has so carefully fastened. This time Alex makes sure that he keeps his mouth quiet. Little does he know that the worst was yet to come? As soon as I see Alex’s dancing from stroke number four subside I administered stroke number five. 

We are all used to the sound by now... 

“Whooosh” “WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK.” 

I aim the stroke perfectly on the lower part of his buttocks between the welts caused by stroke number one and three, Alex’s bottom is now not only a perfect crimson colour all over but also has five impressive welts placed evenly across the entire with of his backside, the big problem for Alex begins now with the dreaded sixth stroke, it is from now on that there is no uncaned area of his backside left and I am forced to double up on the strike areas which I know from experience doubles up that terrible stinging pain. All I can do now is to get on with it and get it over for him as quickly as possible.

“Whooosh” “WHOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAACK.” 

I land number six stroke bang on top of the welt from number one stroke, turning it white and flattening it for a second before it turns redder and bigger than before. 

Alex lets out an almighty. 

“Ahhhh” 

He is moving about as much as possible while having his wrists and ankles secured. I wait for five seconds for the dancing to subside but as there is no sign of that happening. 

“Whooosh”   “WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK.” 

I bring number seven stroke down heavily just above the center and then a few seconds later 

“Whooosh”   “WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK.” 

I bring another terrifying cruel stroke down just below center on Alex’s already severely chastised bottom. 

He lets out another 

“Ahhhh” 

And dances for about fifteen seconds as the unbearable stinging sensation slowly subsides. 

I bring down the final three strokes very hard and in quick succession.

“Whooosh”    “WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK.” 

“Whooosh”    “WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK.” 

“Whooosh”    “WHOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAACK.” 

Alex goes in to Break Dancing overdrive. 

Kirsty and I both watch on in astonishment at the free show until after bout thirty seconds or so Alex calms down again. 

I ask Kirsty to untie his restraints then Alex stands up slowly as if he has suddenly turned into an old man. 

He walks over to me and says.

“Do you know that you are a real cruel bitch with your canes and slippers? We were going to ask you for twelve strokes of the cane for the looser but Kirsty talked me into asking for six, I am glad that she did now. For a woman of your size you don’t half do a severe thrashing with the cane and the slipper. Even though you have thrashed me so mercilessly I want to apologize for swearing at you”

“No need to apologize Alex, it gave me an excuse to give you the extra strokes and I thoroughly enjoyed giving you every single one. I have had a great evening with you both, I really have thoroughly enjoyed every single second.”

As Alex and Kirsty are getting dressed I over hear them talking. 

“Well done Kirsty, I never thought that you could ever take such a slippering as you did tonight but you would have not been able to take eleven strokes of that cane”

“Do you want to bet,” replies Kirsty.

Maybe I am going see those two back again soon. Let’s hope so.

As I travel to work the next morning I cannot stop thinking about the events of last night even for a second. I am still feeling highly exited about every part of it, I almost faint with excitement every time I replay in my mind Alex telling me to pull my knickers down and bend right over the vaulting horse ready to take a thrashing with the plimsoll.

My mind is still occupied fully with the events of last night as I take the lift to the sixth floor where I work; I am holding a well needed latte in my hand. As I walk past our reception desk where Julie is on duty this morning she calls out to me.

“Morning Sam, what did you get up to last night?”

Now Julie was Just being friendly and trying to start a conversation but being as my mind was not functioning fully at this time of the morning and was on override with last nights events this simple question plunged me into panic and I could not think of an answer so I just replied.

“Um, Um, oh, ah, oh nothing much really.” 

I could feel my face starting to blush.

I headed quickly for the safety of my office where I sat back with my latte and smiled to myself as I tried to picture what Julie’s reaction would have been if I had answered her question truthfully about what I got up to last night.

“Well Julie I arrived home and after having a quick shower I made myself a very nice and quite spicy pasta meal. 

About an hour after finishing my dinner Andrew arrived and I told him to bend over the vaulting horse that I had bought quite reasonably on eBay, I then gave him a very severe and painful caning consisting of twelve strokes with my dragon cane over his trousers and then after I had told him to remove his trousers and pants I gave him three more cruel strokes of the cane on his bare bottom. 

Next a lovely couple Alex and Kirsty dropped in. I told them to take it in turns to bend over my vaulting horse so that I could give them both a very severe slippering, firstly six hard whacks each while they wore their tracksuit trousers and then I asked them both to remove their tracksuits and pants before giving them both a very severe and painful six whacks each with the slipper on their bare bottoms.

Next I told Alex to bend over the horse again; I then gave him a very severe thrashing consisting of six very painful whacks with a size 10 plimsole, I then gave kirsty an even more severe thrashing consisting of eight very painful whacks with the plimsole.

I next told Alex to again bend over my vaulting horse while his wife secured his wrists and ankles and I then proceeded to give him eleven very severe cruel strokes of my dragon cane on his already very sore bare bottom.

Oh and I nearly forgot. Alex at one point in the evening told me to take my skirt and knickers off and to bend over my vaulting horse. He then gave me a severe and painful slippering consisting of eight very hard whacks of a size 10 plimsoll on my bare bottom.

Then I decided to have an early night, How was your evening Julie?”

After that first great night in my home I have had many more similar interesting and exiting evenings and have now met many people with the same interest as myself who have finally overcome their reservations and are now living out their fantasies each week as I do.

It has taken more courage for me to put down my experiences in this book than it did to book myself in for twelve strokes of the cane with Kim or to pick up the phone the first time that I had advertised my free slippering services. I hope that you have enjoyed reading this book as much as I have enjoyed living the experiences that I have written about inside.

I wish you all a very fun filled life of living your fantasies....Sam

Disclaimer: I have changed all of the names of the people in this book to protect their identities. I do not condone any of the practices in this book and do not recommend that anyone tries out such practices or gets in any situation with another person without first seeking professional advice and researching all of the potential pitfalls and dangers beforehand, every person portrayed in this book was a fully consenting adult. 

*******************

Some more books on kindle by Samantha Jones

WARNING: The following previews are suitable for ADULTS ONLY! The stories contain detailed accounts of canings, spankings with a plimsoll, BDSM and explicit sexual content. They are not suitable reading for anyone under 18 years of age.

**********************

Caned by my Wife’s Friend

By Samantha Jones

“After 8 strokes I am twisting about non-stop desperately hoping that her strokes will not connect properly but the merciless bitch keeps them all coming with maximum effect.”

My almost perfect life

Wham bam thank you mam

An unwelcome visitor

A nasty surprise

The slipper again

Time for the cane

My revenge

You are for it now

The tables are turned

**********************

My almost perfect Life

My name is Jake and I am pleased to say that although I do not have quite the absolutely perfect lifestyle, at 31 years of age I have managed to forge quite a comfortable one for myself. I have a very nice job as a branch manager of an estate agents and a very loyal but slightly unexciting wife named Jane who is quite an attractive looking blond aged 27.

As Jane is a little unadventurous in bed and although I get a lot of attention from the girls in the office I have been driven into having a long term affair with Rachael who is my boss Henry’s wife.

Rachael is much younger than Henry, he being 55 and Rachael 38, and although Rachael is 11 years older than my wife Jane and does not have quite as good a figure I find sex with her more exciting as she always seems to be absolutely gagging for it every time that I call around and she certainly knows how to please a man, which makes me wonder why the hell that Henry does not show a little more interest in her.

It is very convenient for Rachael and me that Henry stays away quite a few nights as he visits his other branches around the country and I almost feel it my duty to take the time and energy to make sure that his neglected wife Rachel is getting what she deserves, so I make the effort to give her a good seeing to at least once a week and fortunately my wife Jane never questions my absence as she thinks that I am just playing football, working late or just out with the lads. The best thing about Jane is that whatever time I get home she always has a lovely meal waiting for me.

I said that my life is almost perfect well it would be except for the one big thorn in my side, my wife’s best friend.

Her best friend Deborah is the owner of the riding stables where Jane spends much of her spare time and she could not be more different from my wife. Jane is quite tall and slim with naturally blond hair and is always very polite without a bad word to say about anyone but Deborah on the other hand is a 33 year old mutton dressed as lamb crass woman who has bleached hair and is slightly overweight but still somehow manages to squeeze into clothes that would not look out of place on a 20 year old. Whenever she is not dressed as a tart she is in her horse riding gear, I always laugh to myself when I see her dressed that way as her jodhpurs are way too small for her big fat ass and I always watch intently as I am sure that at any moment they are going to give up the fight and split open.

Debora’s slutty appearance is not a problem for me but for some reason the vulgar woman seems to have a personal vendetta against me and whenever we meet I have to bite my tongue as she takes constant digs at me, making it very clear that she thinks her best friend could have done much better. She is also a very intimidating woman and always seems to show her authority by carrying her riding crop around with her. Whenever she comes to our house she always seems to leave it lying menacingly on our kitchen table. 

Since Deborah’s husband died at home suddenly a couple of years ago Deborah has lived alone and has become even more unpleasant towards me every time that we meet, so I try to avoid the vile woman at all costs.

Wham bam thank you mam

As my boss Henry is out of town for the night I head straight from work to his lovely country mansion to take care of his wife’s needs. Even though I have been shagging Rachael at least once a week for the last two years the sex is still quite exciting. Every time that I pop around to her house she seems to be absolutely gagging for it like a woman possessed, but then I suppose that it is every married woman’s dream to have a much younger fit and handsome man call around to shag the ass of her every now and then.

Tonight is no different to most nights when Henry is out of town. I arrive at his house to find Rachael waiting for me in a skimpy black nightdress that leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination. As usual I waste no time in giving her what she has probably been dreaming of for days wham bam thank you mam. I lead her quickly up to the bedroom and I then give her a gentle shove so that she falls backwards onto the double bed.

***********************

Caned by my Cruel Wife

Chapter 1 Fed up with the wife.

Aged 34 and after 12 years of mundane marriage I succumbed to temptation and left my wife to live with her younger sister. It was very exciting to begin with but after 8 months the novelty has definitely worn off and I find that I am now living with a slightly younger version of my nagging wife. If I could turn the clock back I would stay with the slightly older version, at least she lives in a nice 4 bedroom house and not a poky little flat, at the time I did not stop to think that by leaving my wife for her sister that I would still be controlled by the same condescending mother in law.

My day off from the office has not been a good one today; I have had a rotten day on the horses so I can see another big argument tonight when Sue gets home from work.

I hear the front door, good Sue is home. I hope that she is planning to cook something decent tonight, I am starving!

As Sue walks into the living room her face tells me that she is on the warpath yet again.

“Bloody hell Darren, have you been lying on that couch all day? What have you cooked us?”

“You must be joking Sue, this is meant to be my day off. If you can’t be bothered to cook we can get a takeaway again.”

“Ok order what you want then, get a bottle of wine as well. I want to have a talk with you tonight.”

“Ok babe, I will order the usual from the curry house.”

As we eat our Indian takeaway I notice that Sue has her serious head on and after the onion bhajis she speaks.

“Listen Darren, I don’t need to tell you that this is not working. We know that we have both made a big mistake; it is time for us both to move on. I want you out of my flat as soon as possible!”

“Oh that is charming Sue. I leave your sister for you and a few months later you throw me out onto the street. You and your sister are no different; you are both a couple of evil bitches. Don’t worry I have had a guts full of you also. I will be out of here by the end of the week.”

Where the hell am I going to go? I know where I want to go but there is no chance of Jane taking me back now that I have been shagging her sister. I will go and see her tomorrow after work anyway just on the off chance that she can find forgiveness.

The next evening after work I am ringing the doorbell to the lovely house that was my home just eight months ago. My wife Jane answers the door.

“Hello Darren. Have you forgotten that you moved eight months ago?”

“Jane I am so sorry for hurting you. I have been a completer fool. I have told Sue that I have made a terrible mistake. How can I ever make it up to you?”

“It’s Ok Darren. Sue has already phoned and told me that she has thrown you out and that you might be coming around to beg me to take you back.”

“Yes I am begging you Jane. I will do whatever I can to make it up to you.”

I am pretty sure that I do not have a snowballs chance in hell of Jane taking me back but I am gobsmacked by what she says next.

“Darren, you can move back in as soon as you like but on one condition.”

“Jane anything, you can lay down any conditions, I promise that I will be the perfect husband from now on.”

“Ok then Darren. You can move back in as long as you will allow me to punish you properly for your misbehaviour and I do not mean just once, you will accept my punishment without question and the moment that you refuse you will be out on the street. Is that clear?”

“Yes of course Jane. Thank you.”

I cannot believe that Jane has taken me back. I don’t know what her punishments are going to be but I hope that she plans to put me over her knee and give me a spanking for shagging her sister. I had better go and get my things. Result!

Chapter 2 Parcels arrive

I moved back in with Jane the next evening and after a week things are back to pretty much as they were before I had left her to live with her sister. There was a very awkward evening last night when Jane and Sue’s mother Janet called around, she is a very large and intimidating woman but I am glad to say that she completely ignored me for the whole evening, which suited me fine, far better than us making small talk and pretending that we like each other. I also discovered in the week that Sue and Jane are back on speaking terms again.

The only differences from before I left is that now Jane and I are a little more polite with each other and also Jane appears to be ordering a lot of things online, there seems to be a parcel nearly every day, I don’t know or bother to ask what she has been buying but as it is with her money I do not really care. I think that women always spend money when they are upset.

As I drive home from work I am looking forward to a good meal tonight as Jane has had the day off and has hopefully spent it in the kitchen making a decent meal for us. 

I park the car in the drive and walk into the kitchen. I am disappointed to see that there is no food cooking and also Jane has moved all of the chairs away from the kitchen table and put them in the corner of the room and I am just looking at an empty kitchen apart from the small but heavy solid oak table that is stood on its own in the center of the room.

Jane then enters the kitchen.

“Hello Darren had a good day at work?”

“Yes it was OK I suppose. Where’s the food?”

“We are going to be eating a little later tonight, go up and get changed first.”

I go to the bedroom and change out of my suit and into a Rugby shirt and tracksuit trousers; I then head back down to the kitchen.

Jane is stood waiting for me in the kitchen.

“Ok then Darren I am going to start your punishment tonight, I want you to stand facing the table.”

“Stop messing about Jane and get on with the food.”

Jane’s face suddenly turns very serious.

“I am not messing about Darren I am 100% serious, do you think that I am going to let you fuck my sister and then take you back without punishing you? I am going to make sure that you do not forget this incident for the rest of your life. Tonight is just the start of your punishment and is a very light session but if you do not except it then you know where the door is.”

It seems that I have no option but to humour her, so I do as she asks and stand facing the kitchen table.

I watch as Jane goes to the larder unit, when she opens the door I have a big surprise as I see that she has removed all of the tins from the cupboard and instead has about 6 canes hanging inside as well as some other strange looking things.

Jane takes a very long looking cane from the cupboard.

Suddenly I am pretty scared, it is quite obvious that she intends to cane me and while I must admit that I have sometimes fantasised about being caned by a woman it is a different story when I really do have a woman standing behind me wielding a cane and especially a woman whose husband has just been shagging her younger sister.

************************

A Well Caned Husband

I am James and this is a true story of how I met and married the woman of my dreams, until the day that her darker side emerged. From that moment on I was to spend much of our time together stretched across a vaulting horse having my backside mercilessly caned, or thrashed in other ways by her. Thanks to Samantha for helping me to put my incredible story into words.

“I hear Tamsin walk over to the chest of drawers and I then watch her stand the long cane up against the wall, she then walks around behind me and I feel her long fingers reach around to the front of my football shorts to undo the lace, she struggles for a while because I am tied so tightly across the horse, but eventually the bow is undone and I then feel her pulling my shorts down until they are around my knees. My poor bare buttocks now feel totally exposed and vulnerable to this crazy woman with her cruel cane. I really cannot take 6 more strokes at such a force.

************************************

Yes Boss

Chapter 1 Photo Shoot Sting

At the moment life is not so glamorous being a fashion model. The work come in dribs and drabs and it seems that if a photographer gives work to a model, he more often than not expects a blowjob as a sign of the models appreciation after the shoot.

I have been offered some work by a new photographer this evening. The pay is good but one of the girls at my agency did warn me that he is a bit of a pervert. With it now being two weeks since my last shoot I cannot afford to turn anything down.

I arrive at the studio at 4pm; I buzz the intercom and I am let inside. I see that there is just a photographer and a makeup girl working there. I introduce myself.

“Hello I am Rebecca.”

“Hello Rebecca. I am Graham pleased to meet you.”

“Hi Rebecca, I am Susan and I will be doing your makeup. Are you ready to begin?”

“Yes.”

Susan shows me the clothing for the shoot, there are various types of sports gear, it is all very sexy stuff with short skirts. There are kits for tennis, hockey and netball.

I dress in the tennis kit first and Susan does my makeup and hair as Graham gets the set ready.

After 45 minutes I am all made up in my tennis kit and I head for the studio floor. On seeing me Graham calls to Susan and tells her that she can go home now. Susan says her goodbyes and is off.

The shoot goes very well, Graham seems to be very competent in his job and he takes many photos of me in the various sports kits. My final set of photos is taken with me in the hockey kit of white blouse, a short grey pleated skirt and long white socks. I even have matching grey knickers as the skirt is so short, I have my long black hair tied in a ponytail.

The final set of photos goes very well and eventually Graham puts his camera down.

“Well done Rebecca. I think that you and I are going to make some big bucks together.”

I am so happy; it will be great to have some regular work at last. Graham continues.

“The only thing that I ask Rebecca is that you turn up on time in future.”

“Oh I am sorry Graham. I thought that I was spot on 4pm.”

“Yes you were but you should always get to a shoot at least 30 minutes before so that the photographer does not have to wait around while you put your make up on.”

I had never heard of that before but I will make sure that I am 30 minutes early next time; I do not want to lose this sort of work. 

All of a sudden Graham gets very serious.

“Right Rebecca, so that you do not forget next time I am going to have to spank you.”

I can feel myself blushing; I can tell by his tone that he is not joking and really does want to spank me. I have never done this sort of thing before but I suppose it is better than him asking me for a blowjob.

Graham sits down on a stool and beckons me to him. When I get to him he pulls me across his lap. I am glad that he cannot see my face now as it must be bright red with embarrassment.

I feel Graham lifting my pleated hockey skirt up out of the way and then I get a shock as he unceremoniously pulls my knickers down to my knees. Now I get an even bigger shock as I see him pick up a very large carpet slipper from the floor. 

I did not bank on getting whacked with a slipper.

I feel the slipper resting on my left cheek; it then leaves my cheek and a second later.

“WHAAAACK”

Graham smacks it down onto my cheek very hard; the sting from the whack is unbelievable across the whole of my left cheek. A second later

“WHAAAACK”

He brings it down with the same force onto my right cheek. My whole backside is stinging now and then a couple of seconds later.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

The third and fourth whacks are unbearable; the stinging has now more than doubled as the whacks land on top of each other. I can’t take anymore of this, so I quickly get my hand across my burning bottom in case he plans to give me anymore.

Graham lifts my arm out of the way and then.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

After the 10 whacks my bottom is now stinging to hell. I jump up and run around the room for a minute as I cope with the terrible stinging. 

I never had a clue that he was going to spank me as severely as that. I am not going to let him get away with it so I hatch a plan. Eventually the stinging subsides enough for me to gather my composure and I say to Graham.

“Wow! I have never had that at a photo shoot before Graham. I was expecting to give you a blowjob at the end of the shoot.”

I see Grahams eyes light up, he has taken the bait. He says excitedly.

“Don’t let me stop you Rebecca.”

“I’ll tell you what I will do Graham, if you can take 10 whacks of the slipper the same as I did without moving, I will give you a blowjob to remember.”

Graham thinks for a few seconds before replying rather apprehensively.

“Ok then you’re on.”

“Right then Graham, drop your trousers and pants and bend over that trestle.”

I am scared stiff that Graham is going to change his mind at any moment, but he obviously does not know how much that slipper stings and he drops his trousers and boxers and bends over the trestle with his hands on the floor opposite.

I am nervous now. I have no intention of giving this man a blowjob after he has stung my bottom so terribly, so I have to make sure that these 10 whacks are unbearable for him and even though he knows that it will cost him a blowjob he will have to move when the stinging becomes too intense.

I pick up the slipper and squeeze its heel tightly in my left hand and I then stand behind Graham and rest it first on his left and then right cheek. I need to get this right. I am sure that he will not be able to stay still for 10 of my full force whacks. I decide to do all the whacks in quick succession as hard as I can and on alternating cheeks. 

Well here goes.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

I bring the slipper down as hard as I can onto both of Grahams cheeks, the smacking sound is incredible. Graham almost stands up but gets back into position again.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

After the fourth whack Graham stands up.

“I can’t take anymore. The stinging is bloody terrible.”

He doesn’t need to tell me how much that damn slipper stings.

I smile at Graham.

“That’s a shame Graham; I was looking forward to giving you a blowjob. I guess that I will see you next time then.”

Now that I have whacked him he is even more desperate to shoot his load into my mouth. He bends back over the trestle.

I do not keep Graham’s bright red bottom waiting long.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

Graham stands up again but quickly bends back over the trestle; as soon as he does I give my best shots. 

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

Graham is starting to get up again but this time I catch him with the final two before he has a chance to stand.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

Graham jumps up and paces around the room with his trousers around his ankles, he eventually stands facing me expectantly. I open my mouth, but it is only to speak.

“Thanks for the shoot Graham, give me a call when you have another.”

“But I have taken ten whacks, what about what you promised.”

“Oh that was if you did not move, you were up and down more than a brides nightdress Graham.”

I then make a quick exit, leaving Graham standing open mouthed and with a very sore and red backside.

Later that night I decide to get out of modelling and to get myself a proper job. 

Wow! Little did I realise that I was about to go on the rollercoaster ride of my life. My life as a model would seem very dull by comparison and my poor bottom was going to sting a lot more.

*****************************

Caning Academy

Chapter 1  Over the bike

During my final year at university I have found the money situation to be very tight, so on the advice of my friends I have taken up some part time modelling work. Even though I have the build of a model being five foot eleven tall, slim with long legs and long black hair I have only had dribs and drabs of work so far but today I am starting with a new studio that seems to have plenty of work and has offered me over double the rate that I have been getting up until now. Fingers crossed that they will like me, this could be the first step to paying of my student debts.

When I arrive at the photo studio I ring the bell and a few seconds later I hear the door unlock so I wander inside. I am met in the reception area by a friendly looking lady with brown hair; she is in her late twenties or early thirties. I introduce myself.

“Hello I am Samantha; I am here for the photo shoot.”

“Hello I’m Lucy pleased to meet you. You look a real stunner; Max is going to love you. You are little early, Max is going to be another 30 minutes or so with his current shoot but I will start your make up and help you to change.”

Lucy leads me into the changing room next door and I am very pleased that it has a window so that I can watch Max at work with another model as I get ready.

The studio is very impressive, it has very sophisticated lighting and standing in the middle of the floor is a bright red Italian motorcycle. There is a beautiful looking very tall and slim model posing with the motorcycle, she is dressed as a grid girl the same as you would see on TV holding an umbrella before the start of an important motorcycle race or car race. The model has very high heeled shoes on with very tight and extremely small red shorts making her legs look incredibly long, she is wearing a very tight red T shirt with the sponsor’s names on it. Her long blonde hair is being blown about by the studio’s wind machine. I cannot help but to feel slightly intimidated by her beauty and professionalism. I can see by the way that she drapes herself over the bike that she is both very experienced and confident. I watch Max frantically clicking away with his camera, he is quite a handsome man in his mid thirties and is of average build with short black hair and is very casually dressed in jeans and a white polo shirt. I just hope that he is not going to be disappointed with me; I sure do need regular work from this studio.

Lucy tells me that for today’s shoot I am to be dressed as an American cheerleader and she tells me to put on the clothes that I can see hanging on the rail in front of me. I pull on the very short top and then remove my knickers before struggling into the very tight blue shorts; the outfit is finished off by long white socks and trainers, the top and shorts are certainly a skin tight fit. As Lucy does my makeup I cannot take my eyes off Max and the model, I just did not believe it possible for a motorcycle and woman to look so sexy together.

Jane at last finishes my makeup and tells me to stand up and look in the mirror. I really do look the part of an American cheerleader with my short blue top, very tight blue shorts, long white socks and my hair tied in pigtails. I am really looking forward to the shoot now.

As I look back towards the studio floor I see that the model has now taken up a very strange pose, she is bent right across the seat of the bike with her feet on the floor one side of the bike and her fingers touching the floor on the other. It is a strange but very sexy looking pose as her shorts are stretched drum tight over her firm backside. My eyes nearly pop out of my head as I see Max walking towards her carrying a long thin cane.

As Max takes up position behind the model it becomes clear that he is going to whack her with the cane, and who can blame him with such a lovely bottom presented to him. I look at Lucy who does not seem very interested in what is going on, I keep looking at her for an explanation until she eventually speaks.

“Oh Max sometimes likes to have a bit of fun at the end of the shoot.”

Max swishes the cane through the air and even though there is a glass window between us I hear a very loud.

“WHOOOOOSH” 

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH” 

I cannot believe what a beautiful sound the cane makes as it cuts through the air, I am now finding this very exciting and cannot wait to see Max whack that gorgeous bottom with it. I open the door to the studio so that I can hear even better.

Max stands behind the model and rests the long cane across her tight bum, he keeps it there for about thirty seconds until I see him raise the cane high and I then hear a very loud “WHOOOOSH” as the cane cuts through the air and an even louder “WHAAAAACK” as it comes down very hard onto the models bottom...................

***************************
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