

A Well Caned Husband

WARNING: This book is for ADULTS ONLY! My story contains detailed accounts of canings, spankings with a plimsoll, BDSM and explicit sexual content. It is not suitable reading for anyone under 18 years of age.

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

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.”

******************
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The First Encounter

I am very fortunate that I have had more than my fair share of pretty women, maybe due to the fact that I am a tall dark and very fit 24 year old with a good education. I am a man who has become rather an expert at playing the field. My friends seem to be quite shocked at how frequently I turn up with one gorgeous chick after another, but a chance meeting tonight is going to completely change my life.

I am at a friend’s barbeque and as it is in the middle of the summer in England, we are all huddled inside the kitchen sheltering from the rain as we tuck into half cooked budget beef burgers.

Before making my excuses and leaving I am going through the contacts on my phone, hastily looking for a suitable candidate for the night, a playmate who would fancy a Chinese takeaway washed down with a nice bottle of wine followed by a night of lust which would hopefully include giving a good blowjob. Suddenly my attention is diverted to a woman who has just walked in.

Standing in the doorway is the most stunning woman that I have ever seen; she must be almost 6ft tall, slim with blond hair and aged about the same as me early or mid twenties. She is wearing a very tight cheque skirt, high heels and a blouse that looks as if the buttons are going to burst open at any moment, she is the sort of woman that every man ignores because they think that she is out of their league, but I am on a high at the moment, I have had a string of beautiful women with no complaints so far. This looks like the sort of challenge that I have been waiting all night for. I wander over to her to introduce myself.

“Hello, I am James; it’s not a very nice evening out there is it?”

The woman shakes he blond hair as if she is a wet dog, soaking me in the process before replying sarcastically.

“No it’s not a very nice evening.”

I can see that the woman is not in the best of moods, so realising that the chance of my cock being sucked by her tonight is virtually nonexistent, I decide to head out through the door to try my luck elsewhere. I suddenly stop in my tracks as I hear.

“I could do with a stiff drink James. I am Tamsin by the way.”

Maybe it will not be just a “stiff” drink that she gets tonight. Looks like game on. I reply eagerly.

“What would you like Tamsin?”

“Anything as long as it’s alcoholic.”

I look for the biggest glass, empty its half drunken contents behind a chair and then wipe the lipstick off its rim with a tissue before carefully filling it to the brim with the moonshine punch that the party host has concocted. I then head back to Tamsin being careful not to spill any of its fiery contents.

“There you go. What do you do for a living Tamsin?”

“I work for the council as an auditor. How about you?”

“I am a City banker, but it’s not all boring, I play for a local football team and I also keep fit in the gym. Are you married?”

“No I am still young free and single, no man can seem to cope with me.”

All of a sudden I am excited, this lady sounds like a challenge. I would like to get to know her more, I have found from experience that there is no point in beating about the bush, so I whip out my business card and ask.

“Tamsin, do you fancy going for a drink sometime?”

I hand Tamsin my card. She looks at it for a moment before replying.

“Maybe, but did you not hear me when I warned you that I was trouble.”

That only made me want her more.

“I can handle you Tamsin, no problema.”

“Ok then I will give you a call sometime but I am going home now because I am soaking wet.”

“Can I give you a lift Tamsin?”

“No it’s OK I have my car outside.”

With that Tamsin was gone and I for once ended up eating chicken fried rice curry sauce and chips on my own.

Exactly one week later, I received a call from Tamsin to say that she would love to go for that drink. We met at a local Indian restaurant the next evening and from that moment things blossomed between us, after a few weeks Tamsin moved into my flat and life was absolutely perfect, we both had great incomes, the regular sex was nice and best of all Tamsin did not seem to mind one bit me playing football, drinking with my mates or even going away for the odd stag party. I realised that after years of sampling the products that Tamsin was the one for me and a year after our first encounter I did something that I thought I would never do when one night at the cinema I suddenly asked Tamsin a Question.

“Tamsin, will you marry me?”

Without hesitation Tamsin replied.

“Of course I will but we need to buy a proper house first.”

We spent the next few months making wedding plans and looking at houses. When we came to choosing a house to live in we were pleased to find that we were not short of money or mortgage potential to buy a really nice property. We looked at some lovely houses with 3 and 4 bedrooms but although I loved them all, for some reason Tamsin did not think that they were quite right for us. After months of registering our interest with estate agents and looking at tens of houses I was now happy to accept anything, so I left the final decision entirely up to Tamsin. 

Today the estate agents have driven us a couple of miles out of town to show us a 4 bedroom house set in its own grounds. Although the house is quite old and needs a little work, it is very big and even has a cellar. The agent shows us around the house, it looks OK but then all of the other houses that we had looked at over the last couple of months also looked OK. Finally before leaving, the agent took us down some steep steps to the cellar. When he turned the light on we could see that it was a massive room, the full size of the house. Tamsin´s eyes suddenly lit up and a broad smile filled her face, she then took me by complete surprise by turning to the estate agent and saying.

“This house is perfect for us, if you can get us £5,000 off the asking price to pay for a spruce up we will take it.”

Four weeks later we had the keys to our new house. From that moment we both spent much of our spare time together decorating the house so that it would be ready for us to move into straight after the wedding.

After the wedding we settled down to married life in our new home, we were both busy working in the day time and in the evenings I had my football, regular drinks with the lads and the odd stag weekend away. Tamsin meanwhile seemed to spend all of her free time either on the internet or round her best friend Samantha’s house. Tamsin seemed very content and never complained once about the amount of time that I spent away from her with my mates. Little did I know then how things were going to drastically change for me soon.

A Gym Horse?

I return home from work one evening just in time to see a delivery van pulling away from our house. I eagerly hurry into the house and immediately call out.

“Tamsin... Tamsin darling what have you bought now.”

Eventually Tamsin appears from the cellar.

“Hi James, I have a surprise for you, I have bought some furniture and things. Do you want to have a look?”

I nod and follow Tamsin down to the cellar; I am rather surprised by what I see there. The vast cellar is still almost completely empty but there is very large chest of drawers against the far wall and right in the center of the room stands a vaulting horse, the same type as we used to have in our gym at school.

I look to Tamsin for an explanation and can’t help but laugh as I ask.

“What the hell do you want that thing for?”

I move towards the chest of drawers, but I am stopped by Tamsin.

“Don´t bother trying to open the drawers they are all locked. I do not want to spoil the surprise for you. I told you when we met that no other man can handle me, you are about to see the other side of me very soon.”

I am very excited now, it seems that Tamsin has a secret from her past and is about to show me. She has probably trained in gymnastics and has all of her equipment and a skimpy sexy leotard inside the chest of drawers. That would explain why she is always so flexible in bed. I cannot wait for the show to begin.

“I am ready for the surprise now Tamsin.”

Tamsin immediately replies firmly.

“No not now, I am not ready. I am a little out of practice so I need some time to get my aim back, but I tell you what, when you come in from football tomorrow night you will get your surprise and see the real me for the first but definitely not the last time.”

I am very disappointed not to be getting the show tonight but I can wait a day for it. I turn off the cellar light and we both go up the stairs to prepare our evening meal.

The next evening after football my mates can’t believe it when I tell them that I am not going to the pub with them but heading straight home instead and there is great amusement and piss taking when I explain that I am heading home as my wife has a surprise waiting for me. I did not feel brave enough to tell them that she was going to be dressed in a leotard doing vaults over a horse. I pop into the off licence on the way home and grab a bottle of wine; this could be a good night.

I arrive home still dressed in my football shirt and shorts and I immediately call to Tamsin. I am totally shocked when she emerges from the cellar. I was expecting her to be dressed in her leotard ready to put on her sexy gym show but instead she is dressed as a slutty office executive, she is wearing a white blouse which is unbuttoned enough to see the tops of her breasts, a black very tight skirt, black stockings with seams down the back and very high heeled shoes, her blond hair is tied back in a ponytail and she is wearing a very bright red lipstick, I have never seen her dressed like this before, almost afraid to ask, I blurt out.

“What’s happening, are we going out?”

Tamsin has a very stern look on her face and when she replies her voice has completely changed and it more than matches the sternness of her face.

“No James we are not going out tonight.”

“Why are you dressed up like that Tamsin? I thought that you were going to be vaulting over the horse with your legs wide open when I came home.”

Tamsin then looks me sternly in the eyes before declaring.

“No James, you are the one going over the horse tonight!”

My heart starts racing wildly from the apprehension of what is about to happen, then Tamsin beckons me to follow her down to the cellar.

The cellar has not changed from last night, it is still just a big empty room apart from the chest of draws on the far wall and the gym horse stood in the middle of the room. I now notice that there is a pillow on top of the gym horse which has burst open displaying its filling. Tamsin seeing me look at the pillow hurries over to it and puts it in the corner of the room. I just stand and wait for Tamsin to explain what is happening. She has a very stern but totally clear voice when she speaks.

“OK James, I want you to stand facing the vaulting horse.”

I am too shocked to question anything now so I just do exactly as she says. I stand facing the horse and I watch as Tamsin goes to the chest of drawers. She returns to me and carefully pulls my right leg out and fastens it to the leg of the horse with a leather strap, then she does the same to my left leg with the other leg of the horse, I cannot move now with my legs fastened tightly to the vaulting horse’s legs. I can feel my face blushing, I am pretty broadminded with anything to do with sex but I have never done anything like this before, I am too embarrassed to ask what she is doing so instead I just close my eyes and think of England. Next Tamsin tells me to bend over the horse with my arms reaching for the floor, as soon as I do this she puts a strap around each of my wrists and then I feel my arms being pulled towards the floor which lifts my feet off the ground so that I am held tightly right over the top of the gym horse, my mind works overtime as I try to work out what she is going to do next. I giggle to myself as I think. Is she going to spank me? Whatever she has planned there is nothing I can do about it now until she decides to release me; I am fully at my wife’s mercy now, I did not have long to find out what she has planned when she explains all in her very stern voice.

“Ok James, listen very carefully now, if you do as I say then it is going to save you a lot of trouble. Whatever happens you are going to have a very severe thrashing tonight but by doing what I tell you will save you from earning extra strokes. I told you when we first met that most men had a job handling me, this is why. You are going to see the other side of me tonight and I hope that you like it because you are going to be seeing more and more of this side of me from now on.”

“James I am a very good wife to you. I do not complain when you go out with your mates all the time and I know what you get up to on those stag weekends and I accept you Cumming in my mouth even when I tell you not to, but James you have to learn not to take me for granted, so I have decided tonight to give you 6 of the best. That’s 6 full force strokes of the cane and do not worry my aim is good, I have been practicing for hours on that pillow.”

I look at the pillow in the corner of the room which has had its cover ripped open and suddenly my backside feels very exposed on top of the vaulting horse.

“Now listen carefully to this bit James. Because it is your first time I am only going to give you 6 strokes of the cane and the good news for you is that you can keep your shorts on also, but if you try to move or make any noise I am going to give you extra strokes, do you understand.”

I just stay quiet; far too embarrassed to reply, until Tamsin screams.

“Do you understand James?”

“Yes I understand.”

“Good, Ok then if you are comfortable we will begin.”

I hear Tamsin’s heels clicking slowly but loudly on the wooden floor as she heads over to the chest of drawers, I turn my head and see her pulling a very long cane from the chest of drawers, then I here her heels click loudly on the wood floor again as she heads back slowly towards me.

Tamsin makes sure that I can see before bending the cane in a full circle so that the two ends touch, her face is bright red and I can see that she is very excited. Tasmsin releases the tip of the can and it immediately springs back straight. Now she swings the cane through the air, the whooshing sound that it makes is absolutely terrifying; there is a “WHOOOOSH” as she lifts the cane on the upstroke and an even louder “WHOOOOOSH” on the down stroke. I just hope that she is not planning to use anything like that sort of force on my very vulnerable backside bearing in mind that it is only protected by a thin tight layer of nylon.

After 3 terrifying swings of the cane I again hear the click, click, click of Tamsin’s heals as she slowly makes her way behind me. I try to look what she is doing but as I am stretched across the horse I can only see her shoes and lower parts of her legs as she stands behind me and to one side. Now for the first time I feel that terrifying cane resting across my buttocks and I then feel it slide as Tamsin adjusts her stance.

I am now scared, very scared, I must try to keep quiet and still so that she does not have an excuse to give me any extra strokes. I try to move my arms and legs but it is no use, I am definitely here until Tamsin releases me. The cane stays rested across my buttocks as Tamsin speaks again.

“Right, I am going to begin your punishment now. There will be a small pause between each stroke to make sure that you feel the effect of each one fully. Do you have anything to say before I begin your thrashing?”

I think about asking some questions to delay the thrashing but I think that it is inevitable now, so I decide to keep silent and just take the 6 strokes.

Tamsin sounds excited now.

“OK then let’s begin the fun!”

Nothing is happening; I am still lying across the vaulting horse with the cane resting across my backside, but then.

I feel the cane leave my backside with a “WHOOOSH” as it goes on its upswing and a much louder “WHOOOOSH” as it returns on the downswing and then there is an almighty. 

“WHAAAAACK” 

The cane lands across the center of my buttocks. The cane is travelling so fast that I feel the end curl around my right buttock and then I am hit with a terrible burning and stinging line of pain right across my buttocks. I cannot contain myself and shout.

“Ahhhh What the fuck are you doing.”

There is no reply from Tamsin, but 5 seconds later I hear the absolutely terrifying sound of her cruel cane.

“WHOOOSH”  “WHOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK” 

Another equally severe stroke lands across my poor exposed buttocks. I cannot cope with the terrible stinging and burning sensation now and I wriggle about frantically as I try my best to cope with it, but 5 seconds later, I hear the dreaded.

“WHOOOSH” “WHOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK” 

The third cruel stroke lands across my already suffering buttocks, I scream out.

“Stop now. Stop. That’s enough.”

But 5 seconds later stroke number 4 lands and I am flipping like a fish as I try to cope. Then 5 seconds later stroke number 5 lands across my already severely thrashed buttocks.

I just cannot take any more. I try to turn my buttocks to spoil her aim for the last stroke, but.

“WHOOOSH” “WHOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK” 

Number 6 stroke lands perfectly with full force as usual and I am wriggling about for a good 30 seconds before the intense stinging and burning sensation subsides enough for me to stop moving. That was a terrible thrashing; I do not ever want to experience that again.

As the stinging pain starts to subside I lay patiently over the horse waiting to be released, but my heart races again when Tamsin speaks.

“That was your 6 of the best. Your thrashing is over. I would be untying you now if you had kept quiet but as you disobeyed me I am now going to give you another 3 severe strokes with my favourite cane.”

I just cannot take another 3 strokes from that cruel lady with her cruel cane so I protest.

“No, no more,”

“Every time you speak James you earn an extra stroke, so 4 more now.”

“No, enough undo me now.”

“That’s 5 more now James.”

“Fucking undo me you stupid bitch.”

“Now you have just earnt yourself 6 more very severe strokes and for using bad language your shorts will be pulled down for all 6. Do you want to speak anymore?”

I just can’t win, every time that I protest she will add strokes, so I decide to keep quiet.

“OK then James, another 6 strokes, delivered onto your bare backside this time. I hope that you have learnt to keep quiet this time or we might end up down here all night.”

Tamsin sounds very pleased with herself to have me in this position and it is obvious that she is thoroughly enjoying every second of it.

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 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.

Tamsin now just stands quietly for a couple of minutes leaving me strung tightly over the top of the horse with my poor bare already well caned bottom presented to her at the perfect height for her to bring her ferocious cane down with her full force. 

As I lay there waiting for the inevitable terrible thrashing to begin, I realise that although terrified I am also very excited by the whole event and have difficulty controlling my breathing. I also have a very big hard on.

I hear Tamsin’s heels clicking again on the wooden floor and I watch terrified as she picks up that fucking cruel cane again. She swishes it through the air 3 times. This time the sound is even more terrifying to me as I know that it is only a matter of seconds before Tamsin is going to bring the cane down across my now bare backside with the same amount of force. I do not think Tamsin realises just how terrified I already am when she decides to give me another lecture.

“Ok I am going to begin now. This time I really am going to give you the thrashing of your life, I am going to give you 6 full force strokes with a gap of about 5 seconds between each stroke to make sure that you get the full benefit from each.”

I just lay there now totally terrified knowing that I am about to get a very serious thrashing and certain that all 6 strokes will be delivered perfectly with near full force. I know that I have no chance of it not happening, so I just brace myself ready for the inevitable.

I feel the cane resting across my bare very sore buttocks and then feel it slide across them as Tamsin takes plenty of time to adjust her stance so as to make sure that she gives me the perfect thrashing that she has promised. As long as the cane stays touching my skin I know that it cannot hurt me, but then. 

I feel the cane leave my tender skin and I know all too well what is about to happen. I hear the terrifying “WHOOOSH” as the cane rises on the upswing and the even more terrifying “WHOOOOSH” as the cane descends rapidly, I brace myself..... But nothing happens, then a few seconds later the same again with no impact. Tamsin does this 6 times in total and then says.

“Sorry to keep you waiting but I just needed to warm up again. Right let’s do your thrashing for real now. I can’t wait to watch it curl around your buttocks leaving its lovely red lines.”

My breathing gets more intense as I feel the cane resting on my very vulnerable buttocks again. I am now totally at the mercy of Tamsin and her very cruel long whippy cane and this time I do not even have my shorts to protect me. The thought of that cane landing onto my bare skin with such a force is absolutely terrifying.

I feel Tamsin lift the cane from my backside and then hear the sickening “WHOOOOSH” as she raises it, the sound seems to last a little longer this time and there is a split seconds silence before “WHOOOOOSH” the cane starts heading at high speed for my bare backside, then there is a very loud 

“WHAAAAACK” 

The cane lands centrally across both of my cheeks and I then feel the terrible stinging and burning sensation again as the cane bites into my bare ass, but before I have time to come to terms with the pain. 

“WHOOOOSH” “WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK” 

The cane lands for the second time, the stinging now is truly unbearable but I try to keep as quiet and still as possible, the last thing that I want is any extra strokes of this force. 

Cruel Stroke number three lands a few seconds later. 

“WHAAAAACK” 

The stinging is just too much as the strokes have no unmarked skin left to land on so are all landing on already very sore areas, then stroke number 4 lands and I cannot stop myself from letting out a muffled “Aaah” and I immediately start wriggling about franticly as the stinging sensation increases, then a few seconds later Tamsin very cruelly brings down stroke 5 and then a just a few seconds later there is the loudest and longest.

“WHOOOOSH” “WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK” 

Stroke 6 lands cruelly across my already burning well thrashed buttocks. The immense stinging pain is covering the whole of my ass. I wriggle about in frenzy for 20 seconds or so as I cope with the stinging. Tamsin was certainly right when she said that I was about to get the thrashing of my life.

I hear Tamsins heels again and watch as she puts the cane into one of the drawers. She then walks back over and without speaking unfastens my hands. I then stand up and watch as Tamsin drops to her knees behind me and unfastens the straps on my legs. Although the thrashing that Tamsin has just given me was an incredibly painful and terrifying experience I also found it extremely exciting and my mind now focuses onto my cock that is now harder than it has ever been before in my life, I feel very uncomfortable as if it is going to explode any second.

Tamsin still on her knees turns me around to face her and immediately opens her mouth and starts to suck the end of my cock very hard, next she slides her mouth right down the length of my cock and starts to suck its base so hard that it is almost painful, she then starts to slide her mouth up and down the length of my cock still sucking it very hard at the same time. I can see that my cock is now bright red as its full length has been covered by her slutty lipstick. She had given me many blowjobs before but nothing like this; it is obvious that she has been turned on as much by the events as I have. I try my utmost for a couple of minutes not to cum, but soon realise that I am fighting a losing battle, I decide anyway to fight the urge no more as I really do want to cum hard into this bitches mouth to get my own back on her, so holding myself back until her lips are at the bottom of my cock I let my cock explode into her mouth, I watch her flinch as the first powerful squirt hits the back of her throat and then two more powerful squirts fill her mouth before the final squirt hits the back of her throat hard and makes her cough slightly. She then sucks hard one more time on the end of my cock before licking out the last drop of my warm salty cum. I then watch her face intently as she closes her eyes and swallows the big cum load down.

I am a very happy man now and think to myself. That will teach you for caning me so ruthlessly hard you bitch.

The Birch

Over the next few days I can think of nothing else apart from the caning that Tamsin had given me. At the time of the caning most of my mind was occupied with the terrible stinging pain but as the days pass by, my mind seems to forget more and more about the painful side of the caning and I am just left just thinking more and more about the excitement of being at the total mercy of a beautiful woman. Every time that I think about that night my breathing immediately starts to get heavier.

At home neither Tamsin nor I mention the caning; it is just as if nothing out of the ordinary has ever happened. After about a week or so, I start to wonder if a similar event is ever likely to happen again in our house. Although I do not fancy going through that sort of pain again, I am so excited every time that I think about the situation. I decide that if Tamsin ever approaches me again and asks me to bend over her gym horse I will co-operate with her, but I will be very careful not answer her back at any point so as not to earn any extra strokes or end up having to take them on my bare skin. Yes if I do as she says I am sure that she will be much more lenient with me.

Over the next few days still nothing is mentioned in our house about that night and I am beginning now to think that it was a one off event. Then one evening I return home from work to find an empty house and a message from Tamsin to say that she will be late home as she has gone around to her friend Samantha’s house. My curiosity gets the better of me and I go down to the cellar.

I stand and look at the gym horse and think back to the events of a week or so ago, I then walk up to the horse and bend over it with my arms outstretched. I immediately feel my cock go stiff. I then notice the chest of drawers and cannot help but wonder what else Tamsin has inside. I try all of the drawers but they are locked, after searching for a minute I find a key tucked behind the chest and I excitedly unlock the drawers with it.

When I look through the drawers I am shocked, they are crammed full of scary items. There are the straps that Tamsin used the other night to tie me to the horse with, about 6 or 7 canes, various sizes of wooden paddles, a selection of heavy rubber and leather straps, some well worn very large size plimsolls and slippers and a very interesting looking birch which has 6 very whippy canes coming from the handle. I now realised with this arsenal at her disposal how lightly I had got off the other night and judging by the contents of the chest of drawers I was sure that I would be bending over the horse again sometime in the near future.

I take one of the long canes from the drawer and swish it through the air. Now that I am in control of the cane the sound is beautiful but a week ago when my very sore bare bottom was on top of the horse fully exposed to my cruel wife, the same sound was absolutely terrifying. I put the cane back and take out the birch; this really was a clever bit of craftsmanship, it is as long as the other canes but had a handle with 6 very whippy canes coming from it, the individual canes appear to be made of a synthetic material that is almost rubbery but I notice that they will always spring back straight very quickly after being bent. I was intrigued by this so had to try it out. The sound that it made through the air was a really beautiful “WHOOOOSH.” I took a few practice swings at the horse being careful to keep them soft as I was expecting the stuffing to burst out if I landed a hard stroke. I was amazed how each time I hit the horse how the six canes would all land perfectly next to next other with a loud and beautiful “WHAAAAACK.” Although intrigued by the birch I decide that this is one instrument that I would never want used on my backside in anger.

Suddenly I see a shadow move on the wall and I am aware of another presence in the room. I turn around with the birch in my hand to see Tamsin standing behind me looking very stony faced.

“ I see that you have broken into my cupboard....You seem to have a liking for my birch, so drop your trouser’s and pants and stand facing the horse.”

My heart starts racing, I need to think what to do quickly, I could just head upstairs but I am sure that she would talk me into coming back down later and if she did not then I think I would be a little disappointed in myself for not going through with it. I think the best option is to do exactly as she says and take her punishment without any added strokes.

Breathing heavily I drop my trousers and boxers to the floor and stand against the horse now only dressed in my Rugby shirt and football socks.

Tamsin fastens the leather straps around both of my ankles and then attaches them tightly to two of the gym horse’s legs. I know what to do next, so I lean forward with my arms outstretched and Tamsin attaches the straps to my wrist and then uses the traps to pull me until my bare backside is right on top of the box.

As soon as Tamsin has me totally secured, I start to doubt the decision that I have just made. I should have gone upstairs and maybe returned when she was in a better mood. Why am I thinking that now, it’s too late, I am moments away from being thrashed again. The thought then crosses my mind to beg for leniency, but thinking of the possible consequences I decide to stay completely quiet this time. I am not sure how many strokes of the birch Tamsin is planning to give me but I am about to find out. She stands behind me where I can just see the bottoms of her legs, and then in a stern and serious voice she begins her lecture.

“Right James, I come home to find that you have betrayed my trust and broken into my private drawers. I notice that you have a fascination for the birch; well the good news for you is that within the next few minutes you and your pretty bottom are going to get very well acquainted with my birch.”

Already Tamsin has me absolutely terrified but she continues.

“The not so good news for you and your bottom is that, the birch is a very serious form of punishment and for that reason I had not planned to introduce you to it for a long time but as you have shown such an interest in it I do not like to keep you waiting and I have decided that I am going to give you a very sound thrashing with it now.”

I am very tempted to interrupt to ask if I can have the cane or something instead, but then think better of it as I expect that it will only result in me getting more strokes of the birch. Tamsin continues in her stern voice.

“The birch is such a fearsome tool that 3 strokes are thought to be adequate for even the most serious of misdemeanours as each stroke of the birch is in fact six strokes of the cane at once, so in a moment I am going to give you 3 very severe strokes of the birch for opening my chest and another 3 strokes for Cumming into my mouth last time and then not thinking about my needs.”

When I heard Tamsin say that I was going to get 3 strokes I breathed a sigh of relief but in a second it had turned to 6 strokes. I quickly multiply six by six in my head and realise that in the very near future I am going to have 36 very painful welts across my backside.

Tamsin stands behind me motionless for a couple of minutes, almost as if she is waiting for me to say something so that she can increase the amount of strokes, but not this time as I am wise to that now, my poor backside paid dearly for me opening my mouth last time so never again.

Eventually I feel the birch rest across my bare cheeks. As Tamsin moves to get the perfect distance from me for maximum impact, I can feel the smooth cold canes of the birch covering the whole of my backside. I know that within the next minute at the exact time of Tamsins choosing my whole backside is going to be burning from the six whippy canes impacting at the same moment. Unfortunately for me, that horrible moment has just come.

I feel the birch leave my bare cheeks and I know for sure that this is going to be bad.

There is a “WHOOOSH” as Tamsin takes the birch on the upswing but on the downswing the very loud “WHOOOOSH” from the 6 canes turns almost to a screech as the air struggles to get out of the way of the six whippy canes. Unfortunately for me I have no hope of getting my bottom out of the way and the first stroke lands with an almighty. 

“WHAAAAAAACK”

I feel the bunch of canes crashing down hard and then they all follow the contours of my cheeks curling around at the end as they bite into my poor exposed buttocks. Now the terrible stinging sensation hits me, it is the same sensation as from the cane except that there are 6 impacts of a cane at once so all of the stinging joins up together and my whole backside is stinging to hell. A few seconds later I hear the “WHOOOSH” of the upswing and then the almost screeching “WHOOOOSH” of the downswing and I brace for the impact...

“WHAAAAAACK” 

The stinging this time is unbelievable over the whole of my backside but a few seconds later before I have time to deal with the pain, Stroke 3 lands with another almighty.

“WHAAAAAACK”

Although I did not think it possible the stinging pain now is even much more severe, I am still wriggling about doing my best to cope with the terrible stinging and burning as the fourth cruel stroke from Tamsin lands.

“WHAAAAAACK”

Soon after number 5 lands with a sickening.

“WHAAAAAAACK”

Then cruel stroke number 6 lands with the loudest and most terrifying sound of all.

“WHAAAAAACK” 

I am left doing a dance over the gym horse for about twenty second after the final stroke has landed as I struggle to deal with the intense pain of the whole of my backside stinging fiercely.

I am very relieved when I see Tamsin putting her cruel birch back into the draw. I hope that I never have the misfortune to see it or to be so mercilessly thrashed by that thing again.

Tamsin walks back over to me and calmly releases my wrists and then drops to her knees and undoes the straps that have been tightly holding my legs in place. I see here look at my bulging cock, but this time she stand up. Then as I walk around the room rubbing the welts on my backside I see Tamsin climb on top of the Gym horse and then lay on her back lengthways with her legs hanging over one end. Without speaking she beckons me over with her index finger, she then points for me to go to the end where her legs are. 

Now having a very good idea of what she wants, I drop to my knees between her legs and lift her long flowing dress, I am pleased to see that she is not wearing any knickers and I immediately start very slowly licking her very wet pussy. I can tell that Tamsin is very turned on, so I deliberately take very long slow licks so as to delay her inevitable orgasm for at least a few minutes. My plan does not work. Tamsin rests one of her feet onto my shoulder; she then holds my head very tightly with both hands and controls the pace of my tongue on her clit by frantic use of her hips. She rubs her juicy slit up and down my tongue faster and faster while all the time holding me in tightly to her with both of her hands. I know that she is about to orgasm and then her legs tightening around my head confirming it is happening. I now feel as if I am almost drowning as I struggle to swallow her sweet juices fast enough as they fill my mouth.

I am quite relieved when Tamsin’s hands and legs release me from their tight grip and I am able to get my breath back. I wipe the juices from around my mouth and then gently wipe them onto my very sore backside.

Tamsin climbs down from the horse, smiles to me and then disappears up the stairs. I am left alone with a very sore and welted backside, a face and mouth covered in Tamsin’s juices and a cock that feels like it is about to explode.

Slipper us

Over the last few days it has been back to normal in our house again, but wherever I am, whether I’m in a meeting at work or out with the lads I just can’t stop thinking about the events that have gone on in our cellar. Every night When I arrive home from work I can feel my breathing and heart rate getting faster as I open the front door, not knowing if I am going to find Tamsin the lovely housewife or Tamsin the very cruel disciplinarian. As I step through the door each day I do not know if 5 minutes later I will be watching the TV as I tuck into Steak and Kidney pie and chips or if I will be stretched across a vaulting horse having my backside thrashed mercilessly with a cruel whippy cane. I cannot fathom out whether my heart starts racing each day out of fear or excitement. 

Tonight as I step through the door and into the kitchen I am quite relived to see Tamsin sat at the kitchen table sharing a bottle of white wine with her best friend Samantha. Sam is quite similar to Tamsin in appearance; she is quite slim and tall with long blond hair and is aged in her mid to late twenties. I have never worked out why Sam never seems to have a steady boyfriend since splitting with her husband a few years ago; she always has a big smile and has a wicked sense of humour. I have to admit to having always fancied Sam from the moment that I first met her.

I go upstairs and change into my tracksuit trousers and Rugby shirt and then I join Tamsin and Sam at the kitchen table for a glass of wine and some nibbles.

As we chat I can’t help but wonder if Tamsin has shown Sam around the house and if Sam has been into our cellar what she would have thought of a gym horse sat there. Little did I know then that I was about to find out the answer to that question.

As the three of us sip our wine and pick at the nibbles, Tamsin looks me in the eyes to grab my full attention and says.

“Sam and I have been having a discussion as to which one of us could take the most whacks of a plimsoll before yelling stop, moving or putting our hand in the way of our bottoms and Sam suggested that I ask you to help us find the answer.”

I immediately look at Sam expecting her face to be bright red with embarrassment but to my total surprise she is just smiling right at me as she waits for my reply. I am very excited now and can´t wait to find out what they want me to do.

“Of course I will help you two deserving ladies, just tell me what I have to do.”

Sam replies.

“What we were thinking James is that if you would be kind enough to whack each of us on the bottom in turn with a plimsoll and then the person who yells stop first is the loser, both of us seem confident of winning this challenge.”

I just cannot believe what I am hearing; they are asking me to whack their bottoms with a plimsoll until they can take no more? This is the stuff that dreams are made of. Now I am going to have all of the excitement of a thrashing without the pain. YES!

“I am ready when you are ladies.”

Tamsin hands me the key to her chest of drawers in the cellar and says.

“James it is probably fairer if we leave you to make the rules of the contest. If you go down and get the size 11 plimsoll out of the drawers, it is the one with the very shiny sole. We will get changed so that we have the same layers of clothing on to make it completely fair. See you in a minute.”

I hurry down the stairs of the cellar and find the big black plimsoll in one of the drawers; I check the underside and see that the rubber sole is well worn to a completely smooth finish; I tuck the ends of the laces inside the plimsoll and then squeeze the heel tightly in my hand. I take a few practice swings and my breathing increases as I think of the fun that I am about o have with this.

Suddenly my heart sinks as I wonder if this is a wind up and the two of them are having a good laugh at my expense, but my worries are short lived as Tamsin and Sam appear on the stairs both dressed in their netball kit of white tops with tight blue shorts and long socks. My mind works overtime as I try to work out how I am going to run this contest.... Right I have now worked out how I will start and I will make the rest up as I go along. I will have to do my best to sound in control throughout the proceedings.

Sam and Tamsin stand in front of me and Tamsin asks.

“OK what do you want us to do?”

“Right ladies, what I want you to do is to bend over that horse together, with your arms trying to reach the floor on the other side so that your bottoms are on the top of the horse, then I am going to give each of you a whack on both buttocks in turn and the first person to move, tell me to stop or put their hand in the way is the loser. Ok if you both bend over the horse, we will begin.”

As they bend over the horse I see that it is a little too high, so I lower it on its legs and ask them to bend over again. After a bit of manoeuvring I now have 2 beautiful ladies in tight shorts bent over a vaulting horse with their lovely shaped bottoms presented to me to give them a sound slippering. I still cannot believe my luck. I hope that I do not wake up from this dream in a minute.

For my own enjoyment I want to keep this contest going as long as possible and I also want to make sure that by the time that it is over that they have both had the spanking of their lives.

“Ok both, if you are comfortable we will begin. As I am left handed Sam will get a stroke on each cheek first immediately followed by Tamsin. There will be a few seconds pause between each whack to let you feel each impact fully. Right let the contest begin, and good luck both.”

I stand for a few seconds to admire the view, both of the blond beauties are stretched over the vaulting horse in front of me and both look as if their asses are going to burst out of their shorts any second especially Sam’s who’s ass is just very slightly plumper than my beautiful wife’s.

I adjust my stance and place the big slipper onto Sam’s left buttock then onto her right buttock and then onto Tamsins left and then her right buttock; this is going to be the order that I whack them in each time in quick secession. By now I have realised that I do not need to leave a gap between strokes as there are 4 cheeks to chastise each time.

I go through the firing order again. Sam’s left buttock, then right buttock and then Tamsin’s left then right. I cannot help but notice when lining the plimsoll up with their buttocks that the size of the big plimsoll is going to completely cover each buttock nicely with each whack; it should be a very uniform sting over the whole of their beautiful tender asses.

I stand as long as I dare just admiring the view and see by the way that they are fidgeting about that both Sam and Tamsin are getting a little nervous, so I think it is time for me to warm their backsides for them. 

I hold the slipper just above Sam’s left buttock, raise it to head height and then bring it down with an almighty... 

“WHACK” onto Sam’s left cheek. I see Sam jump as if surprised and then.

“WHACK” onto her right cheek with the same force and immediately

“WHACK”  “WHACK” The same hard strokes onto Tamsins cheeks. 

Both flinch slightly from the impacts but take them well and then...  

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK” 

They have now both had 4 whacks each. I can see that both of them are uncomfortable from the second round, but I have to do my job. 

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK” 

They both start moving around after the third round of whacks have landed as they deal with the terrible stinging pain from the 6 hard whacks that their tender bottoms have received. I start to wonder what 6 of the best with the plimsoll must feel like through tight shorts. I do not ponder on it for long though as I want to set theses beautiful ladies bottoms alight. I have never enjoyed myself so much in my life. If this is my reward for letting Tamsin cane me, then she can give me the thrashing of my life everyday if she likes. Time to give them their seventh and eight strokes

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

Both of the bottoms in front of me have now become moving targets as Sam and Tamsin struggle to cope with what must be an incredible stinging sensation from the 8 whacks that they have both had, but I quickly need to make it 10 each. Both of them are now twisting their bodies slightly as I take aim, I know that they are hoping that I will not land the perfect whack, but I disappoint them with another perfectly placed cruel stinging stroke on each cheek.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

After the 10 whacks each (5 on each cheek) I can see that they are both struggling to cope with what must be a terrible stinging sensation and I am worried that one of them might drop out soon, so I need to give them a break or change something....I think that I will ask them to take their shorts down, that will give them a little breather and I don’t think that the whacks will feel much different but I sure would like to see their red asses, maybe they will tell me to get lost but I will try anyway.

“Well taken ladies. For the next round I want you to drop your shorts.”

Sam and Tamsin look at each other for a second and then without moving their positions over the horse they both manage to wriggle out of their shorts and pull them to their knees, they then both stretch their arms back over the horse ready for their now bare bottom’s to receive the next round of whacks from me with this big cruel slipper.

When I look at their bare bottoms I can’t believe what I am seeing, both of their backsides have been turned a very bright crimson colour covering the whole of both cheeks, both of their bottoms look very sore, I do not know how they have both taken it so well. After seeing the damage that I and the plimsoll have done to their bottoms I have a change of heart, I do not want either of them to take much more of this so I hope that the thrashing ends sooner rather than later. So even though they are going to take the whacks on their bare skin now, I will make them even harder in the hope that one of them gives up quickly.

“Ok ladies, as you both look like you are waiting for me, I will carry on. If you are wondering, this will be your eleventh and twelfth strokes.”

Looking at their sore buttocks I am sure that one of them will give up very soon, I feel bad about doing this now but the harder the whack the sooner one of them is going to call it a day, so I don’t hold back now.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

As the cruel stinging whacks land on each of their bare cheeks they both dance as they really are struggling to cope with the sting but as quickly as I can, I give them 4 more cruel strokes each.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

I am now whacking them both very hard as quickly as I can because I can tell by the way that they are moving about that someone is going to give up very soon and I want to help them all I can to make that decision quickly.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

I am having a job to hit them now as they are wriggling about so much, this is making me bring the plimsoll down even faster onto their burning bottoms so that I am less likely to miss the target. They have both taken 20 severe whacks each now; surely this must end soon. They must both be so pig headed that they can’t bear to be the one to give up first.

As I whack them both this time I place my hand onto each of their backs in turn to hold them steady. I am now whacking as hard and as fast as I can, determined to bring this crazy contest to an end.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

This is unbelievable, 26 whacks each. Why are they both so pig headed? 

I must break one of them!

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK” Another severe and cruel impact onto Sam’s left check

“WHACK” Another severe and cruel impact onto Sam’s right cheek

“WHACK” Another severe and cruel impact onto Tamsin's left cheek.

Suddenly Tamsin’s right arm comes up to protect her bottom and her thirty second severe and cruel whack of the plimsoll lands.

“WHACK” Much less painfully onto the palm of her hand. 

With much relief I call out.

“Game over. Sam is the winner.”

The severely slippered ladies stay bent over the horse for at least 20 seconds and they both wriggle about frantically as they cope with the terrible stinging sensation that the shiny rubber sole of the plimsoll has given them. I watch mesmerised as the 4 bright red and extremely sore looking buttocks dance frantically before my eyes. Eventually as the level of stinging becomes bearable again, they both stand up facing the horse and very carefully and slowly pull their shorts back up over their terribly thrashed backsides. Next they both walk around and around the cellar rubbing their backsides until a few minutes later Sam approaches me. I feel a little ashamed at the moment to look her in the eye after what I have just done to her poor backside but she makes me feel a lot better by giving me one of her lovely smiles. And then she announces.

“Whooh am I glad that is over! There is only one thing left now tonight.”

I am very curious to find out what. So I ask

“What is that Sam?”

“We need to see how many whacks of the plimsoll you can take James.”

Tamsin starts clapping when she hears this.

I think for a moment. It’s no big deal as I can stop at any time. It is not the same as being tied over the horse not knowing what I am going to get and I quite like the idea of being spanked by Sam, no I love the idea of being spanked by Sam, I will do it.

“Ok then I will have a go at your record Sam.”

The horse is a little low for me now so I raise it back up and Sam gestures to me to bend over it, so I oblige and after checking to make sure that my shorts are secure, I stretch over the gym horse that has witnesses some very harsh thrashings over the last couple of weeks.

I see Sam pick up the slipper and my breathing suddenly deepens, then Sam turns to Tamsin and asks.

“Who’s going to do it Tam you or me?”

Oh dear, I almost took it for granted that Sam would be spanking me with the plimsoll, I hope it is her.

Tamsin replies.

“Can I do it Sam? I could do with the practice, you get plenty every day.”

Oh that is a shame. Guess I had better brace myself and see if I can beat Sam’s record of 32 whacks.

I feel the plimsoll resting on my right buttock and then.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

Heavy impacts land onto both of my cheeks; a second later the stinging sensation covers both buttocks, but immediately.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

Stroke 3 and 4 land and the stinging increases big time, and then

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

I can’t believe it 6 strokes is enough; my backside is really stinging now and already very sore. I did not realise that the plimsoll was as severe as this after only 6 strokes, I would like to pack up now but I can’t when I have just given them both 32 strokes each, I will have to grit my teeth and try to take some more.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

After just 8 Whacks I can’t keep still, the stinging is terrible and my ass feels incredibly sore every time that the slipper lands.

Tamsin is as relentless as ever.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

I am wriggling about the whole time now as I cope with the increasing level of stinging and soreness from every impact.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

I can’t take anymore, each time that Tamsin raises the plimsoll I am twisting and turning hoping that she will not connect properly with her target but to my dismay every impact lands cruelly onto its intended target.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

Shit, this is just too much, why the hell can’t the bitch miss the target just for once, how does she keep landing each one with such precision and pain? 

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

I scream out. “No more.” At the same time my hand comes up to cover my terribly stinging and sore buttocks.

I am disappointed that I have only managed to take 18 whacks but I just cannot take any more. How Sam and Tamsin managed to take 32 whacks with a lot of them directly smacking down onto their bare skin I do not know.

I lie across the horse for a few seconds before standing up and then make my apologies.

“I am sorry both for not coming close to your record I am disappointed with myself for only taking 18 strokes but my backside was stinging so much that it was unbelievable. I take my hat off to you two.”

Sam looks at her watch.

“Oh I did not realise that it was so late, time flies when you’re having fun. Thanks both for a great evening, I have to shoot of now, see you both soon.”

And so another very interesting night in our house draws to a close.

A Special Surprise 

I don’t know if Tamsin has been slipping Viagra into my food but for days now ever since the night that Sam called round I have had a constant hard on day and night. I cannot get out of my mind the sight of those two gorgeous round red bottoms being slippered by me and when I think of the sound that the smooth sole of the plimsoll was making every time that I landed a whack, I almost pass out with excitement.

I really feel as if I need to tell somebody about the incredible events that have gone on in our house over the last few weeks but I know that nobody will believe me, as I even have a job to believe it myself even though I was there.

Every night that I walk through our front door, my heart rate and breathing increases, as I wonder if it is going to be another quiet night by the TV or if I am going to spend the evening stretched out over the Gym horse being mercilessly thrashed or better, me thrashing some beautiful bottoms mercilessly.

I have to admit that the thing I hope for the most when I open our door is to see Sam there. I would just love to spank her lovely firm round bottom again and she is more than welcome to spank me anytime that she pleases. It is probably fair to say that I have become quite obsessed about Sam and I think that Tamsin is beginning to notice my obsession, as each day I ask her many questions about Sam, the main one being. “When is Sam coming around again?”

Although it has been a Quiet week in our house again, tonight I still decline to go for a drink with my mates after football as I know I will just be sat in the pub with a hard on thinking about other things.

I walk into our house still dressed in my football shirt and shorts; I take off my trainers and wander into the kitchen. I see Tamsin there cooking an evening meal. I feel both relieved and disappointed to see that it is a quiet night by the TV tonight and not relentless thrashings in the Cellar.

As Tamsin busily cooks, I again try to bring Sam into the conversation but Tamsin just ignores me as she has her back to me at the cooker. After a few minutes Tamsin turns to me and says.

“Oh I nearly forgot. I have a surprise for you in the cellar.”

“What have gone and bought now Tamsin.”

I head for the cellar with no idea of what she has bought. As I step down the stairs I notice that Tamsin has left the light on. I survey the room for any new furniture and I then jump as I notice Sam stood over by the chest of drawers. She is dressed very differently to usual; she has very high heels on, black stockings, a very short black extremely tight skirt and a white blouse that looks 2 sizes too small for her. Sam speaks in a very calm voice.

“Hello James. Tamsin wanted to give you a surprise; she says that you mention me a lot.”

I just stand there with my jaw hanging; the surprise has made me unable to speak. I just about manage to reply with.

“Oh.”

Sam continues with her very calm and precise voice and seemingly not wanting to beat about the bush she says.

“OK then James, I want you to stand facing the horse. Tamsin tells me you know the drill and all the rules by now.”

Still too shocked to speak I head over to the gym horse and stand facing it. I think it is fair to assume that now I am not going to be having a quiet night in front of the TV but I am going to be spending the night bent over this damned horse again being thrashed. I suppose the saying is correct. “Be careful what you wish for.” I did wish to be spanked by Sam but I am already having a change of heart. I just hope she is not as cruel a disciplinarian as my wife and I hope that she does not ask me to pull my shorts down as I will die of embarrassment if she sees me with this massive hard on.

I watch Sam searching through the chest of drawers and then she walks over to me and kneels down to put the straps around my ankles, I can feel Sam’s breath on the backs of my legs as she fastens the straps. A minute later and I have both of my ankles secured to 2 legs of the horse. As Sam walks around to the other side of the horse I know what to do next and I hold my arms out for her. She places a strap around each of my wrists and then I find myself being pulled across the horse as my hands are being pulled towards the floor. I hear Sam’s heels clicking on the floor as she heads around behind me, she then slides the straps around my ankles higher up the legs of the horse and then she moves to the front and tightens the straps on my arms, this pulls me over the horse so that my feet are now off the ground and my ass is exactly on top of the horse. Sam then explains.

“I you are wondering why I have taken so much trouble to get your bottom right on the top of the horse it is because I can get a much harder impact on your bottom with the cane when I bring it down vertically than if I swing it sideways.”

Bloody hell what is she doing, does she not realise that I am scared enough already?

I can hear Sam sorting through the drawers, choosing what to thrash me with; as she looks she speaks again.

“Right James I am just sorting out a few Items that I need to thrash you with. Tamsin has told me that you know the rules but I will just run through them again. If you move about too much or speak or make any excessive noise you will get extra strokes. I will decide your punishment and you can question my judgement if you like but it will just mean extra strokes for you. If you are still wondering, it was me who taught Tamsin all that she knows, but I still think that she needs to learn to be much more severe.”

I have suddenly gone off Sam; how the hell did I get myself into this predicament. I am worried that I am about to get a terrible thrashing by Sam this time. It seems to me that I am now spending half of my life bent over this damned horse being thrashed by crazy women.

I am left stretched across the horse as Sam carefully chooses items to punish my bottom with from the drawers. Even though I have the luxury of having my shorts on, they are an extremely lightweight material and my bottom feels so vulnerable now as I know it is presented in the perfect position for this crazy woman to severely punish it however she chooses. I know if I try to protest that I will get extra strokes, so I just wait for the inevitable terrible thrashing that I know I am about to get.

I jump as I hear a terrible sound.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”

Sam is swishing a cane through the air creating an absolutely terrifying sound. I look sideways and see Sam standing with her back to me holding the cane behind her across her buttocks, she then bends the cane around her buttocks before letting it quickly spring back straight again and then she says.

“Did you enjoy giving me that terrible thrashing with the plimsoll the other night? Did you know I had a job sitting down for 2 days afterwards?”

I think about saying sorry but decide to keep completely quiet for fear of getting extra strokes. I hear Sam walking around behind me and my heart rate and breathing increases suddenly, as I know it is not going to be long until the painful thrashing starts. I just wonder how severe it is going to be from Sam, I am about to find out as Sam explains.

“As you said you were disappointed the other evening that you could only manage to take 18 whacks of the slipper, tonight I am going to give you 24 of my best whacks.”

I am panicking now, 18 whacks were as much as I could take the other night, the stinging was terrible. The last 6 will be totally unbearable. I think I would have been less scared if Sam said I was going to get the cane.

Unfortunately Sam had not finished speaking

“After the plimsoll I am going to give you 6 strokes with the heavy strap and then 24 strokes of the cane. If I see fit I may vary things slightly as I go.”

She cannot be serious, 24 whacks with the plimsoll is a terrible punishment, I am not worried about the strap whatever that is but 24 strokes with a cane is way too much. I had 12 strokes from Tamsin and it was a terribly severe thrashing.

I somehow convince myself to keep quiet.

All too soon I feel the big smooth sole of the plimsoll resting on my left buttock which tells me 2 things, firstly that Sam is left handed and secondly that I am seconds away from the beginning of the thrashing. As if she did not think that I was scared enough, Sam speaks to me again.

“As you have probably worked out, you are just seconds away from the thrashing of a lifetime, I want you to prove to me that you can take it like a man, any whimpering and the punishment will be even more severe. I am going to do my best to chastise your buttocks evenly so if you do not wriggle about too much it should be better for you. Right if you are comfortable and have no questions we will begin the fun.” 

When Tamsin is about to give me a thrashing the fear is terrible but now my fear is double that, as I hardly know Sam and I have allowed myself to be fully at her mercy just a week after I gave her a terrible thrashing with the big smooth plimsoll that she now has resting on my poor ass.

I jump as..   

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

Sam brings the slipper down very hard onto my left and then right buttock and immediately 

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

The third and fourth whacks really sting, Sam is bringing the plimsoll down harder than Tamsin with hardly any gap between the strokes and certainly before I can recover from the shock and searing pain of the previous whack.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

I have already had 8 hard cruel whacks in quick succession and Sam is not giving me any time to cope with the pain before she brings the next hard whacks crashing down. I am wriggling about as I try to cope.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

This bitch is crazy; she can’t whack my ass like that. As the twelfth cruel impact lands I let out a loud scream.

“FUCK OFF YOU BITCH.”

To my surprise Sam stops the terrible thrashing and puts the slipper down next to me on the horse. I feel bad about swearing at her and calling her a bitch but if that is what was needed to stop this merciless woman then so be it.

I wait for Sam to untie me but instead I feel Sam’s long fingers go inside the top of my shorts and then, she firmly and unceremoniously pulls my shorts down to my knees.

All of a sudden things have just turned from very bad to worse for me, my bottom is now completely exposed to this woman who as I have already found out is extremely severe and I have just sworn at her and called her a bitch, I dread to think what I have coming now. I just hope when she sees how sore my bottom is that she will take pity on me. Unfortunately I was about to find out that this was not going to be the case.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

Strokes 13 and 14 impact onto my buttocks with a sickening crack as they hit my bare skin and as I wriggle about trying to cope, she shows my bottom no mercy whatsoever.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

The stinging pain across the whole of my backside is now unbelievable but Sam still does not stop. The slapping sound as the slipper hits my bare skin really is unbelievable and words cannot describe the stinging pain.

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

“WHACK”  “WHACK”

Since she pulled my shorts down Sam has given me 12 terribly cruel whacks onto my already sore bare backside without a break. I wriggle about on top of the gym horse for about 30 seconds after the final whack as I cope with the extreme stinging sensation, then I lay still remembering to keep completely quiet. After a couple of minutes Sam speaks.

“That’s the warm up over with, I am now going to give you 6 strokes with Tamsin’s new heavy strap because I want to try it out. You may want to brace yourself for this.”

This time Sam never gave me time to think about what was coming.

“CRACK”

The strap comes down fiercely across my buttocks; it is the same effect as the plimsoll but on 2 buttocks at the same time.

“CRACK”

“CRACK”

“CRACK”

“CRACK”

“CRACK”

The only good thing about that punishment was that it was over very quickly but I am still wriggling about on the top of the horse 30 seconds later as I try to cope with the stinging and burning backside that Sam and the big heavy strap has given me.

A couple of minutes after I finish wriggling Sam speaks to me again.

“Right you should be nicely warmed up now and ready for the proper punishment to begin...The Cane! Usually people have 6 or maybe 12 strokes of the cane but as you are such a deserving case having slippered my bottom so mercilessly the other night I am very much looking forward to giving you 24 strokes. You are right to think that this is going to be a very severe thrashing. I did plan to give it to you over your shorts before you called me a bitch but at least for you with your shorts off I will have more chance to see some lesser welted skin to land my strokes on.”

I watch terrified, as the cruel bitch takes a very long cane from one of the drawers and then she swishes it through the air.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”

The sound from the flexible cane is so loud that it has a slight whistle to it as it rips through the air. If the bitch is meant to be making me more scared she is succeeding. I just hope that one day I will have her tied across this horse with a cane in my hand; she will then learn how cruel I can be to her plump little bottom.

As the cruel bitch walks around to the back of me to administer her severe thrashing to my already burning ass, I can tell by the sound of her steps that she is deliberately walking slowly and loudly to intimidate me. It is obvious to me today that Sam has severely thrashed many poor bottoms in the past and is an expert at what she does.

All too soon I feel the moment that I have been dreading. Sam rests the cane across my very sore buttocks and I feel it slide as she gets her stance just right for the first of her cruel strokes. I suddenly realise that because Sam has pulled me much further over the gym horse than Tamsin does that I can look out to the side under the horse and see Sam holding the long whippy cane that she is so much looking forward to thrashing me with.

As I watch Sam, all of a sudden and without warning I see her arm raise and at the same time hear a loud.

“WHOOOOSH” 

As she raises the cane on the upswing I watch as the whippy cane flexes at the top of the swing and disappears behind her back. Then a split second later there is a much louder.

“WHOOOOOSH” As the cane heads towards my poor exposed bare bottom, and then.

“WHAAAAACK” 

The cane impacts my backside curling around the contours of my cheeks and a line of burning stinging pain radiates across the full width of my ass. That was certainly a more severe stroke of the cane than from Tamsin.

I decide it best not to look at Sam anymore. I know when each stroke is on the way from that terrible sound anyway!

The strokes continue to come relentlessly.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

After 5 of Sam’s cruel strokes my ass is burning and stinging evenly all over but although this cruel bitches strokes are more severe than Tamsin’s the pain does not seem to be quite so sharp as Sam is skilfully making lines across the whole of my backside and not landing them on top of each other the same as Tasmin does. For the first time I am starting to appreciate the skill of this cruel bitch.

The next 7 strokes from the bitch are the worst because as skilled as she is there is no area of my backside left where a stroke has not landed. I grit my teeth as I take them.

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

I have been counting each stroke and I know that I have taken 12 of the bitch’s best and as long as I can keep quiet I am halfway there. 

I suddenly realise something, although my backside is stinging to hell and I flinch from each of her strokes the pain is not totally unbearable as the many whacks from the plimsoll and strap must have dulled the sensation slightly. That must be what Sam was on about when she said that I was warmed up now. Sam’s strokes of the cane keep raining down mercilessly onto my already over chastised backside.

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

18 down and 6 of the best to go, I can take this now as the pain has changed from a sharp stinging to a glowing stinging. Sam does not falter and brings the final 6 strokes down with exactly the same determination and vigour.

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

“WHAAAAACK”

As soon as Sam has delivered her twenty fourth cruel severe stroke onto my sore ass she walks over to the chest and puts the cane away. I watch intently to see if she takes anything else out to thrash me with but to my relief she returns to the gym horse and unfastens my hands, she then goes behind me and undoes the straps on my ankles.

I lift myself up from the box and see Sam look at me with a smile, to my embarrassment she has seen my totally stiff cock standing up. As quickly as I can I pull my shorts up over my sore bottom. I then pull my shirt down to try to cover the bulge in the front of my shorts.

I was terrified at the start of the thrashing and it was incredibly painful for much of the time but now I feel absolutely elated. I feel a sense of excitement, a sense of achievement and a sense of satisfaction all at the same time, I now realise what an expert Sam is in giving people that unique feeling. At the beginning of the thrashing I never thought that I would be saying this to Sam, but I now mean it as I say.

“Thank you Sam, that was incredible.”

I nearly collapse with excitement when she replies.

“Anytime James and perhaps you would like to return the favour and thrash my bottom some time? If you like you can give me 6 of the best now.

It did not take me long to decide.

“I would love to give you 6 of the best.”

Return the Favour

I watch as Sam walks over to the horse and lays across it with her arms outstretched in front of her and then she wriggles forward until her feet are off the ground and her hands are just off the floor on the other side of the horse, her bottom is now right on the top of the horse, she has obviously been in that position many times before.

I go over to the chest to choose a cane; I pick out the long whippy one that Sam has just used to thrash me so severely with. I swish the cane through the air a few times.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

Amazing, the same sound that completely terrified me just minutes ago now sounds like the most beautiful and exiting sound in the world.

I am a little sad that I have only got 6 shots at Sam’s beautiful firm ass but I have decided that I am going to make them 6 very hard strokes.

I walk around behind Sam to take up my position and cannot believe my eyes. Sam is there in front of me lying stretched out over the top of the horse just waiting for me to cane her. Her tight black miniskirt is just about long enough to cover her perfectly shaped tight ass which is positioned in the perfect place for me to whack as hard as I want 6 times with this cruel long whippy cane. 

“OK Sam I am going to start to cane you now. Just to warn you that they are going to be 6 hard strokes but I know that you can take it.”

I hear Sam exhale a big breath as I speak.

I rest the cane across Sam’s beautiful buttocks, taking my time to get the perfect stance. Time for me to administer her first hard stroke.

“WHOOOSH”  “WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

What a beautiful sound! The cane lands with a lovely whack across Sam’s buttocks and I watch as it bends on impact to follow the beautiful contours of her perfect as leaving a nice white line across her skin tight black skirt. I see Sam flinch from the impact, I think the force was a little more than she was expecting.

I wait a few second for Sam to fully appreciate the stroke and then I bring down the second stroke with an equally impressively sounding loud.

“WHAAAAACK” 

Sam flinches again as the terrible stinging from the cane bites both of her cheeks.

I wait a few second again and decide to make the third stroke a little harder.

“WHOOOSH”  “WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

As soon as the third stroke lands, Sam starts doing a little dance as she copes with the stinging. Worried that she might stop me administering any more of the cruel strokes, I decide to bring the last 3 strokes down as quickly as I can.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Sam is wriggling about during the final 3 cruel strokes of the cane as she struggles to cope with the terrible stinging sensation that every stroke leaves as it bites mercilessly into her cheeks. After the final stroke she continues to wriggle about for another 20 seconds before finally coming to rest stretched across the horse. The cane has left a few impressive lines across her skirt. What I would give to see what her cheeks now looked like under her skirt.

Sam rubs her bottom with both hands and then climbs down from the horse. She is still rubbing her bottom when she says.

“Wow that cane doesn’t half sting.”

I certainly agreed with that.

Tamsin then appeared on the stairs.

“I thought that I could no longer hear the cane! If you guys have finished the food is ready.”

Sounds like that is the end of the excitement for tonight but I am sure that I am going to be bending over that damned gym horse being thrashed mercilessly again many times in the future.

The End

Disclaimer: I have changed 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. 

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

Sam’s Book

Hello I am Sam and I am very happy that I was able to help James to share his story. If you would like to read my own story “The Slipper and the Cane” it can be found in the Amazon Kindle Store. Here is a preview below. I hope that you enjoy it. Sam.

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

The slipper and the cane

My true story by Samantha Jones

WARNING: This book is for ADULTS ONLY!  My story contains detailed accounts of spankings with a slipper and canings and is not suitable reading for anyone under 18 years of age.

Chapter 1  An unexpected slippering

Chapter 2 Rob gets the Slipper

Chapter 3 I get caned hard

Chapter 4 I cane my first client

Chapter 5  Competing to save their backsides

Chapter 6  Please collect your booby prize

Chapter 7 Who wants to slipper me?

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

Chapter 1  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 was a Saturday night and we had just returned home after a great night out with friends in Richmond Green. It was the height of summer now and a very hot sticky evening so I was dressed in a lovely cool long yellow summer dress with nothing on underneath and a pair of high heeled shoes.

We had both drank a fair amount of wine in the evening and we were both glad to make it back home where we could sleep off the effects while not having to worry about getting up early for work in the morning. The hot sticky night made us both feel a little bad tempered and as a result a stupid argument started in our bedroom about Rob throwing his cloths onto the floor. The argument became a little heated until I suddenly shouted to Rob. “You loser” and at the same time I stuck one finger up to him. I had never done that rude gesture 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 went quiet; Rob just stared at me in shock as I stood there with my one finger still pointing upwards.

Rob walked calmly towards me, held out his hand and then led me gently over to the foot of our bed where he sat down and he then gently pulled me down and bent me over his lap. Rob now lifted my dress up exposing my bare buttocks and I started giggling quietly as I suddenly had the thought that Rob was about to spank me on my bare bottom.

I did not realise yet but I was very soon going to be in for a big shock. Rob picked up his size 10 well worn, smooth soled tartan coloured slipper from the floor and then a few seconds later I jumped and squealed as there was an almighty

“WHACK” 

Rob had whacked me very hard with the slipper on my left buttock, the sound of the thick flexible rubber sole on my smooth skin was incredible and I immediately felt an immense stinging sensation and then a sudden heat rush to my left buttock, I went to rub it with my hand but Rob had his free arm across mine so I could not. I went to stand up just in case Rob had any ideas about whacking me again but he had placed one of his legs across the top of mine so I discovered that I could not move from this position for the moment.

Then about five second later... 

“WHACK” 

Another severe impact from the slipper this time lands on my right buttock, the instant stinging sensation followed by the heat rush was again immense. The first whack had 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 felt to me as if the two impacts had totally covered my poor bottom and I could now feel it stinging all over.

In a way I was almost glad that Rob had spanked both sides of my bottom as it now made things feel even and I suppose I did deserve the spanking for sticking my finger up to him. It really was totally out of character for me, I had never done anything so rude or crude before and I was sure that I never would again especially as I now have a very stingy sore bottom to remind me of my misdemeanour.

I thought that I would now just lay across Rob’s knee and let the pain subside before getting up but I was unfortunately about to receive another nasty surprise...

“WHACK” 

Another very firm and painful blow lands again on my left buttock, slightly higher than the first whack that I had received there 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 was now doubled by whack number three. I unfortunately now had a very good idea of what to expect in about five seconds time and sure enough...

“WHACK”

Impact number four lands on 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 was now even worse to come.

“WHACK” “WHACK”

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 loud “SLAP” as they hit my tender bare skin and I realised 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 now to cope after the six very severe cruel strokes of that big slipper, 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.

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”

But a few seconds after I had called out. 

“WHACK” “WHACK” 

The seventh and eighth blows of the slipper land loudly one after another on each of my cheeks smack bang in the middle of my now very, very sore buttocks; I let out a loud scream as each severe and cruel whack lands giving me a terrible stinging sensation that I simply cannot cope with.

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 eight very severe and perfectly placed 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 then I 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 could see a very white body except for the whole of my buttocks area that was completely and evenly a very bright red.

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 slipper hurts” 

Rob shrugged his shoulders and replied. 

“You deserved it for doing that one fingered thing to me, 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 Rob let me do it to you then”. 

I can see Rob thinking about the prospect of me thrashing him with a slipper but a few seconds later he replies. “No it’s OK thanks”

As the fierce stinging pain subsided it was replaced with a nice warm feeling but the whole of my bottom was also very sore, it was now that I started to feel an excitement that I had never felt in my life before and at the same time I also felt as if all the stress had drained from my body and I was now totally relaxed. I went to bed still feeling very excited and I quickly drifted off into a very deep sleep.

I woke in the morning thinking that I had just had a very strange dream until I felt the soreness of my bottom and realised it was not a dream, I jumped out of bed and looked at the impact area. “Nothing” The whole of my bottom was still very sore and tender but there were no visible signs of the terrible thrashing that it had received the previous night.

Rob was awake now, I went over to him. “Rob I hope you realise that you gave me a very severe thrashing with your 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 smiled back at Rob, I was already planning my revenge on him and thinking to myself how much I was going to enjoy every second of it.

Chapter 2 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 forever.

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 thrash him. 

I come up with a plan and that evening and I put it into practice on 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 cannot 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 was not mentioned all night and we both went to bed and straight off to sleep.

Tuesday night was 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 arrived home from football at the usual time, we watched TV for about an hour and then we both went up to bed, I changed into my nightdress and noticed Rob looking at me as he undressed as if he had something to tell me, then he suddenly spurted out 

“OK Sam, get it over with then.”

“Get what over with?”

“You know, the slipper”

My heart started racing and I had a problem controlling my breathing, the only problem was I did not want Rob to see I was so excited about the prospect of me giving him a severe slippering on his bare backside, so I calmly said.

“OK Rob, bend over the bed and I will give you 10 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 eight 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 eight of his very severe whacks then a 6ft male should be able to take ten of my best whacks no problem, especially with the promise of such a reward at the end.

I went and picked up Rob’s slippers and looked at the soles, they were both worn very smooth but one seemed a little smoother than the other so I was sure that was the one that was polished smoother on my poor suffering backside the other night, I will use that one, I took hold of the heel end squashing it in my hand to get a good grip and then I took two practice swipes on the dressing table “WHACK” “WHACK”

Rob stood there looking at me terrified dressed just in his boxers.

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

Rob laid across the bed, arms reaching the other side with his head to one side, I had a real job to control my breathing now but I slowly walked over and put the slipper on the bed with the sole in full view of Rob then I ran my fingers down both sides of Rob’s body and pulled his boxers down, Rob quickly put one hand down to grab his boxers and stop me but quickly changed his mind and let me pull them down to just below what was 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 then I 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 left buttock.

“Rob I am about to give you ten whacks with your 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 think again about what he told me the other night after mercilessly thrashing me that a few whacks of a slipper doesn’t 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 cannot wait!

“Are you ready then Rob?” 

In a very quiet and nervous voice Rob replies. 

“Yes.” 

“OK then Rob in five seconds I will begin.” 

I was trying to stretch it out as long as I could because I was enjoying myself so much and feeling more excited than at any time in my life.

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

I hope that you have enjoyed this preview. You can read more or download the book here...Sam      Amazon UK         Amazon USA 
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