

Caned in the Stables

by Samantha Jones

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

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

My name is Tom and I live mainly for my job. One day my boss George calls me to his house and offers me the promotion of a lifetime, I am totally thrilled. Unfortunately I do a very stupid thing shortly afterwards and I am caught in the act by George’s very sexy wife Fiona. She gives me the option of telling her husband which will certainly mean me losing my job or accepting her punishment. 

From that moment on I seem to spend most of my spare time secured over Fiona’s caning bench being mercilessly thrashed by her.

One day Fiona’s friend sally turns up.

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

“I cannot help but to notice how sexy Fiona looks as she stands there holding the whip dressed in her thigh length boots, short skirt and tight blouse. It is just a shame that she is about to bring her cruel whip down hard onto my bare backside.”

*****************************
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A New Job

My milkman greets me as I leave my flat.

“You are very early this morning Tom?”

I reply while still wiping the sleep from my eyes.

“Yes I have been told to report to the chairman’s house on the way to work.”

The milkman is already at the next flat by the time that I have finished my sentence.

George my boss has told me to meet him at his house on the way into work this morning as he has something important to discuss in private with me. I just hope that it is going to be good news.

When I arrive at George’s house he opens the door as I approach and invites me into the kitchen. We both sit at the kitchen table and George hands me a folder.

“Tom have a look at this proposal, I am offering you a seat on the board of directors.”

I am taken by surprise and do not know what o say. This is the best news that I have ever had in my 36 years on the planet. 

George continues.

“Tom you deserve it. I know that you have given 100% to the firm over the years and as I am 60 this year I want you to take over the running of the company. Please study the details before giving me your answer. There will of course be a probationary period during which we can both change our minds.”

I do not need to study the small print as I know my answer now and it is yes but before I can reply George’s phone rings and he immediately answers.

“Hello.”

“Oh hello Derek, how are you?”

“That will teach you for buying a car without a spare wheel.”

“No problem Derek I will pop in now. Don’t worry I will see you later.”

George ends the call and is already heading to the front door as he explains.

“Derek has had a puncture on the way to work and he does not have a spare in his new car so I have to go in and open up. Have a read through the proposal. I should be back in about 30 minutes. It would be great if you could give me an answer then. Oh and if you need the gents can you use the upstairs one as we are waiting for a plumber to fix the one downstairs.”

Before I can reply Derek has gone.

As I read through the terms of my new career I just cannot believe what a great package George has offered me and within 5 minutes I have signed the contract and I then sit waiting for George to return. 

I decide to pop to the toilet to kill a bit of time and as I leave the toilet I see a bedroom door open so I have a quick look inside. I walk in and see a lovely bedroom with a king sized bed that is still unmade. I cannot but help to notice the very sexy red underwear lying on the floor and I laugh to myself as I think that George either has a very sexy wife or is coming to work every day with the underwear on under his suit. I am disappointed to have missed George’s wife this morning but I hope that when I become a director I will meet her as I will then be able to fantasise about her wearing that sexy red underwear.

I notice one of the drawers in the dressing table partly open and as I am still killing time and also a little nosey I open it some more. I see that the drawer is full of beautiful silk underwear. I am a little excited as I look through the garments and I cannot resist holding a pair of the lovely smooth silk knickers against my cheek. I love the smoothness of the silk and the lovely fresh smell.

Suddenly I have the shock of my life as I see a woman sat up in the bed watching me. I never thought of the possibility that there could be someone in the bed. As I take the knickers away from my face there is a flash and as I look at the woman there is another. I see that she has taken my photo with her mobile phone. I hastily stuff the knickers back into the drawer and hurry downstairs. I then sit at the kitchen table and bury my head into my new job proposal.

As I sit there I realise that the woman must be George’s wife and she has just caught me going through her knicker drawer in their private bedroom. I just hope that George returns quickly and I can get out of here, but what is she going to say to George. I could kick myself for being so stupid.

A few minutes later my heart starts to race as I realise that the woman has come down stairs and is now standing behind me.

Eventually she speaks.

“Hello I am George’s wife Fiona. You must be Tom?”

I turn around to see a stunning looking woman with long black hair dressed in a pair of grey tracksuit trousers and a red rugby shirt. She is tall and quite athletic looking and I would guess that she is about 40 years old.

I try my best to speak but I am so embarrassed that I just let out an.

“Uggggh”

I can feel my cheeks turning bright red as Fiona asks.

“Do you often walk into ladies bedrooms and sniff their knickers?”

I squint my eyes trying to shut out the world and just stare down at the table, but things are about to get much worse for me.

“I am surprised that you are still here Tom. When George get’s home I will let him decide if he is going to call the police but I should think at the very least he will sack you on the spot.”

Oh no this job means everything to me. The reason that my wife left me was because of the hours that I worked. I plead with Fiona.

“Please Fiona don’t tell George. I have never done anything like that before, I was just killing time. Please give me a second chance. I really love my job.”

“Sorry Tom you should have thought of that before you rummaged through my drawers and licked my knickers. George will not believe it when I show him the photos”

I start to panic as I see George’s car coming up the drive and although it seems futile I beg once more.

“Please Fiona I know that I did a stupid thing but I would do anything if you would give me a second chance.”

Fiona looks me in the eyes for a good few seconds before replying.

“Tom I am going to give you two options. I can tell George and let him deal with it or you can let me punish you myself.”

I immediately answer.

“Yes Fiona I will accept any punishment that you think I deserve.”

“Ok then Tom but I have to warn you that it will be a very painful lesson for you and if you do not accept it fully I will let George deal with you instead, and remember I have the photos.”

“Thank you Fiona, I know that I have done a stupid thing.”

“Here is my business card Tom. Send me a text so that we have each other’s details and I will be in touch.”

I quickly put Fiona’s number into my mobile and send her a text with my name. I think that she must be joking about punishing me but as long as she does not tell George she can do what she likes with me, especially if she is wearing that sexy underwear at the time.

George enters the room.

“Hello both I am glad that you have met. Have you accepted my offer Tom?”

I look to Fiona to see if she is going to say anything but she stays tight lipped so I reply enthusiastically.

“Of course I accept it George and thank you very much.”

“That’s great Tom let’s head to the office and I will tell the others.”

As I follow George out through the door Fiona looks me straight in the eyes and says.

“See you soon Tom.”

A Cruel Lesson

Over the course of the next week I come to realise what a wonderful opportunity I have been given. I have more responsibilities, much more pay, an executive car and much more respect from all of the female employees in the firm. The latter being the most important to me and the one perk that I hope to exploit to its full potential in the very near future.

One afternoon while I sit in my plush new office I am surprised to receive a text message from Fiona and I am even more surprised when I read it.

The time has come for you to pay the price for fondling my underwear. Meet me at the old stables at 7pm tonight.

George told me a couple of years ago that he had bought the old stables in our village but I have never ventured inside the place and what’s more I never intend to either, I think that Fiona is still pulling my leg. By now I have come to the conclusion that if she had intended to tell George she would have done it by now, so I delete her message and think no more of it.

That evening I am sat watching the television alone in my flat having just changed into some casual clothes for the evening when I hear my phone beeping with a text message, I am shocked to see that it is from Fiona again. I look at the time and it is 7.30pm. I open the message to be confronted by two photos which clearly show me in Fiona and George’s bedroom going through her underwear drawer.

I read the attached message.

Tom you have exactly 30 minutes to get here or I will send the photos to George. You have just made things a whole lot worst for yourself by being late.

I don’t know what the hell she wants me there for, but in a panic I jump into my car and quickly head for the old stables.

When I arrive at the stables I see that there is a stable block and what looks like an office block. Everywhere looks deserted but I decide to try the office block first. I park my car and nervously walk up to the door and press the intercom.

I hear a buzz as the door unlocks and I push it open and walk inside. The place looks like it is in the process of being renovated but it is an old building with very high windows and bare floorboards. The first room is empty so I open the first door on the left and look inside.

I see that the big room is empty except for an old dark wooden desk at the far end and sitting at the desk facing me is Fiona. She looks very different from the last time that we met. Her dark hair is raised up in a bun, she is wearing glasses and is dressed in a grey jacket and skirt. She really does look exactly how I would picture a librarian.

Fiona sounds quite angry as she instructs me.

“Come inside and close the door.”

I do as she asks and after closing the door I stand in front of her desk as she is sitting on the only chair in the room.

Fiona looks at me angrily for a few moments before speaking sternly.

“I trusted you and you let me down. I should have told George about you from the start. Tell me why I should not send him the pictures now?”

I cannot think what to say so I just let out a pathetic.

“Sorry.”

Fiona thinks for a minute before replying.

“Ok then Tom I am going to give you one final chance but the next time that you let me down I am going to send the photos to George and let him deal with you. Is that clear?”

I am still tongue tied so I just nod yes.

“Right then Tom I am now going to punish you for going through my underwear. Do you have anything to say?”

I decide it best to keep quiet. 

Fiona takes off her glasses and then her voice sounds even sterner.

“Right then, I am now going to cane you.”

I am terrified as Fiona stands up but instead of producing a cane she puts a white coloured pair of her silk knickers onto the table.

“Right then Tom as you like my underwear so much you can wear a pair of my knickers as I cane you, this should help you to remember why you are getting thrashed.”

Fiona points to the door.

“To save your blushes you can get changed in there, but make sure that you only have the thin knickers protecting your backside.”

Too stunned to comment and knowing that she is serious about sending the pictures to George I pick up the silk knickers and head to the changing room.

Reluctantly I take off my trousers and pants and then pull on the silk knickers. I must look a sight but the silk does feel very nice against my skin. 

I walk back into the room dressed in just my red t-shirt and Fiona’s white knickers. I am shocked at what I see.

Fiona is now standing in front of the desk holding an extremely long cane. The cane is so flexible that I can see it flexing even though she is holding it almost still.

Fiona points to the old table with the long cane and says in a very stern voice.

“I want you to stretch right across the table while I secure you.”

In a panic I ask.

“Why do you need to secure me?”

“Because without being secured there is no way that you will be able to hold your position when I bring this whippy cane down very hard onto your backside. Do you understand?”

I just nod yes and Fiona taps the table with her cruel looking cane. She then sounds a little impatient.

“Right get across the table quickly. I want to start thrashing you as soon as possible and if you question what I am doing or drag your heels anymore you will get extra strokes.”

Not wanting to upset her anymore while she is holding the cane I do as she says and bend myself over the old table. I immediately feel Fiona securing my ankles and wrists tightly. As soon as she has finished securing me I try to move but discover that she has me held tight. I am scared as I realise that I am now at the full mercy of her and the ferocious looking cane. I am glad that none of my mates from the football club can see me like this, bent over a desk dressed in ladies silk knickers about to be caned by my boss’s wife.

Fiona just leaves me stretched across her desk for a couple of minutes and that is more than enough time for me to realise the potentially serious situation that I am in. I now have no control over how hard she is going to whack me or how many strokes. In a way I am flattered to have the attention of such a sexy milf and I would give anything to fuck her brains out but I am too scared to let her cane me so I protest.

“I have changed my mind Fiona, untie me.”

“OK then Tom let me just send a quick text to George.”

Now I am panicking even more.

“No! Don´t do that I will take the caning.”

“That is a good decision Tom because I was going to send the photos to George, and then I was going to cane you anyway.”

What a fucking horrible and also very sexy bitch she is.

I decide not to look at Fiona for the same reason as not looking at a dentist but I can clearly hear her every step on the bare floorboards as she moves around the room. Every time that she moves behind me my heart rate and breathing increases and it drops a little when she moves back in front of me but I know that I cannot be far away from the caning now. I just wonder how many strokes she plans to give me and how hard. Fiona speaks so maybe I am about to find out.

“Right then Tom you are about to get a very severe caning for sniffing my underwear, I just hope it was worth it. I am going to give you 12 very hard strokes for the underwear plus another 6 strokes for being late and if you wondered how hard each stroke will be I will show you.”

Fiona then places a large cushion onto the table next to me and I watch as she carefully lays the cane across the cushion. I then watch as she lifts the cane and brings it down with and brings it down with and almighty whack.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

The sound of the cane cutting through the air and whacking down onto the cushion is absolutely terrifying. She does some more strokes.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

I just cannot believe how much the long cane flexes in the air at the top of its stroke and how much dust comes out of the cushions but I am even more surprised that the cane has not cut the fabric of the cushions. Fiona now sounds very satisfied as she speaks.

“As you can see Tom my cane is very flexible, I like to think of it as half cane and half whip and the next time that you hear it cutting through the air it is going to be landing across your backside. Now if you are comfortable I will begin your 18 strokes.”

I am absolutely terrified as I hear Fiona walk behind me. My backside feels very vulnerable as I feel the cane resting across my cheeks. I just have a very thin layer of silk between my skin and that cruel looking cane. How I wish that I did not look into her underwear drawer.

I sense that the cane has left my backside and then all hell breaks loose.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The fucking bitch has brought the cane down terribly hard. First the incredible sound of the cane cutting through the air and the sickening sound of its impact makes me jump and I then feel the long cane wrapping itself around my cheeks following every contour and then I am suddenly hit by a terrible burning and sting line of pain across the full width of my backside. Her sexy silk knickers are certainly not giving me much protection.

Just as I am getting over the shock of the first stroke I hear the terrifying sound again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I feel the cane curling around my cheeks again and I now have 2 fiercely burning lines right across my backside.

As I twist and pull at my restraints the merciless bitch continues relentlessly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

After 3 strokes I really cannot cope with this. The whole of my ass is now burning to hell. She must be able to see the effect that it is having on me by the way that I am wriggling about but the cruel bitch continues.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

I cannot contain myself any longer and I let out a loud

“Ahhhhh”

This only seems to make Fiona bring the cane down even harder and as the strokes are all landing on top of previous impact points the terrible burning and stinging sensation is now even more intense.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

I try to twist out of the way of the cane but the fucking bitch keeps catching me terribly. After 9 of her cruel strokes I cannot contain my hatred for her any longer. 

I call out.

“You fucking cruel bitch.”

Fiona´s voice is very calm and matter of fact.

“Tom if you are going to call me names I am not going to let you wear my knickers.”

She then very carefully pulls the silk knickers down to my knees and I then jump as I feel the cane resting across my bare and burning cheeks. I know what to expect next.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I was wrong the silk knickers were giving my poor ass some protection. The sting from the cane is now even more severe but the cruel bitch keeps the strokes coming harder than ever. I wriggle about and stamp as I try to cope.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

I try my best but I cannot twist my body enough to get out of the firing line. I am absolutely desperate not to take anymore strokes onto my red raw cheeks but it is no use, showing me no mercy Fiona keeps the cruel strokes coming harder than ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK” 

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK” 

I stamp and wriggle for quite a time after Fiona has finished and as soon as she has finished untying me I stand up. I now get a nasty surprise.

“Tom I will text you when I want you here next.”

“What do you mean Fiona I have taken your caning.”

“That is just the first of many Tom. I will see you soon.”

I scan the room for Fiona’s phone. I don’t intend to get a caning like that ever again. If she calls me here again I will get her phone and destroy it. She won’t be able to do much without the evidence.

I do not see her phone this time so I go to the changing room and put my own pants and trousers back on and I then hastily leave.

The Birch

During the course of the next week hardly a minute goes by when I do not think about the caning that the cruel bitch gave me. Every time that I look at my phone my heart misses a beat as I expect to see a message demanding that I go to see her for another severe caning.

About a week after the caning I have a strange conversation at work with one of the new employees Peter. He is a 28 year old guy who has hardly said a word to me up until now, but I bump into him in the corridor one day.

“Morning Peter”

“Morning Tom”

Peter has a big smile on his face and stares at me for a few seconds before saying.

“I hear that you have met George’s wife Fiona.”

This takes me by surprise but after an embarrassing silence I answer.

“Yes George and I had a meeting at the house a couple of weeks ago and she was there.”

Peter smiles at me again and then walks off. It is as if he knows something about Fiona and me.

The next day George calls me into his office.

“Tom I just wanted to say how happy I am with you. You have stepped up to the mark and are doing a cracking job. Thank you very much.”

I am elated but by heart rate and breathing suddenly goes into overdrive as George continues.

“Oh and before I forget, Fiona would like you to pop down to the old stables to help her with something tonight. She said that she will be there at 8pm. Is that OK?”

My voice is trembling as I reply.

“Yes of course.”

“Thanks Tom, I make sure that I keep away from the place these days, I have enough on my plate here.”

I look at my watch and see that it is almost 3pm. I have 5 hours to think of a way to get out of being caned mercilessly by that fucking cruel bitch again.

I spend the afternoon deep in thought but I cannot find a solution to my problem and as I watch the clock counting down the time I know that every minute I am getting closer to another terrible thrashing from Tom’s cruel wife. The torture of waiting is just too much and at 7pm I decide to head over to the stables early and to do my best to talk Fiona out of giving me another caning. I really cannot take that again.

I arrive at the stables and am both surprised and relived that nobody answers the doorbell at the office. I then notice a light on in the stables so I wander over to have a look.

When I peer through the window I am very surprise to see Peter from work standing talking to Fiona. They are both dressed in riding gear with tight leggings and boots as if they have just played a game of Polo. The stable is almost empty except for a table and a very sturdy looking wooden trestle with a couple of saddles sitting on top.

Fiona seems to be very angry with Peter and is red faced as she shouts at him.

“Peter you are a total idiot. I don’t know how the hell I could have been so stupid.”

Peter seems to be too scared to reply and he looks even more scared as Fiona goes over to the wooden trestle and removes the two saddles and throws them to the ground. She then says to Peter very firmly.

“Bend over my caning bench. NOW!”

Peter looks at Fiona for a second and then walks to the trestle and stretches over it with his hands touching the floor opposite. Fiona then very quickly secures Peter’s ankles and wrists to the legs of the trestle. Peter is now very securely restrained over the sturdy looking trestle. I cannot help but to think how glad I am that it is he and not I in that position with an angry looking Fiona standing behind.

I glance around the room but do not see any canes or other instruments of punishment so I watch Fiona intently to see what she will do next. I am shocked to see her picking up a set of secateurs that are used for pruning trees. Peter’s eyes nearly pop out of his head as Fiona places the secateurs onto the floor in his line of sight. Fiona then unceremoniously pulls Peters riding trousers down revealing a very white and totally naked backside.

Fiona picks up the secateurs and heads out of the stables. I watch as she goes over to a birch tree and cuts a very long and extremely whippy looking length of birch, she then cuts another 3 similar pieces. Fiona takes the 4 birch canes back into the stable and after carefully trimming them all she tapes one end of them together with some electrical tape. She has now made herself a very cruel looking birch and I would guess that peter is about to feel its full force.

Suddenly Fiona is heading towards the window that I am standing outside so I quickly move my head away from her line of sight.

My heart almost stops as Fiona’s head appears from the window, she looks straight at me and my heart then races as she speaks.

“Enjoy the show Tom. As soon as I have finished thrashing Peter you are going to get exactly the same.”

I breathe deeply as Fiona walks back over to Peter.

As I look at Fiona holding the long birch I cannot help but to think how sexy she looks with her black hair tied in a ponytail, her tight white blouse, tight grey riding breeches and long black boots but I also cannot help but to think how glad I am that it is Peter who is stretched across her caning bench and not me. She might be very sexy looking but she is also extremely terrifying when she is holding a cane in her hand.

Fiona bends the long birch canes around her ample bottom and touches the ends together in front of her then Peter and I both jump as she swishes it through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

I cannot believe how much the 4 canes flex as they change from the upswing to the downswing and the sound is absolutely terrifying as the very long and whippy canes screech through the air.

Fiona now rests the 4 canes across Peters bare backside, I can tell by her face that she is absolutely loving every second. I am almost afraid to look as I know what is about to come but first Fiona speaks to the unfortunate Peter.

“Peter you are now going to get 12 very hard strokes of my birch. Do you have anything to say?”

Fiona gives him a few seconds to reply but Peter very wisely remains silent so Fiona speaks again.

“Right them Peter if you are comfortable I will begin and you can rest assured that I am going to really enjoy giving you every one of these strokes.”

I squint as I see Fiona raise the birch very high above her shoulder and she then brings it down ferociously.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Peter jumps and lets out an. 

“Ahhhhh.”

I watch as 4 perfectly spaced and very painful looking red lines develop across the full width of Peters white cheeks. Then the cruel bitch quickly brings another ferocious stroke down.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Peter now wriggles about frantically as he tries to cope with the fierce stinging but Fiona carries on mercilessly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

The 4 canes really do make a sickening sound as they all smack down onto Peter’s bare skin. I cannot help but to think that I will be in the same position very soon.

Peter wriggles and he does his best to twist and turn but it is to no avail as Fiona shows him no mercy whatsoever as she keeps the cruel strokes of her home made birch coming as hard as ever with a sickening whack each time.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona’s face is now bright red and she looks to be in a frenzy. She is having the time of her life and the more that Peter wriggles the harder she seems to be bringing the birch down onto his now very striped backside.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

After 8 strokes Peter’s backside looks very sore, there is no white area left and both of his cheeks are completely crimson coloured but still Fiona shows him no mercy and she bring the birch down harder than ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Suddenly the room falls silent and Peter is left wriggling about from the 12 cruel strokes. Fiona unties him and he then stands up. 

Fiona then tells him.

“Right that’s it for today but I will be calling you very soon for another caning.”

Caning Me

Peter does not bother to pull his jodhpurs up properly and he quickly leaves the stable. 

Fiona then turns to me at the window.

“Get in here quickly Tom! Trousers down and then bend over my caning bench. You are about to get the birching of your life.”

I stay put trying to think of a way to get out of the terrible birching, but Fiona then screams.

“QUICKLY OR YOU WILL GET EXTRA STROKES.”

I quickly head for her caning bench and I pull my trousers and boxers down before stretching myself across it. Before I have time to change my mind Fiona has secured me in position over the top of the trestle. I realise that there is now no way out of the terrible birching and I am totally at the mercy of the cruel woman.

Fiona picks up her cruel homemade birch and swishes it through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

WHOOOOOOOSH”

WHOOOOOOOSH”

WHOOOOOOOSH”

WHOOOOOOOSH”

The sound is even more terrifying now that I am secured over her caning bench with my totally bare ass over the top of the trestle presented to her to punish as severely as she pleases. I try to twist my body but realise that I am not going to be able to twist enough to get out of the way of the 4 cruel canes that are soon going to be raining down hard.

I feel the birch resting across my bare cheeks and my heart begins to race but then my attention is drawn to a mobile phone ringing high up on a shelf. 

I think to myself.

Please answer the phone and please let the call be something urgent so you have to dash off without caning me.

The first part of my wish is answered as Fiona still holding her fearsome looking birch goes to answer the phone.

“Hello.”

“Oh hello Sally.”

“I am at the stables.”

“I am a little busy at the moment. Do you remember me telling you about that man who I caught going through my underwear?”

“Well at this moment I have him tied across my caning bench with his pants around his ankles and I am just about to give him the thrashing of his life.”

“I have made a lovely birch and I am going to give him twelve very hard strokes with it.”

“Of course you can Sally that will be fun.”

Fiona puts her phone back onto the shelf and I look at her eagerly waiting to learn my fate. She quickly explains.

“That was my friend Sally, she wants to come and watch me birching you. She will be about 10 minutes so make yourself comfortable.”

Damn! This is worst than ever now. Why the hell did that stupid cow not phone a few minutes later, if so it would have been all over by now, but instead I have to lay here thinking about it for another 10 minutes.

I decide to keep quiet for fear of getting extra strokes and I listen as Fiona paces around the room impatiently, she then comes over and checks the fastenings on my wrists and as she does so she pushes her crotch into the side of my face and rubs her pussy against me as she reaches over to my wrists. Then suddenly we are interrupted by a loud voice.

“Thanks for waiting. Wow that’s a nice white ass.”

I look around to see a not overly tall and slightly overweight woman dressed in riding gear, she has quite short straight blonde hair and is probably aged in her early thirties. She walks over to me and smacks me hard on the ass.

“SMAAACK”

She speaks loud and excitedly as if she has been drinking too much coffee.

“So this is the famous knicker sniffer. Where’s your birch Fiona.”

Fiona points to the birch and Sally immediately picks it up and swishes it through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

I see that Fiona and sally both have broad smiles on their faces when they hear the incredible sound that the birch makes. 

Sally sounds more excited than ever.

“Wow! I can’t wait to see you cane him with that thing. Are you really going to give him twelve strokes?”

Yes I sure am I have already given that rat Peter twelve strokes with it tonight.

Sally frowns.

“Oh no you should have called me. I would have loved to have seen him get it.”

“I would have Sally but it was a spur of the moment thing, but don’t worry this is going to be well worth seeing.”

I notice that Sally is thinking about something and then she asks.

“Fiona, can you whack me with the birch so that I know how it feels, I will enjoy watching you birching the knicker sniffer more then.

Fiona now smiles broader than ever.

“Of course Sally it will be my pleasure. Bend over and see how many you can take before standing up.”

“OK Fiona but don’t whack me hard.”

“No I won’t whack you hard bend over then.”

Sally suddenly looks a little worried.

“Are you sure that you will not whack me hard?”

“Don’t worry I will whack you about half as hard as I whack the men and you will have your riding britches to protect you also. Come on then bend over Tom is interested to see how many you can take.”

Fiona is right I am interested to see how hard she whacks Sally with the birch and how many she can take. I would be really enjoying watching them if I was not tied across her caning bench waiting to be birched myself.

At last Sally nervously bends over and touches the toes of her riding boots with her fingers. Her grey riding britches are stretched very tight across her slightly plump ass. I watch eagerly as Fiona rests the birch across Sally’s backside and shortly after she lifts it high before bringing it down sharply.

“WHOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAACK”

Fiona has brought the birch down across Sally’s backside with about half of the force that she used on Peter but it was still quite a whack and made a loud noise both through the air and on impact.

Sally immediately jumps up and paces around the room holding her burning bottom. 

She screams out.

“Ahhh you fucking bitch Fiona. You said that you would not whack me hard.”

Fiona cannot contain her laughter as she replies.

“Believe it or not that was only half as hard as I whack the men. Bend back over and let’s see how many more strokes you can take.”

Sally sticks one finger up to Fiona and says firmly.

“No way! You do not realise how much that fucking thing stings. Let me whack you with it then.”

Fiona thinks about sally’s proposition for a few seconds. I am really finding this highly entertaining now and am hoping very much that Fiona takes up Sally’s kind invitation but I am suddenly reminded of my predicament when Fiona turns to me and says firmly.

“No! You’re not whacking me; it is about time that I birched him. We have kept him waiting long enough and I am sure that he is dying to find out how much my birch is going to sting his lovely white ass.”

My breathing deepens big time now that I realise that I am only moments away from a terrible caning.

Sally then speaks to me.

“I have to say I feel for you having twelve strokes with that thing, just one stroke was unbearable.”

Fiona interrupts.

“You are joking sally, I am going to be whacking Tom twice s hard, I only gave you a little tap.”

Fiona swishes her home made birch through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

Sally steps back away from the frightening birch but unfortunately my poor bottom is going to have nowhere to hide. I now feel the 4 canes resting across my bare cheeks, as long as they rest there I know that they cannot hurt me but suddenly I feel them leaving my bare unprotected backside and I hear a “whoosh” as Fiona raises the birch high on its upswing and I then hear all hell break loose.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona brings the birch down across my cheeks very hard. I jump as the 4 long canes hit me and I then feel them all curling around my cheeks and a second later the burning and stinging sensation that hits me is beyond belief. I feel as if I have been caned by 4 people at the same time. I cannot contain myself and shout out.

“AHHHH! YOU STUPID FUCKING BITCH!”

I hear sally laugh at this but unfortunately for me Fiona does not find it amusing.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

She brings her cruel birch down even harder onto my already unbearably burning cheeks. I try to twist my body out of her firing line before she lands another stroke but.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fucking hell I cannot believe how much that thing stings. She must be heartless to whack me 3 times like that. But there is even worse to come.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I am now wriggling and stamping like crazy as I try to cope with the effects of the 4 strokes that have left me with 16 burning and stinging lines. I am moving back and forth as much as possible trying to spoil the bitches aim but unfortunately for me she lands every stroke with maximum effect.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I now understand why Sally was so shocked by her one stroke but the fucking cruel bitch has now whacked me 6 times on my bare buttocks with her stupid homemade birch. Sally was right Fiona just does not realise how much that thing stings. 

I protest.

“That’s enough now! You don’t realise how much that fucking thing stings.”

Fiona’s reply is swift.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I have to stop her whacking me somehow. I try my best to twist and turn but I can sense Fiona biding her time to get the perfect aim and she keeps landing every cruel stroke accurately and with maximum effect onto my burning cheeks.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona is now playing a cruel game with me; she holds the birch high and watches me twisting about, and then the moment I stop.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

And then again she watches me until suddenly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

After the 12 cruel strokes I am left wriggling and stamping like crazy. I am still dancing as they release me.

Fiona unfastens my wrists while Sally releases my ankles. I look up towards the shelf where Fiona’s phone is and realise that I need to get it if these terrible canings are not going to become a regular event.

As sally finishes untying my ankles she calls to Fiona.

“Fancy a game of Russian Roulette.”

Fiona smiles.

“Yea go on then.”

Fiona comes around and stands next to Sally. I am absolutely terrified now. What the hell is Russian Roulette and what the hell are they going to do with me next. As my trousers are around my ankles I keep facing the caning bench to protect my modesty but I then feel a pair of hands on my thighs turning me around.

As I turn I see that Sally and Fiona are both on their knees in front of me. Sally holds my hips and immediately sucks my cock into her mouth. Within just a couple of seconds my cock is rock hard and I watch as Sally bobs her head as she skilfully works her lips up and down the entire length of my now very stiff cock.

After about 30 seconds Fiona pushes Sally’s head away and I notice that my cock is left smeared in Sally’s bright red lipstick. Fiona immediately starts to suck my cock and I now have a cock covered with two different shades of lipstick.

Fiona works away very skilfully on my cock her motion is a lot slower and more sensual than sally’s. I feel like pushing Fiona’s head to speed her up a little but I resist the urge to spoil their game of Russian Roulette. All I know is that they are both playing a very dangerous game with a loaded gun and it is very likely to go off in one of their faces at any moment.

As Fiona skilfully works on my cock my breathing deepens and I realise that I am seconds away from shooting my load into her mouth but then suddenly my cock is out of Fiona’s mouth and back into Sally’s.

Sally is now frantically working away on my cock. The speed that she is rubbing her lips up and down its length makes it slightly painful, she is obviously much less experienced at sucking cocks than Fiona and is obviously trying too hard to grab the glory. As my cock is now quite sore from her fierce sucking I am eagerly waiting for the next changeover, and after what seems like quite a long time Fiona pushes Sally aside and takes my cock back into her mouth.

This time Fiona works even slower on my cock and I can feel her tongue playing with its tip. After a minute or so I feel as if I am about to explode but Fiona keeps the pace slow enough to stop me and when she senses that I am about to cum she completely stops her head bobbing and just sucks away on the tip of my cock.

After a couple of minutes of being teased by Fiona she knows that she has me where she wants me and she then starts to speed up the pace. Suddenly as she is right at the bottom of her stroke I explode fiercely into the back of her throat. Fiona gulps away doing her best not to let any of my cum out of her mouth and when she senses that I have finished Cumming I feel her tongue cleaning the end of my cock before she pulls her lips away with a loud.

“POP”

Sally gracious in defeat gives Fiona a quick round of applause.

I do not know which way to look after having just shot my load into my boss’s wife’s mouth.

I pull my trousers up and not being able to think of anything better to say just mumble.

“Thank you both. See you soon.”

I then head home.

A Sexy offer

I felt more than a little awkward at work the next day after shooting my load into George’s Wife’s mouth the night before and when he asked me how it went at the stables I could only think to reply.

“Oh um, Ok I think that Fiona did everything that she wanted.”

It was also a little awkward every time that I saw Peter but neither of us mentioned the other night.

I never heard anymore from Fiona until out of the blue a couple of weeks later when I received a text.

Meet us at the stables tomorrow at 8pm and don’t be late or else.

Normally I would be terrified to receive a text message from Fiona knowing that I was going to be mercilessly caned by her, but this time I am more apprehensive than scared because the message says meet us meaning that Sally is likely to be there also.

I just wonder what they have lined up for me tomorrow. I think that I can safely guess that I am going to be bent over Fiona’s stupid caning bench and severely caned but I wonder what else they have lined up for me. All I know is that I am not going to be able to sleep much tonight trying to guess what is in store for me at the stables.

The next evening I pull up outside the stables at exactly 8pm. I see that there is a light on in the stable block so I nervously head that way.

As I enter the stables I stop in my tracks. Sally and Fiona are both sat on the top of Fiona´s caning bench. They are both dressed in their matching riding gear of white blouses, tight grey jodhpurs and long black boots. Fiona has her long black hair tied in a ponytail. I am terrified as I see the two ladies busily working together taping five fresh birch canes into a long fearsome looking birch. I decide it is time for me to make a hasty retreat, but as I turn to leave Fiona spots me.

“Hello Tom we are just making a fresh birch as they do not stay 100% flexible for long.”

I freeze on the spot until Sally calls out.

“Come on in then, we don’t bite.”

Somehow I find myself wandering over to them. They finish making their gruesome looking birch and then Fiona speaks.

“We have an interesting proposition for you tonight Tom. Sally and I have been arguing for a week over who could take the most strokes of the cane without giving in and we have devised a way to settle the argument once and for all.”

I am very intrigued now and I listen intently as Fiona continues.

“Sally and I want you to cane us in turns and the one who gives up first is the looser.”

Suddenly I cannot believe my luck. I was expecting to be spending my evening tied over a wooden trestle being severely caned by Fiona but instead I am going to be spending the evening caning these two naughty bitches instead. 

Wow! Bring it on.

Sally now speaks.

“We have also come up with a way to spice the competition up a little. The loser is to be tied over Fiona’s caning bench and given 12 strokes of the birch by the winner. Do you agree to help us?”

Things have just gotten better and better for me. I am now so excited that I cannot speak so I just nod yes.

Fiona goes over to a large water but and takes out a very long and extremely whippy looking cane, she swishes it through the air to take the excess water off.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

Sally and I are both mesmerised by the cane, it makes a terrifying sound as it cuts through the air and it is incredible how much the thing flexes.

Fiona seeing us both staring explains.

“Yes as you can see I have soaked it in water to make it more like a whip than a cane. This beauty is definitely going to sort out which one of us is the wimp.”

I see that sally now has a look of terror on her face, Fiona’s mind games are definitely working.

I eagerly take the long cane from Fiona and notice that it bends a lot under its own weight, this thing is really going to sting. 

I then ask.

“Who is going to be the lucky person going first and how many strokes each?”

I am shocked at Fiona’s reply.

“There is just one thing that we have to do first Tom. As I am the only one to have caned you so far it would not be fair on me if you caned both of us as you would without intending to always whack me harder, so Sally is going to cane you now so that you will feel the same way about her as you do me.”

I am suddenly in a panic I did not think that I was going to be caned. I desperately try to talk my way out of the thrashing.

“You both have my assurance that I will cane you equally. You don’t need to cane me first.”

This seems to make Fiona very angry. She grabs the cane from me and yells.

“Don’t waste our time. Get your pants down and bend over my caning bench. NOW!”

Before I know it I am stretched across the top of the trestle with my trousers and pants around my knees and Sally and Fiona are securing my ankles and wrists. 

Damn I am in this position again and I do not even know how many strokes I am going to be given or how hard Sally canes.

I look around to see Sally holding the long cane and I think to myself that I am glad that it is not the birch. 

Fiona then speaks to Sally.

“Right then sally, give him 24 strokes and if any of them are not hard enough the deal is off.”

I can’t believe that she said 24, I feel like arguing but I know that I will risk getting even more strokes if I do. 

I jump as I feel the cold wet cane resting onto my bare cheeks. Sally moves about as she adjusts her stance and then suddenly I hear the cane whoosh as it rises on the upswing and then there is a terrifying sound as she brings it crashing down hard onto my poor unprotected buttocks.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

I feel the cane wrapping itself around the contours of my cheeks and I know what to expect next. I let out a loud.

“Ahhhh”

The line of burning and stinging spreads over the full with of my ass. Sally has whacked me even harder than Fiona ever has, also she does not give me so much time between the cruel cane strokes.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

After 3 strokes I am dancing and wriggling about like mad and just hoping that the future strokes will not connect properly but they all do very loudly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

The whole of my ass is now stinging to hell. I am desperate to get out of the way of the cruel strokes but I can’t.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

The fucking heartless bitch just keeps them coming very hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

I try to scare Sally and I call out.

“You are really going to get it in a minute Sally when it’s my turn to cane you.”

Unfortunately this seems to have the opposite effect to what I was hoping for and the strokes seem to come even harder and faster.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

The fucking bitch never seems to miss her target and she keeps the cruel merciless strokes coming relentlessly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

At least I am wriggling about enough now to slow the strokes down as Sally has to be careful in timing each one accurately onto the moving target, but the merciless bitch somehow makes sure that she connects every one of her cruel strokes with the maximum of effect.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

After stroke number 24 Sally throws the cane onto the ground and asks Fiona.

“Was that hard enough for you Fiona?”

Fiona just replies.

“Yep sure was. Good Job”

The cruel bitches untie me and I then take my time to very carefully pull my trousers up over my burning backside.

Payback Time

Fiona was right it would have been very difficult for me to be impartial but now that I have been cruelly caned by both Sally and Fiona I am really looking forward to returning the favour and caning them both as severely as I can. I just hope that one of them does not throw the towel in too soon.

I stand for a minute until Fiona gives me some guidance, I can tell by her voice that she is a little nervous now and so she should be, she is about to get one hell of a caning from a man that she has been taking such a delight in thrashing so severely recently.

“Tom it is up to you to take control now and to set the rules.”

I do not need telling twice and I instantly take up my role as disciplinarian. I am going to enjoy every second of thrashing these cruel bitches’ fat asses.

As I walk over to pick up the long cane I notice that Fiona and Sally are both looking very nervous as their eyes follow my every move.

I do not want this situation to end too quickly so I decide to have a little fun first. I pick up an old cushion from the floor and place it onto Fiona’s caning bench. I then proudly tell them.

“I just need to take a few practice shots first.”

I stand a long way back from the pillow and I then whack it with the cane as hard as I can.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The sound is incredible and after a few strokes there is dust and feathers coming from the cushion. I do not intend to whack them anywhere near as hard because they would be throwing the towel in after just one stroke and I want them both to have the whole of their asses stinging to hell before giving in.

I try my best to speak in an authoritative voice.

“Ok then ladies it is time to find out who can take a caning and remember that the loser is going to be birched, so there is a lot at stake. Right who wants to volunteer to go first?”

In unison Fiona and Sally both take a step backwards.

“Ok then I will have to pick one of you. Sally come and bend over the caning bench please.”

Sally reluctantly steps forward and stretches herself across the trestle, in this position her slightly fat ass looks as if it is going to burst out of her over tight riding jodhpurs. 

I now tell them both what to expect.

“OK then I am going to give you 6 strokes of the cane each and the one that gives in after the least number of strokes will be birched by the winner. OK then Sally if you are comfortable I will begin.”

I swish the cane through the air again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

I place the cane across Sally’s plump ass and I then take my time to get the perfect stance. I then cannot resist giving that lovely fat ass a tap with the cane. Sally jumps with surprise. Just in case she thought that was her first stroke I explain.

“OK then Sally I am about to give you your first stroke and the moment that you jump up or tell me to stop you have reached your final score and there is no second chance. OK then here goes get ready.”

I lift the cane and bring it down across the middle of her buttocks with quite a firm whack.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

I watch in amazement as the cane wraps itself around the contours of her cheeks almost as if it were a whip. The cane then leaves a perfect white line across her jodhpurs.

Sally lets out a squeal but keeps her position. 

I wait for about 20 seconds before bringing down stroke number 2 with the same firm force.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

After the second stroke I can tell by the way that Sally is moving that her ass is stinging to hell but I still feel that I can up the ante a little and I bring stroke 3 down a little harder.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Sally instantly lets out a loud squeal and her hand quickly moves to cover her burning bottom. 10 seconds later she moves it back out of the firing line. I wait a further 10 seconds before bringing down stroke number 4 a little harder than the previous one.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Sally is dancing about well now and I do not know if she is going to be able to stick it out for all 6 strokes, so I bring down stroke number 5 hard while I still have the chance.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Sally’s break dancing goes into overdrive but she somehow holds her position. I would guess that the difference between giving or receiving 12 strokes of the birch would be quite a good incentive for keeping still.

I wait a few seconds to make sure that I do not miss the moving target and I then bring stroke number 6 down hard.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Sally jumps up and paces around the room. I congratulate her.

“Well done sally, you took all 6 strokes.”

I turn to Fiona who is looking both disappointed and nervous.

“OK then Fiona make yourself comfortable over your caning bench and as you are aware if you move before I have finished giving you 6 strokes Sally will be the winner and will then birch you.”

Fiona scowls at Sally and then confidently marches up to the trestle and stretches herself over it.

Fiona does not have quite a big a target as Sally but her riding jodhpurs are still stretched very tightly as she bends over her own caning bench. I am really going to enjoy this!

I take up my position behind Fiona and swish the cane through the air.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

Fiona interrupts me.

“Get on with it will you?”

I carefully set my stance and I then give Fiona her wish by bringing the long and whippy cane down onto her lovely backside. The stroke is slightly harder than it would have been had she not interrupted me.

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

As the cane makes a glorious crack and wraps itself around her buttocks Fiona jumps from the shock of the fierce stinging and burning sensation. 

I wait a few seconds before bringing the long cane down hard again.

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

Fiona starts dancing as he tries to cope with the stinging but I keep the strokes coming.

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

I can tell that Fiona is desperate to get out of the firing line of my fierce strokes but the thought of the birch must be keeping her in position. I bring the final 2 strokes down hard and loud.

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

Fiona gives a free dancing demonstration for a good few seconds before calmly standing up. 

She then asks.

“What’s next?”

I think for a few seconds before replying. Fiona and Sally both look at me wide eyed awaiting the news of their fate. They both let out a sigh when I reply.

“Six more strokes of the cane each, but this time I am going to make them much harder.”

I then go and pick up the cruel looking birch and I carefully place it against the wall so that it will be in the full view of Sally and Fiona as they are being caned. 

I then point at the birch and tell them.

“That is to give you some encouragement to hold your position while you are being caned. Remember that very soon one of you will be giving and the other receiving 12 strokes with it. So do your utmost to hang in there.”

I bet both of them wish now that they did not take on this challenge. 

I point to the trestle with the long cane.

“Ok then Sally over you go. Do your best to take these hard strokes.”

Sally obediently stretches herself across the trestle knowing that the next few minutes are going to be very uncomfortable for her but she also knows that the booby prize is going to be much more uncomfortable and so will want to avoid losing at all costs.

I Rest the cane across her buttocks and I then lift it high and bring it down very hard with an extremely loud.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sally lets out a squeal and begins to wriggle about. I keep the hard strokes coming about 20 seconds apart.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sally is now twisting back and forth trying to spoil my aim whilst still somehow keeping her position, but I never miss and I keep the strokes landing cruelly onto her burning cheeks.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

I am surprised that she has managed to stay there for the 5 cruel strokes. I bring the final one down just as hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sally does not waste a second and jumps up and paces frantically around the room rubbing her burning backside as she goes, she does look a funny sight. After a minute or so Sally goes up to Fiona and gives her a big smile. 

She then says.

“Your turn next Fiona. Enjoy!”

Fiona gives her a cold stare before marching forward and taking her position over her caning bench ready to be severely thrashed by her own cruel cane.

I rest the cane across Fiona’s plump ass for a good few seconds and I then lift it high and bring it down hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona jumps from the shock of the harder stroke and both of her hands immediately cover her buttocks to save them from another cruel stroke. 

I ask.

“Have you had enough Fiona?”

She replies sternly.

“No!”

She then moves her hands away and braces herself for the next hard stroke of the vicious cane.

I do not keep her waiting long.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

After 2 strokes Fiona is wriggling about like crazy but she still somehow manages to stay stretched over the top of her caning bench. I think that the view of the birch must be a very good incentive for staying put.

I keep the cane strokes coming very hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

It has now become very difficult for me as Fiona is twisting about like crazy making it almost impossible for me to hit her plump ass, but I am determined to do so and I bide my time until I see an opportunity.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Wow! The fierce stinging of stroke number 5 has made her wriggle about more than ever, but again I bide my time and I then bring the final cruel stroke down harder than ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona does not jump up immediately the same as Sally but instead wriggles about on top of her caning bench for a good minute before regaining her composure and standing.

I wait for a couple of minutes half expecting one of them to throw the towel in but they both remain silent until Fiona asks.

“What have you got next for Sally then?”

I have already planned the next round which I am certain will be the last.

Sally and Fiona stare at me intently as they wait to learn what I have in store for them next and as I tell them they both let out a gasp at the severity of their challenge.

“Ok then ladies I am not going to beat about the bush any longer. The next round is going to be 12 hard strokes of the cane and it is going to be on your bare bottoms. So when you are ready Sally drop your knickers and bend over Fiona’s lovely caning bench.”

Sally stares at me for a moment and I can sense her mind working away going through her options, but unfortunately for her every option is going to leave her with a very severely caned bottom. She eventually lets out a sigh and walks slowly to the trestle. She then pulls her jodhpurs and knickers down to her knees before stretching herself across the top of Fiona’s makeshift caning bench. I know how she feels now having no protection whatsoever from the vicious cane.

I have to say that Sally’s bottom does look very red and sore but I will still cane her hard or we could be here all night.

Sally jumps as I rest the long cane onto her stinging cheeks. I do not keep her waiting long and I bring the first cruel stroke down hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

The cane now has more of a “SMACK” sound to it as it lands onto Sally’s bare cheeks and it leaves a long white line which soon turns to a dark shade of red.

Sally lets out a squeal from the shock of the cane landing onto her bare skin. She then starts to move about uncomfortably.

I keep the strokes coming each one leaving a white line from its vicious impact.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

It looks as if sally is about to throw the towel in after just 3 strokes. She is moving about desperately trying to make the strokes miss, but I keep them all landing perfectly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

After 6 strokes Sally’s hand covers her burning bottom to protect it from further punishment and I ask.

“Is that it sally?”

I am surprised to see Sally immediately move her hand and reach for the floor again. I immediately resume the cruel strokes.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

I can see that Sally is very uncomfortable but absolutely determined to go all the way.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Suddenly as soon as stroke number 10 lands Sally is getting up from the trestle as she does so she screams out.

“No! No! That’s enough. Stop!

Sally stands up and shakes her head looking disappointed that she did not quite make it to the end. I look towards Fiona and see that she is absolutely delighted. I then watch as Fiona marches over to her home made birch which is still standing against the wall, she picks it up and swishes it hard through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

Fiona then points the cruel looking birch towards Sally and exclaims gleefully.

“Right then Sally bend back over my caning bench and as soon as Tom has secured you I am going to give you the birching of a lifetime and you can be assured that I am going to enjoy giving you every stroke. Oh and by the way, don’t bother pulling your knickers up first.”

Sally walks to the trestle and stretches across it again. Fiona then instructs me.

“Make sure that she is good and secure Tom. She will be trying to wriggle out of every stroke.”

Fiona and Sally are both shocked by my response when I tell Sally.

“Stand back up Sally.”

Fiona now a little angry asks me.

“What are you doing?”

When I reply Fiona gets the shock of her life.

“If you can remember Fiona, Sally went first so she has taken 10 more strokes of the cane than you, so you now have to bend over the caning bench to try to beat her score and if you give up before you have received 10 strokes it will be Sally birching you.”

Fiona thinks for a minute before realising that I am right. Sally suddenly has a look of relief on her face. She now has a chance of getting out of a very severe birching. I smile when I see that Sally has her fingers crossed.

When Fiona eventually realises that she cannot talk her way out of the caning she begrudgingly walks to the caning bench and stretches herself across it. 

I then tell her.

“Don’t forget to take your pants down Fiona.”

Fiona stubbornly stays in her position across the trestle and wriggles out of her riding trousers and knickers. I then pull them down a little further just in case the cane catches them cushioning the stroke.

I look to Sally who is now nervously biting her nails. She is very soon going to find out whether she is about to receive a cruel birching or to administer one.

I place the long cane across Fiona’s bright red cheeks and I see her gripping the legs of the trestle tighter as I do so. She knows that she has to hold her position for more than 10 strokes or she is also going to get 12 strokes of the cruel birch.

I lift the long cane high and bring down very hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona lets out an.

“Ahhhhh”

But she keeps her tight grip on the legs of the trestle. I keep the strokes coming very hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

As soon as stroke number 3 lands Fiona quickly covers her burning bottom with her hand but then changes her mind and grips the trestle again. I immediately bring down another hard stroke.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona lets out an even louder and longer.

“Ahhhhhh”

She then starts a very energetic twisting dance but I make sure that I hit the target hard each time and I watch as the cane wraps itself around her burning cheeks leaving a perfect white line.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona is now twisting nonstop and she lets out a loud “Ahhhhh” after every stroke but I keep the cruel cane coming down very hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAAACK”

As soon as I land stroke number 7 Fiona instantly covers her burning cheeks with both hands and screams out.

“AHHHHH! YOU FUCKING BASTARD!”

I ask.

“Have you given up?”

Fiona screams back.

“FUCK OFF YOU PRATT! YOUR NOT WHACKING ME WHITH THAT THING ANYMORE!”

She then stands up and paces around the room still protecting her burning bottom with her hands as if she is still expecting me to whack her.

A Severe Booby Prize

I look to Sally who now has a look of relief on her face. She has escaped a very severe birching from Fiona by the skin of her teeth.

After a couple of minutes Fiona says loudly.

“OK then get it over with.”

She looks to Sally who is already holding the cruel looking homemade birch.

Sally points to the trestle with the birch and tells Fiona.

“Bend over your caning bench Fiona, and obviously you do not need to pull your knickers up first.”

Fiona obediently stretches herself across her own caning bench. She still has her pants around her knees.

Sally asks.

“Tom can you do me a favour and secure Fiona across her caning bench.”

I secure Fiona over the trestle and can feel the heat on my face from her burning bottom as I bend down to tie her ankles.

Sally then announces.

“OK then Fiona if you are comfortable I will give you your 12 strokes of the birch.”

I am surprised how dignified Sally is about the whole thing. Not long ago when Fiona though that she was about to birch Sally she gave her a very hard time and scared her big time, but Sally is just getting on with it making me wonder whether she will whack her very hard or not.

Fiona and I both jump as sally swishes the terrifying birch through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”

Sally then says happily.

“Fiona I am so glad that I am birching you and not the other way around. If you are ready I will begin.”

Sally rests the birch across Fiona’s crimson cheeks and I watch eagerly to see how hard Sally whacks her. I am in for a surprise as Sally lifts the birch.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

Sally lifts the birch very high and brings it down very hard. The canes are all whistling as the air struggles to get out of their way on the downswing and they all land with a sickening “Whack” onto Fiona’s already burning cheeks. Fiona calls out

“YOU BITCH!”

Sally instantly responds by bringing the cruel birch down hard again.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

Fiona starts her twisting dance again and asks.

“Why the fuck are you whacking me so hard?”

Sally replies.

“Think how hard you were going to whack me. Also remember when you gave me one whack of the birch and told me that it did not hurt?”

Sally then carries on with the fierce strokes.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

Fiona knows that it is impossible for her to get her burning ass out of the way of the birch but nerveless she still keeps trying to twist and turn but Sally mercilessly keeps the cruel strokes coming hard.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

Fiona calls out.

“Ahhhh! I am going to get you both for this!”

This suddenly makes me remember how I came to be here. I look on the shelf and see Fiona’s phone there and as Sally continues with her cruel strokes I quickly pick up the phone and put it into my pocket. Brilliant I have the evidence of me going through Fiona’s Knicker drawer and she will not be able to cane me anymore.

I move back to my ringside view and see that Sally is certainly not showing Fiona any mercy. She keeps the cruel birch coming down very hard.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

Fiona just carries on doing her crazy break dance and lets out a loud “Ahhhhh” every time that the birch lands and now Sally seems to be whacking her harder than ever.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

Fiona is desperate now and somehow manages to twist her body enough to stop Sally seeing the target but Sally waits patiently until Fiona moves again and then.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

And then she waits again until Fiona makes the mistake of altering her position and she then brings the final whack down harder than ever with an incredible sound.

“WHOOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAAACK”

I surmise that Fiona and Sally are going to be very unlikely to play Russian roulette tonight with my cock and as I have Fiona’s mobile phone in my pocket I decide to make a quick exit. 

I call out as I head for the door.

“Thanks for an entertaining evening. See you soon.”

I quickly head for my car and drive home.

Micro Phone

I arrive home and immediately set about deleting the evidence of me going through Fiona’s knickers from her phone, then she will have no hold on me and I will not have to accept any more of her harsh canings. As soon as I have deleted all of the video and photo evidence of myself I will return the phone to her.

Unfortunately I come across a big hurdle. I cannot turn on the phone as it is password protected. I try some random passwords that I think Fiona may have used.

George, caning, birch, Russian, roulette, cane, flogging, caned, thrashed, thrashing, stables, cane, whack.

I quickly run out of ideas and give up on the idea of turning on the phone.

I could just throw Fiona’s phone away but it is a very expensive phone so I try to think of a way to delete all of the information on it. Suddenly I have an idea the microwave.

I put Fiona’s phone into the microwave and close the door, then after a little thought I set the timer to 1 minute and press the start button. I am sure that a minute will be plenty of time for the microwaves to ruin all of the photos and video stored on the phone.

After about 30 seconds I hear a very loud pop coming from the microwave so I immediately head over to it and switch it off.

I open the microwave door and a strong smell of burning plastic hits me. I am shocked when I take the phone out. The case has started to melt and the screen is burnt black with a crack right across it. The phone is now totally ruined. That is not how I intended it to end but at least I definitely will not be feeling Fiona’s vicious cane again across my backside ever again.

The next morning as I head for work I notice the burnt phone next to the microwave. I decide to dispose of it somewhere later in the day rather than to leave it in our bin which regularly gets sorted through by the local scroungers and identity theft specialists.

I throw the phone into the glove box of my car and then head to work.

My boss George seems to be very happy with me these days and he calls me into his office for a quick chat.

“How is everything going Tom?”

“Yes it’s all going great George.”

“That’s what I like to hear. You are doing a sterling job here Tom keep it up.”

“Thanks George it’s nice to be appreciated and thank you for giving me the chance.”

“It’s my pleasure Tom. Oh and by the way thanks for helping Fiona out at the stables she tells me that you have been there to help her a few times.”

Our conversation is interrupted by my phone beeping from an incoming message. George being the perfect gentleman as always tells me.

“That’s OK Tom see who it is. It may be urgent.”

I have a shock when I read the message.

You had better be at the stables tonight at 8pm prompt.

Fiona must have bought herself another phone already, but if she thinks that she is going to cane me tonight she is going to be very disappointed, but I think that I will pop down there to give her back her micro phone.

I have forgotten what George and I were talking about.

“Sorry George. Where were we?”

“Oh I was just saying thank you for helping Fiona out down the stables.”

“Funnily enough George that was a message from her asking me to pop down to the stables tonight at 8pm”

“Well don’t let her work you too hard and make sure that she buys you a drink afterwards to thank you for all of your help. I must pop down there sometime to see how it is shaping up.”

“No I won’t let her work me too hard. I think it will be just a very quick visit tonight.”

“Ok Tom, see you later.”

I don’t need to go to the stables anymore as Fiona does not have any evidence against me now, but I will pop in tonight just to see her face when I present her with her burnt phone and then tell her that she will never have the pleasure of caning me again. She is going to be gutted.

For the first time I am actually looking forward to going to the stables knowing for once that tonight I will not be stretched across her stupid bench being caned mercilessly by her. 

I am so eager to see Fiona’s face when I present her with her phone and the news that she will never be caning me again that I find myself arriving almost 30 minutes earlier than she requested. I pull up outside the offices which are in darkness and as I see a light on in the stables I take Fiona’s phone from the glove box and head to the stables to proudly give her two pieces of bad news.

Your phone’s melted and you will not be caning me tonight.

As I reach the door of the stable I stop in my tracks as I hear a very familiar sound.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I carefully look around the door to see who she is caning so fiercely tonight.

I see Peter from work tied across the trestle with his trousers around his knees and Fiona is stood with her back to me caning his crimson coloured ass mercilessly. She is dressed quite differently tonight in a pair of very high heeled thigh length boots, a short checked skirt and a white blouse with the sleeves rolled up. She has her black hair tied in a ponytail and as usual her lips are coated in a very bright red lipstick.

I watch as Fiona mercilessly thrashes Peter’s poor bottom.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Peter says something to Fiona and I see her instantly react by bringing the cruel cane strokes down even more severely.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Fiona eventually stops the cruel thrashing. I cannot but help to wonder how many strokes she gave Peter in total.

Fiona waits for a few minutes for Peter to stop his break-dancing and then she unties his hands. She then kneels to untie his legs and as he turns around it looks as if she is about to give him a blowjob. I move a little to get a better view but to my horror I then realise that Fiona has spotted me. She stands up. I hide behind the door again.

Fiona tells Peter.

“That’s it for tonight. I will call you when I want you here again.”

Peter does not seem very happy.

“But I thought...”

Fiona interrupts him.

“You thought wrong Peter. Now get home before I bring out the whip.”

Peter did not need telling again. I listen as he walks from the stables and then a couple of minutes later I hear a car leaving.

Fiona calls out.

“OK Tom you can come in now I am ready for you.”

I approach Fiona who is standing next to her caning bench. She says firmly.

“I know that you took the phone Tom. Now give it to me.”

I have a job to stop myself from smiling as I hand Fiona the burnt and cracked phone. She studies it carefully before declaring.

“Wow! Sally is not going to be very happy about that. Now drop your trousers and bend over my caning horse.”

I know that she is bluffing and it is her phone so I refuse.

“Nope I am not bending over your stupid trestle ever again, but if you want to see a good caning bend over and I will give you one.”

Fiona is very angry now.

“OK then Tom, you know the score if you are refusing I will email the photos and video of you going through my underwear drawer to George. Have a nice day at work tomorrow. Goodbye.”

I turn around to leave but just to be on the safe side I ask.

“How can you prove that it is not your phone?”

Fiona’s reply is instant.

“Have a look at the message I sent you this morning.”

I very nervously take my phone out and my heart suddenly starts to race as I see that the message has been sent from Fiona’s phone.

Fiona adds.

“Do you really think that I would be stupid enough to leave my phone lying about? When you are here I usually put it in the safe.”

We look at each other for a minute and then Fiona asks.

“Well what’s it to be then.”

I very reluctantly reply.

“I will take the caning.”

Fiona asks.

“Sorry I did not catch that. What did you say?”

I force myself to say it loudly.

“I will take the caning.”

Fiona looks very happy with my decision.

“Good! That’s what I was hoping you would say. Let’s not waste any more time. Now get your trousers down and bend over the caning bench.”

The Caning Bench Again

I stand still for a while desperately trying to think of a way out of yet another caning but I cannot come up with an answer but then Fiona’s loud voice snaps me out of my thoughts.

“Hurry up! Pants down and bend over NOW!”

I reluctantly walk to the dreaded caning bench and drop my trousers and boxer shorts before stretching myself across the wooden trestle. Fiona secures me very firmly and I then lay there wondering what she has planned for me. These days I seem to be spending most of my spare time stretched across this damn trestle being caned. My poor completely unprotected backside is suddenly feeling very vulnerable presented to the merciless bitch to cane as severely as she pleases.

I watch Fiona walk across the stable and my heart rate and breathing suddenly increases as I see her pick up her very long and whippy cane that has been soaking in the water trough. It is the same cane that I thrashed her with so severely the other night. Suddenly I feel more scared of her than ever.

Fiona Swishes the cane through the air to dry it.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

When I was caning Sally and Fiona the other night I thought that the swishing sound of the cane was incredible but now I think that it is just terrifying.

Fiona comes over to me and speaks sternly.

“Right Tom, as you know you caned me terribly the other night so I am really going to enjoy this. I am going to give you 12 very hard strokes of the cane.”

My breathing suddenly goes much deeper as she speaks but I then get even worst news.

“You know my cane very well by now but after the caning I am going to introduce you to 2 more of my friends and I am going to give you 12 strokes with each. We have a lot to get through tonight so we had better begin.”

Fiona’s heels click loudly on the floor as she walks around behind me and all too soon I feel that damn cane resting again across my bare buttocks and I know I am only moments away from a terrible thrashing. I then hear my least favourite sound.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

The bitch has whacked me as hard as ever and the burning line from the first stroke makes me stamp on the floor. Fiona seems to be in a hurry tonight and keeps the strokes coming hard and fast.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I know that she is whacking me harder than ever because I can feel the whippy cane flexing further around my cheeks each time that it impacts and after just 3 strokes the stinging and burning from the cane is unbearable but the merciless bitch keeps whacking me hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Even though I know it impossible I do my best to twist my bottom from side to side trying to hide it from Fiona and her cruel cane but as always she makes sure that she lands every stroke as accurately and cruelly as possible.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I am struggling to cope with the terrible stinging now, what I would give to be able to shield my burning cheeks with my hand. I wish that the fucking cane would break or there was a power cut so that she could not see where to aim her stupid cane.

The bitch seems to be caning me harder with each stroke.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

As soon as Fiona has given me stroke number 12 she throws the cane and it miraculously lands in the water trough. A few moments later she is showing me another cane which this time is black coloured.

“This is my favourite cane Tom, I do not use it very often because it is so severe but I keep it for special occasions for example when someone vandalises another person’s property.”

If Fiona’s intentions are to scare me then she has certainly succeeded. 

She continues.

“The cane is made of delrin which is a sort of whippy rubber. I believe that you will think twice about cooking people’s phones once I have caned you with this.”

Fiona then flicks the cane slightly so that I can see how whippy it is. As she steps back I smile to myself when I notice that the effort of caning me so hard has resulted in her bursting open the top 2 buttons of her blouse. She really does look a sexy little slut as she waves her cane. It is just a shame that she is so severe with it.

I hear the heels of Fiona’s boots clicking on the floor as she heads around behind me and I then feel the rubbery cane resting across my already red raw cheeks and I then hear the dreaded sound.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

The sound of the rubbery cane through the air is a little quieter than the previous one but as it lands across my buttocks there is much more of a slap sound to the whack and as soon as I feel the cane wrapping around the contours of my cheeks a terrible line of stinging hits me. This cane is much more severe. The stinging is beyond belief and the bitch has only given me 1 stroke with it so far.

As usual Fiona shows me no mercy whatsoever and she keeps her cruel cane strokes coming.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

After 3 strokes the stinging really is beyond belief. I am twisting about and stamping on the floor as I try my best to cope but all the time Fiona is still whacking me hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

As the sixth stroke lands I unintentionally say under my breath.

“Fucking bitch.”

As soon as I do I know what to expect and sure enough Fiona replies by whacking me harder.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Because I am wriggling and stamping so much, for the first time ever I have lost count of the number of strokes but they seem to keep coming forever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I am so relieved to see Fiona throw the cane onto the floor but I still wriggle and stamp on the floor for a minute or so as the terrible stinging and burning sensation subsides enough for me to compose myself.

That bitch really has left my backside completely red raw after using her fucking horrible rubber cane.

I wait for the cruel bitch to untie me but suddenly I get a nasty surprise when I see Fiona holing a leather bullwhip. My heart sinks as now remember at the start her telling me that she was going to give me 3 sets of 12 strokes, so I still have one dozen to go. Surely she is not going whip me? 

Fiona eagerly explains.

“Ok Tom I am about to give you your final 12 strokes with this.”

She flicks the leather bullwhip out across the floor and I am slightly relived to see that it is not so long as I was expecting, but it is still at least twice as long as her canes. It must be well over 2 meters in length.

Fiona then takes great pleasure in describing her whip.

“I had this one made especially out of the finest of leathers and it cost me a great deal of money so I hope you will appreciate every lash that I give you.”

I hear Fiona moving around behind me and I see that she is stood a long way from me because of the whip’s length.

I cannot help but to notice how sexy Fiona looks as she stands there holding the whip dressed in her thigh length boots, short skirt and tight blouse. It is just a shame that she is about to bring the whip down hard onto my bare backside.

I nearly jump out of my skin when I hear,

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

I do not feel anything and I realise that Fiona has taken a practice swing with the whip. She takes some more.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”      “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

Fiona speaks again.

“You look scared Tom. Don’t worry I love this whip and practice with it all the time so I am deadly accurate and will not miss my target.”

She then starts to sing.

“Whip crack away. Whip crack away. Whip crack away.”

I watch as Fiona lays out the whip behind me and then very carefully adjusts her stance.

I then hear.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

But this time the cruel bitch has brought her whip down across my bare buttocks. The whip curls around my cheeks and bites right across them. The stinging sensation is very severe, but the bitch does not give me enough time to come to terms with it.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

I find myself doing my usual dance as Fiona relentlessly keeps her whip cracking across my already red raw buttocks.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

The sting from the leather whip is very severe and unfortunately for me the stinging is intensifying big time with every stroke.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

She keeps every stroke landing with precision across my burning ass even though I am finding it impossible to keep still.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”        “CRAAAAAAAAACK”

I am so relieved when the whipping finally stops. 

Fiona leaves me for a few minutes and then unties me.

A Sting in the Tail

Fiona undoes my wrists first and as she is on her knees releasing my ankles she says.

“You turned up early tonight and I had to send Peter packing so you will have to take over his duties tonight.”

Oh no what the hell does the cruel bitch have lined up for me now?

I soon find out when she puts her hands on my hips and turns me around and immediately starts to suck my cock.

My cock instantly goes rock hard. I am suddenly desperate to explode into this slut’s mouth. This is not going to take long.

Fiona drives me crazy for a few minutes as she sucks hard but keeps the pace much too slow for me to cum and the suddenly there is a loud.

“POP”

As she pulls her bright red lips from my cock and walks over to the table which is at the other side of the stable.

I watch wide eyed and stiff cocked as she first sits down on the table and then places one of her long booted feet on the table also. This gives me a full view of her slightly hairy pussy as she is wearing no knickers, I find this slightly amusing because at home she has a drawer full of the sexiest underwear in the world and then does not wear any. 

Fiona begins to rub the handle of the whip up and down her now moist looking slit. After a couple of minutes she beckons me over with her finger.

I stand in front of Fiona and wait eagerly for her to put the whip down. I am almost bursting now and the moment that she releases the whip I am going to stab her hard with my over stiff cock.

Eventually Fiona throws the whip to the floor but as I step forward to fill her wet pussy with my cock she pushes my hips away with one hand and my head firmly down with the other and before I know it I am on my knees licking her now soaking pussy.

I decide to get my own back on her and I keep the licking strokes long and very slow making sure that they are never going to be fast enough to give her an orgasm. She tries to speed the pace up by moving her hips but every time that she does I punish her by pulling away from her and then leaving her for a few seconds to calm down.

After a few minutes Fiona is breathing very deeply and is absolutely desperate to orgasm but I make sure that I do not allow her, but then she grips my head with her full force and holds me in tightly as she bucks her hips faster and faster, furiously wiping her soaking pussy up and down my tongue. Suddenly I feel her thighs tighten around my head and I know that her orgasm has taken control of her. For a few seconds I desperately swallow her juices trying my best not to choke on them.

As Fiona’s orgasm subsides and as soon as her grip loosens I stand up and immediately stab her soaking pussy hard with my hard cock. I then fuck her hard and fast and after only a couple of minutes I feel my cock about to explode so I take it out and quickly put it into her open mouth.

As soon as my cock is safely inside Fiona’s mouth it explodes. This takes her by surprise and she coughs much of my cum out. 

I then feel her jump and she looks as if she has just seen a ghost. 

She pushes me away from her and says.

“How long have you been here?”

I look around and my heart misses a beat as I see Fiona’s husband George standing in the stables. 

He replies to Fiona calmly.

“I have been here since you were playing with your whip; unfortunately you were a little pre-occupied to notice me. Peter suggested that I popped down tonight to see how the stables were coming on.”

George then points his finger at me and says firmly.

“YOU’RE FIRED!”

THE END

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

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

I hope that you enjoyed the story; here are the links to my author pages...Samantha

UK  http://www.amazon.co.uk/l/B00F1BHJ0W

USA  http://www.amazon.com/Samantha-Jones/e/B00F1BHJ0W

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

Some more books on kindle by Samantha Jones

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

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

Caned by my Wife’s Friend

By Samantha Jones

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

My almost perfect Life

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wham bam thank you mam

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

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

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

Caned by my Cruel Wife

Chapter 1 Fed up with the wife.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes of course Jane. Thank you.”

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

Chapter 2 Parcels arrive

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

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

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

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

Jane then enters the kitchen.

“Hello Darren had a good day at work?”

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

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

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

Jane is stood waiting for me in the kitchen.

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

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

Jane’s face suddenly turns very serious.

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

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

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

Jane takes a very long looking cane from the cupboard.

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

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

A Slipper and the Cane

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

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

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

“YOU LOSER!” 

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

I had never done that in my life before and I do not know to this day what suddenly possessed me to do such a thing that night. Everything suddenly goes quiet; Rob just stares at me in shock as I stand there with my one finger still pointing upwards.

Rob walks calmly towards me, he holds out his hand and then leads me gently over to the foot of our bed where he sits down. He then gently pulls me down and bends me over his lap. Rob now lifts my dress up exposing my bare buttocks and I start giggling quietly as I suddenly have the thought that Rob is about to spank me on my bare bottom. I suppose that I do deserve a spanking as I have been a very naughty girl tonight, making such an obscene gesture.  

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

Rob picked up his size 10, well worn, very smooth heavy rubber soled tartan slipper from the floor and then a few seconds later I jumped and squealed as there was an almighty

“WHAAAACK” 

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 go to rub it with my hand but Rob has his free arm across mine so I cannot. I decide to stand up just in case Rob has any ideas about whacking me again, but he has placed one of his legs across the top of mine so I discover that I cannot move from this position for the moment.

Then about five second later...... 

“WHAAAACK” 

Another severe impact from his big cruel slipper this time lands on my right buttock, the instant stinging sensation followed by the heat rush is 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 feels to me as if the two impacts have totally covered my poor bottom and I can now feel it stinging all over.

In a way I am almost glad that Rob has spanked both sides of my bottom as it has now made things feel even and I suppose I did deserve the spanking for sticking my finger up to him. It was totally out of character for me, I 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 cannot believe how much my poor bottom is stinging from Rob’s stupid big slipper. I think that I will throw them out tomorrow while he is at work.

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

“WHAAAACK” 

Another firm and very painful blow lands again onto my left buttock slightly higher than the first whack that I had received but still well overlapping its impact point. If I had thought that the first impact had stung a lot then this was something else and almost unbearable, the terrible stinging sensation on my left buttock had now been doubled by whack number three. I unfortunately now had a very good idea of what to expect in about five seconds time, I cannot take another whack with such force onto my already seriously stinging bottom so I somehow manage to get my right arm free and I immediately cover my poor exposed cheeks with my hand. Rob pulls my hand out of the way of my burning cheeks. My poor bottom is completely defenceless again and at the full mercy of Rob and his stupid big slipper. Unfortunately I now know what is coming and sure enough......

“WHAAAACK”

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

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAAACK”

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 realise that Rob has aimed the six whacks carefully so as to cover the whole of my bottom evenly with the terrible stinging sensation.

I really am struggling to cope now after the six very severe cruel strokes of that big slipper; I am doing a frenzied dance across Rob’s lap as I try to deal with it. The whole of my backside is stinging and burning to hell and is also very sore and tender. I really have received a very severe and extremely painful thrashing from Rob and his slipper tonight.

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 

“WHAAAACK”  “WHAAAAACK” 

The seventh and eighth whacks of the slipper land louder than ever 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 very 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 I then head for the wardrobe which has a full length mirror. I eagerly take a look at the damage; I am very fair skinned so I can see a very white body except for the whole of my buttocks area that is completely and evenly a very bright red. Even now it is still stinging to hell!

I stare at Rob and ask angrily.

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

Rob shrugs his shoulders and replies. 

“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 his slipper, but a few seconds later he replies. 

“No it’s OK thanks”

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

I awake in the morning thinking that I have just had a very strange dream until I feel the soreness of my bottom and realise that it was not a dream. I jump out of bed and look at the impact area. “Nothing” The whole of my bottom is still very sore and tender but there are no visible signs of the terrible thrashing that it had received the previous night.

Rob is awake now, I go over to him. 

“Rob I hope you realise that you gave me a 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 smile back at Rob. I am already planning my revenge on him and thinking to myself how much I am going to enjoy every second of it.

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

A Well Caned Husband

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

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

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

Yes Boss

Chapter 1 Photo Shoot Sting

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

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

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

“Hello I am Rebecca.”

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All of a sudden Graham gets very serious.

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

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

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

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

I did not bank on getting whacked with a slipper.

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

“WHAAAACK”

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

“WHAAAACK”

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

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

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

Graham lifts my arm out of the way and then.

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

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

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

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

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

“Don’t let me stop you Rebecca.”

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

Graham thinks for a few seconds before replying rather apprehensively.

“Ok then you’re on.”

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

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

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

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

Well here goes.

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

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

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

After the fourth whack Graham stands up.

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

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

I smile at Graham.

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

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

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

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

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

“WHAAAACK”   “WHAAAACK”

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

“WHAAAACK”    “WHAAAACK”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Caning Academy

Chapter 1  Over the bike

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“WHOOOOOSH” 

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH” 

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

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

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

Please check out my author pagers where you can look inside all of my books and see new releases.

Samantha Jones UK Author Page  http://www.amazon.co.uk/l/B00F1BHJ0W

Samantha Jones USA Author Page  http://www.amazon.com/Samantha-Jones/e/B00F1BHJ0W/

I hope that you enjoy my books as much as I have enjoyed taking Part and writing them....Sam 
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