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Home to the wife

Sharon calls across the crowded pub to me.

“Are you off home already Mike?”

I was hoping to slip away unnoticed but I quickly reply before making a hasty retreat.

“Yes I need to do something important at home.”

I would not have normally headed home so early but I am eagerly looking forward to seeing my wife Jane tonight. I have been thinking about her for most of the day.

I am a little disappointed to leave the after work drink just as Sharon is coming onto me, but I am sure that I will very soon get the opportunity to give her what she is craving.

Fortunately being the sales manager at the car dealership gives me a near endless supply of slappers throwing themselves at me in the hope of working their way up the career ladder. I suppose it does help that I am a young looking 32 year old who is tall, slim and dare I say handsome. I always make sure that my black hair is well groomed and I am wearing the finest of suits.

Although the prospect of having a bit of fun with a new temp is tempting I am more excited by the thought of what I am going to be doing with my wife when I get home and I am soon parking the car in the garage of our comfortable 3 bed detached estate house.

As I enter the kitchen the usual smell of a roast dinner hits me but there is no sign of Jane.

I take my meal from the oven and as I sit at the kitchen table eating it Jane appears down the stairs. She is dressed in her long pink nightdress and her long blond hair is wet.

I look her up and down.

Wow! She still has a good figure for a 28 year old.

“Hi Mike. I have just been taking a bath. You’re late again tonight?”

“Yes I have been catching up on paperwork again.”

“I see that you found your meal.”

“Yes! When I have finished it I have something to show you.”

“You have me intrigued now Mike. I can’t wait, hurry and finish your food then.”

I eventually clear my plate and then call Jane over to me.

“Take a look at this Jane.”

Jane eagerly comes over to take a look, but the smile disappears from her face as I show her the burn mark on my trousers.

“I have told you before to be careful with that iron. You’ve made me look a fool at work today.”

“Jane sounds desperate now.”

“I am sorry Mike. I did not see it.”

After six years of marriage Jane knows only too well what to expect next.

“OK Jane, unfortunately I am going to have to cane you again. You never seem to learn so I am going to give you 8 strokes tonight.”

Jane pleads.

“Please not 8 strokes with that cane. I have just come out of the bath and my skin is soft.”

She always has some excuse to try to get out of a caning but as always it falls on deaf ears.

“It’s going to be 8 strokes Jane. Perhaps then you will be a little more careful with the iron next time. Follow me to the garage; the cane is still there from when you scratched the car.”

I head to the garage and once inside I pick up my long whippy cane. I swish it through the air a few times.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

My heart starts speeding up.

Wow! That sound never fails to excite me. I am going to love caning her with this again tonight.

I realise that Jane has not followed me out to the garage, so with the cane ready in my hand I stand and wait impatiently.

A few minutes later Jane appears still dressed in her long nightdress and she is holding my plimsoll in her hand.

I sometimes use the large very smooth rubber soled plimsoll on Jane’s well deserving bottom instead of the cane, but I do not know why she is carrying it now when I clearly said that I was caning her tonight.

Jane shows me the plimsoll.

“I have swimming tomorrow, so can you give me this instead of the cane as I am worried that your cane might leave some marks that my friends will see?”

“OK then Jane if you want the slipper so much you can have it with pleasure.”

Jane then quietly asks.

“Can we do it inside as I am sure that the neighbours can hear everything out here?”

“No! We are doing it here! Now Bend over the bonnet before I decide to give you extra.”

Jane obediently bends herself across the bonnet of my car and I carefully lift her long nightdress clear of her lovely white cheeks making sure that it is not going to drop back down mid way through her thrashing. I then take the plimsoll from her hand and after squeezing its heel tightly in my hand I place it onto her right cheek.

I then tell her the same as I do every time before disciplining her.

“If you are comfortable I will begin, and remember if you move before I have finish I will start from the beginning again. Are you ready?”

No reply so I ask again.

“Are you comfortable and ready?”

This time I hear a very quiet.

“Yes.”

I raise the slipper high and bring it down hard onto first her right and then left cheeks.

“SLAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAP”

“Wow! The sound of the plimsoll whacking her bare cheeks is incredibly loud in the garage.”

Jane manages to hold her position as her cheeks turn bright red.

I continue with the hard whacks one cheek at a time.

“SLAAAAAAP”      “SLAAAAAAP”

After 4 whacks Jane’s knees bend as she tries to lower her burning bottom out of the firing line but I give her 2 more slightly harder whacks.

“SLAAAAAAAP”       “SLAAAAAAAP”

This is too much for Jane and her hand quickly moves to protect her burning cheeks from my slipper.

I say very firmly.

“Move your hand now or I will start from number 1 again.”

After thinking about it for a couple of seconds Jane moves her hand and her burning bottom is again at the mercy of my slipper.

I quickly bring the final 2 whacks down hard.

“SLAAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAAP”

Jane immediately stands up holding her bright red burning cheeks.

I now give her the bad news.

“Bend back across the bonnet Jane.”

Jane looks startled.

She asks.

“What for?”

“Because I am about to give you 8 strokes of the cane.”

“But you gave me the plimsoll instead.”

“No Jane, you said that you wanted the plimsoll so I let you have it but you have not gotten out of the caning.”

“But that’s not fair Mike.”

“I am about to increase the number so you had better bend back over that bonnet. QUICK!”

I am very happy to see Jane begrudgingly march forward and stretch herself across the bonnet again. She always tries her best to get out of a caning but never succeeds. I am sure that it does not sting as much as she makes out.

I am actually quite curious to find out how it feels to be caned but even though she has offered I would be far too embarrassed to let my wife cane or slipper me.

Right I had better get on; I have a beautiful bright red ass in front of me waiting to be caned.

I place the cane on the bonnet in front of Jane’s eyes and then very carefully lift her nightdress well out of the way of her very red cheeks.

Jane interrupts me yet again.

“I was hoping that you would leave my nightdress down.”

I don’t even bother replying.

Wow! I have to say that I am shocked at the deep red colour of Jane’s cheeks after just 8 whacks of my plimsoll. What a beautiful sight!

I pick the long cane up and take a few practice swings.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

Jane does not seem to be able to keep quiet tonight.

“Shhhhh. Think about the neighbours.”

I have to admit it does sound very loud in the garage but that is certainly not going to make me hold back on any of the strokes.

I rest the cane across Jane’s bright red cheeks and after double checking that I have room to swing it I give her the first hard stroke.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

The cane leaves a lovely white line where it lands onto the red areas of Jane’s cheeks and then as it curls around her cheeks it leaves a red line on the white part of her cheeks.

I watch as all of the line quickly turns to a strong red colour.

Jane stamps on the ground after the first stroke. I eagerly continue.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

Jane continues to stamp away and now has 2 lovely lines across her cheeks.

I try my best to aim the cane to give nice equally spaced lines.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

The sound of the cane cutting through the air is really loud but the whack as it lands onto her bare cheeks is much louder.

Jane seems to be struggling after just 4 strokes and is twisting about making her bottom more difficult to hit, but I bide my time and make all of my strokes land perfectly with a very loud whack.

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

After 6 strokes she looks like she has had enough and is about to get up so I bring the last 2 strokes down quickly and fiercely.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

Jane lets out an

“Ahhhhhh”

She then immediately jumps up holding her striped cheeks.

I can’t help but to smile as she does look a funny sight.

After Jane has danced around the room a bit she turns to me and says loudly.

“I wish you knew how much that thing stings.”

I am sure that she is exaggerating as usual.

We leave the garage. I follow behind Jane with the cane and plimsoll in my hands.

I am suddenly startled by a face looking over from next door. It is our neighbour Mrs Brown. She must have heard the sound of the cane.

Think to myself. It comes to something where a man cannot even cane his own wife without the neighbours listening in.

I try not to look embarrassed as I turn to Mrs. Brown.

“Good evening Mrs Brown.”

Mrs Brown does not reply but just stares at us with a look of bewilderment on her face.

Jane and I quickly head for the house.

A nasty surprise

I arrive home from work the next day and notice as I enter the kitchen that the usual smell of a roast meal is missing. I look inside the oven and see that it is cold and empty.

Jane has some explaining to do. I try to think where I left my cane last night. It looks like I might be needing it again tonight.

I call upstairs.

“Jane when you come down bring the cane with you please.”

That should wake her up a bit.

I then notice a sheet of paper on the worktop and read the message on it.

Adios Mike.

In a bit of a panic I run upstairs.

As I rummage around I notice that most of Jane’s cloths and personal possessions have gone.

I can’t believe it.

She has left me!

Over the course of the evening the realisation hits me that I am in the shit. I have maybe taken Jane a little for granted. I don’t know how to cook myself a decent meal and I certainly do not know how to wash or iron my cloths.

That night I go to bed without eating and I lay awake watching the passing of every hour. I cannot understand why Jane left. I thought that we were very happy together.

The following day I go to work in dirty crumpled cloths. I don’t feel like going for a drink after work but instead return home to my empty house.

When I pull up outside I notice that the lights are on inside. I am sure that they were not on in the morning.

Thank god Jane must have come back.

I hurry inside. Good the door is not locked it must be Jane. I call out enthusiastically.

“Jane.... Jane I have so missed you.”

I hear Jane coming towards the kitchen and I get ready with a big smile on my face to greet her.

My smile disappears and I nearly jump out of my skin as an unknown woman walks through the door.

We stand staring at each other for a few seconds. The woman must be aged about 40, around 5ft 9 tall with her dark hair tied in a ponytail. She is dressed in a pinstriped skirt and jacket as if she is some sort of office executive. She is wearing glasses and reminds me of a porn star librarian who is about to remove her glasses and suddenly change into a sex bomb.

In shock I ask.

“Who the hell are you?”

The woman replies confidently.

“I am Sonia. I have been hired by your ex wife. I have a letter for you.”

She hands me an official looking letter. I don’t know what to ask her first, so I ask her the questions all at once.

“What’s this letter? Where’s my wife? How did you get in?”

Sonia replies coldly.

“Your ex wife is safe and comfortable. She gave me her key and permission to enter her house and the letter is an application for a court order removing you from this house.”

I am speechless for a couple of minutes but then ask.

“Can I speak with my wife?”

Sonia replies firmly.

“No! Your ex wife does not want to speak with you.”

I ask angrily.

“What’s your role in this then?”

“I am working for your ex wife. Here is my card.”

I laugh sarcastically as I read Sonia’s business card.

Sonia Birch, Marriage guidance specialist.

I just cannot believe what I have just read.

I turn to Sonia angrily.

“How the hell can you call yourself a marriage guidance specialist when you have encouraged my wife to leave me and then convinced her to kick me out of our home?”

Sonia’s reply shocks me.

“I am an expert in this situation, I have saved many marriages. There is still hope for yours if you do exactly what I say.”

Suddenly she has given me some hope.

I ask.

“What do I need to do?”

“What you need to do Mike is to turn from a bad husband into a good husband and you have one month to do it. I will be giving you all the encouragement that I can.”

I am over the moon now as I ask excitedly.

“Yes OK what do I need to do?”

“If you are willing to go ahead you and I will be spending a lot of time together in this house almost as husband and wife for a month. You will be taking on Jane’s role and I will be taking on your role. If you complete all of my exercises satisfactory in the month I will recommend to Jane that she returns. She has told me that she fully trusts my guidance in this matter.”

I am speechless as my mind works overtime, but eventually Sonia asks.

“Well are you in or out?”

It seems like I have nothing to lose so I reply cautiously.

“Yes I am in.”

“Oh and just one more thing Mike. Jane tells me that you have caned her mercilessly for the last 6 years and so as I am taking on your role I will be caning you mercilessly every time that you do something wrong and don’t worry I am an expert at caning bad husbands bottoms severely.

Is that clear?”

I am not very happy about the caning clause but I will just have to make sure that I do not give the bitch a chance to cane me. I did not like the glint in her eye when she mentioned the caning bit.

I nod yes to her.

Sonia replies firmly.

“Good I will see you soon.”

She then leaves.

Household chores

I return home from work the next day to again see the lights on in the house. I enter the kitchen to see a pile of fresh vegetables and meat sitting on the worktop and then in walks Sonia minus her glasses.

“Good evening Mike. I trust that you have had a good day at work.”

Tongue tied, I struggle to reply.

“Um, oh, er, yes.”

“Good your training starts today. You are going to cook us both a nice meal and there is a load of washing to go in the machine and you will need to iron your clothes before you wear them.”

I protest.

“But I don´t have a clue what to do.”

Sonia then hands me some laminated sheets of paper.

“All of the instructions are here. If you are stuck on anything give me a shout I will be in the living room having a few beers and watching TV.”

She then leaves me alone with a big pile of washing and a pile of fresh food.

I use Sonia´s worksheets and find that they are very clear and concise and I eventually have a load of washing on and the meat and vegetables cooking.

Maybe this training plan of hers is not going to be such a bad idea, especially if I get Jane back at the end.

Eventually the food is ready. I call Sonia into the kitchen and we both tuck into a quite edible meal.

Sonia clears her plate and then complements me on my cooking.

“That was a good first attempt Mike, but what’s happened to your washing?”

I look to the washing machine to see bubbles coming out everywhere.

Sonia asks.

“What washing powder did you use?”

I hand Sonia the bottle.

“That’s washing up liquid Mike, it’s an easy mistake to make for a first timer but you won’t make the mistake next time.”

Intrigued I ask.

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because I am about to cane you for it.”

My heart starts racing and my breathing deepens. This is highly embarrassing. A woman who I have just met telling me that she is about to cane me.

Sonia speaks again.

I am going to let you wash the dishes first though. Let me know when you are ready, I will be watching TV.

I wash the dishes as quickly as possible so that I can get her stupid caning over with as soon as possible.

My heart starts racing again as I enter the living room.

“I have finished the dishes.”

“Ah good, go and fetch your cane then and you had better bring you big plimsoll also.”

Bloody hell Jane must have told her everything. I head off and return to the living room a few minutes later holding my cane and plimsoll. I have used them both so many times on Jane’s bottom, I cannot believe after all this time that they are about to be used on me.

Sonia suddenly sounds a lot more serious.

“OK then Mike; lead me out to the garage.”

I take Sonia out to the garage having quite a good idea what is going to happen next.

Sonia asks.

“Can you guess what punishment I am going to give you?”

“I would guess 8 whacks with the plimsoll and 8 with the cane.”

Sonia nods yes as she rolls the sleeves of her blouse up. She then holds out her hand and I pass her the plimsoll and cane.

She stands the cane against the wall and then says firmly.

“Right drop your trousers and pants and bend over the bonnet.”

Although highly embarrassed I do as she says and stretch myself across the bonnet of my car with my bare ass displayed to her.

After years of wondering I guess that I am about to find out how much my plimsoll and cane stings on a bare ass.

Sonia now speaks in a very stern voice.

“I should not need to remind you of your own rule. If you move before I have finished I will start again from the beginning.”

Wow! Is there anything that Jane has not told her?

I feel Sonia tapping both of my bare cheeks with the slipper. It feels smoother and heavier than I imagined.

Suddenly all hell breaks loose.

“SLAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAP”

She has whacked me terribly hard first onto my right and then left cheeks.

The sound is terrifying and then the terrible stinging hits me. I am totally shocked at how much that things stings. It is ten times more than I imagined it to be.

I can’t take the stinging and jump up quickly before she whacks me again.

Sonia is very angry now and screams at me.

“GET BACK INTO POSITION QUICKLY OR THE WHOLE DEAL IS OFF AND YOU CAN SAY GOODBYE TO YOUR MARRIAGE.”

I grit my teeth and stretch back across the bonnet.

Sonia wastes no time.

“SLAAAAAAP”    “SLAAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAP”

Ahhhhhh! Each time she whacks me the stinging is quadrupled as the plimsoll lands onto my burning cheeks.

It takes all of my will power to keep my position as she brings the plimsoll down fiercely again.

“SLAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAP”

I quickly jump up after the eighth whack.

Sonia sounds very angry now.

“What are you doing? I still have to give you 2 more whacks for getting up at the start and as you have just jumped up early I have to start from the beginning. So get back into position for 8 more whacks, and if you move before I have finished I will start again.”

I look at the cruel bitch for a few seconds before somehow finding the willpower to stretch cross the bonnet again.

The bitch shows me no mercy whatsoever as she brings he plimsoll down very hard onto my already red raw backside.

“SLAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAAP”    “SLAAAAAAP”

I try my best to twist my body to spoil her aim but she is obviously an expert at this and catches me terribly with each of her cruel whacks.

“SLAAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAAP”    “SLAAAAAAP”

As I wriggle about on the bonnet I now feel the cane resting across my burning cheeks and then.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

I thought that the plimsoll was bad but the cane is even worse. The sound is terrifying and I can feel it wrapping around my cheeks as if it is a whip and not a cane. Then a second later the terrible line of stinging and burning spreads right across both of my cheeks.

Even though she must know how I am suffering the cruel bitch keeps the strokes coming mercilessly.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

The stinging is beyond belief. I have caned Jane so many times but I never imagined that it could sting anything like as much as this.

I am finding it impossible to stay in position knowing that the strokes are going to keep coming, but I know that if I move the cruel bitch will take great delight in starting the count again, so I somehow manage to stay stretched across the bonnet.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

Ahhhh. I hate that fucking bitch now. How the hell can she be so cruel with that fucking cane?

She keeps the strokes coming as hard as ever.

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

Even though I have counted 8 strokes I keep my position worried that the merciless bitch will give me more if I move.

Eventually the nasty bitch speaks.

“Ok then. That’s it for tonight. That was just a little taster for you. Don’t expect to get off so lightly next time.”

As I carry my trousers to the house followed by Sonia carrying the cane and plimsoll I notice our neighbour Mrs Brown looking over the fence. We just look at each other but say nothing.

Sonia then leaves without saying another word.

Visitors

As I approach home the next evening I have mixed feelings when I do not see the lights on in the house. I am sad that Jane has not returned home but at the same time relived that Sonia is not here to give me one hell of a thrashing again.

Once inside I change into a sports shirt and shorts and I then make myself a sandwich.

Just as I finish eating the sandwich there is a knock at the door.

My heart starts racing!

I nervously open the door to see Henry and Paula standing on the step.

Henry and Paula are friends of ours. Jane and I usually go out for a drink with them every couple of weeks; we also drop around to visit each other for a cuppa from time to time.

I stand and stare at them both for a minute before announcing.

“Come in. Come on in!”

We go into the living room and the three of us chat away for a couple of minutes before Paula asks.

“Where’s Jane.”

I just stare at Paula for a few seconds while I desperately try to figure out what to tell her. In the end I decide to come clean and with tears in my eyes I mumble.

“Jane has left me.”

Suddenly both Henry and Paula look very uneasy.

Paula asks.

“Where is she?”

“I don’t know.”

There is a short silence as they both think of something reassuring to say, but eventually all Henry can come up with is.

“I hope that she comes back soon mate.”

We then go back to making polite conversation....

I hear a sound. What’s that?

As we chat together I think that I can hear the front door closing, so I go to the hall to take a look.

No. No sign of anyone. I must be starting to go crazy already.

The three of us chat politely away for another ten minutes and then suddenly...

Sonia walks into the living room!

She is dressed in one of Jane’s bathrobes as if she has just returned from the shower.

Henry and Paula’s jaws drop. They both look even more shocked than I am.

Henry and Paula are now both staring at me waiting for an explanation. Unfortunately I do not have one!

Sonia then speaks in a very gentle voice.

“Sorry, I didn’t realise that we had guests. Well are you going to introduce us Mike?”

I somehow manage to mumble.

“Um. This is Henry and Paul....Um, Sorry this is Henry and Paula and this is Sonia.”

I hear “Pleased to meet you” a few times and then there is a deadly silence with no one in the room any longer making eye contact.

After a couple of minutes of silence Paula jumps up as she says.

“Oh! I didn’t realise the time. Come on Henry we had better make a move.”

In record time Paula and Henry are heading out through the front door.

As they leave Henry turns to Sonia and with a big smile says.

“It was a pleasure to meet you Sonia.”

He then gives me a wink before Paula pulls him outside and I close the door behind them.

Sonia walks into the kitchen and I follow.

She then turns and says.

“Phew! I thought that those two would never leave.”

She then removes the bathrobe to reveal that underneath she is fully clothed in a white blouse and tight grey skirt.

Suddenly Sonia has a very serious look on her face and says sternly.

“I give my time trying 100% to save your marriage and you don’t even have the decency to tell me when you have visitors. I gave you my calling card. You only had to text me.”

Sonia then pulls one of the barstools into the center of the kitchen and says angrily.

“Get your shorts down and bend right across this NOW! If you are not in position with your hands on the floor by the time that I come back you will get double.”

Sonia disappears upstairs and I quickly pull my shorts down clear of my bare backside before stretching myself across the barstool. I make sure that the palms of my hands are flat on the floor.

I see Sonia appear carrying a long cane dripping with water and a cruel looking leather strap which is both long and wide.

Sonia smiles when she sees my bare cheeks presented to her.

She stands behind me and then speaks.

“I am in a hurry now tonight. You have made me late with your visitors.”

I wait to learn my fate.

“You know your own rules. If you move before I have finished I will start again. I am going to give you 8 with the strap and 8 with the cane.”

No sooner has Sonia finished speaking when there is an incredibly loud.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

The fucking bitch has whacked me incredibly hard with the big strap. The thing stings even more than the plimsoll and it covers both of my cheeks at once.

I am determined not to move. I do not want to give the bitch any excuse to give me extra.

There is hardly a pause before.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

Ahhhhh! The bitch is being crueller than ever tonight. The stinging from just two whacks with the strap is unbearable, but she keeps them coming.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAAAACK”

After 4 whacks the whole of my ass is burning and stinging to hell. I wriggle about and stamp like crazy but somehow I manage to stay bent over the barstool.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAAAACK”

The whole of my ass is now red raw but the cruel fucking bitch just keeps on whacking me even harder.

“CRAAAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAAAACK”

I cannot believe how much that fucking strap stings and I cannot believe that I have kept my position but then I hear the bitch swishing her horrible cane through the air to dry it.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

And then there is a new sound.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Ahhhhhh! That cane is fucking cruel!

A split second after the meaty sounding whack lands onto my bare cheeks the unbelievable line of stinging hits me as the whip like cane curls right around my totally unprotected cheeks.

I cannot believe that the bitch is whacking me so hard. I know that she wants me to jump up to give her a reason to give me more but I am going to try all I can to stay in position.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Ahhhhh! She has caught me again terribly!

I stamp and twist But I still have the palms of my hands on the floor.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

She never seems to do any stroke that is not 100% cruel.

Ahhhhh! I hate the cruel bitch.

The merciless bitch does not let up.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I just cannot take anymore and quickly put my hand across my burning ass.

Sonia instantly says.

“I am going to give you one chance to move it.”

Somehow I persuade myself to move my hand back to the floor knowing what will happen as soon as I do, and sure enough.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I jump up and pace frantically around the room.

Sonia puts the cane down onto the kitchen table next to the leather strap and then I am very relieved to hear her say.

“See you soon. I will let myself out.”

I hear the door closing behind her.

A caning bench

The following few days pass quietly and every evening when I return home I am pleased to see that the lights are not on and I know that I am not going to be caned that night.

I am now almost a quarter of the way through Sonia’s training period and I will try my best to keep my nose clean so that I can soon have my wife and life back.

I just have to make sure that I do not give that cruel bitch another excuse to cane me.

I return home from work on Friday and as I pull up the drive my heart suddenly starts to race when I see that all the lights are on in the house.

I park the car and as I walk from the garage to the house my neighbour Mrs Brown is looking over the fence and says.

“Looks like you are in for it again tonight.”

I ignore her and head inside.

As I walk into the kitchen Sonia enters from the Study. Tonight she is dressed in long boots, a tight skirt and a blouse with the sleeves rolled up, her hair is tied back and she looks as if she has been busy doing something in the study.

She greets me.

“Hello Mike.”

My mind is too busy for me to reply. I am thinking. Whatever I do tonight I am not going to mess up and give this bitch a chance to cane me again.

Sonia then speaks very calmly and clearly.

“I have been looking around the house and am shocked to see how filthy it is. I cannot believe that you have done nothing for the last few days.”

I can only reply.

“Sorry”

“You will be sorry Mike. I am going to cane you very severely for it tonight.”

I can´t quite believe what she just said. So I ask.

“What did you say?”

“I said that I am going to severely cane you tonight. At 8pm to be precise, and depending on how well you clean the house in the meantime is going to determine how severe, but as soon as you have changed out of your work clothes I want a hand in the study first.”

I head upstairs and change into a rugby shirt and shorts and then head for the study.

Sonia is busy assembling a big sturdy looking trestle in the middle of the study, it has padding on the top and straps attached to each leg. Unfortunately it is quite clear to me what she intends to use it for.

My attention is then focussed on a pile of long canes lying on the floor.

Sonia looks up and says.

“I can manage now. You had better get on with cleaning the house if you want to save your ass. You only have just over an hour and a half until I cane you.”

I quickly head upstairs to start on the bathroom.

As I hurriedly try my best to clean up the bathroom I notice that the bath has a few inches of water in it and then I am horrified to see 3 very long canes soaking in the water. I pick one up and see that it is as whippy as hell. I put it back down quickly.

For the next hour and a half I clean the house from top to bottom but I cannot help but to watch the clock getting closer and closer to 8pm.

A couple of minutes before 8pm I nervously walk into the study and see that Sonia has moved all of the furniture to the side just leaving her sturdy looking trestle standing in the middle of the room. She then heads off to inspect my cleaning work and returns 5 minutes later with the 3 canes that were soaking in the bath.

With immense trepidation I wait for her to tell me my fate.

She now seems a little angry as she speaks.

“You obviously did not put a great deal of effort into cleaning the house so I think that you need a lesson that you will not forget in a hurry. I am going to give you 18 strokes of the cane and this time it is going to be with at least one of my canes.”

I think about pleading with her but I know that the cruel bitch will only give me more strokes if I do, so I keep quiet.

Sonia’s voice sounds very intimidating now.

“Right then, get your shorts down ready to take your medicine like a man.”

I obediently pull my shorts down to my knees and stand facing her makeshift caning bench.

She then gives me a difficult choice.

“You are about to get 18 very severe cane strokes. You know your own rules, if you move at any time before I have finished I will start from the beginning again. You can choose to be restrained so that you cannot move. That way you will get it over with more quickly.”

Bloody hell what a terrible choice. I know that I will not be able to keep still for 18 whacks and so I could end up getting many more strokes and it could take all night or never get finished, but if I am restrained I will have to take them all at once no matter how unbearable it is.

After a few minutes I make my decision.

“Tie me down.”

Sonia Securely fastens my ankles to the trestles legs and then she says firmly.

“Bend”

I reach over the trestle touching the floor on the opposite side and Sonia fastens my wrists to the other two legs.

I try to move but find that I am very secure with my totally unprotected bare ass over the top of the trestle and at the full mercy of the merciless bitch and her cruel looking canes.

After a minute or so Sonia speaks again.

“That was a good decision of yours to be restrained. You would never have stayed in position for 3 strokes with one of my canes let alone 18.”

Wow! That really does make me feel good.

I watch as Sonia takes her time to choose a long cane. As she picks it up I can see it bending under its own weight. It is dripping wet so she swishes it through the air to dry it.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

I watch the cane flex incredibly at the top of the swing and the sound that it makes is even more incredible.

Sonia is smiling and looks very happy.

She shows me the cane.

“I am really looking forward to this. I love caning bad husbands. Look how much it bends. This is more like a whip than a cane.”

She then bends the cane into a circle and it pops instantly back straight when she releases the tip.

I watch as she walks around behind me and I then feel the wet cane resting across my bare cheeks. My breathing deepens as I realise that I am seconds away from a severe thrashing and I cannot move so this cruel woman can do what the hell she likes with me.

I am expecting the terrible sound of the cane any second but instead Sonia speaks.

“Look at the clock on the wall. At exactly 8.20pm you will get the first stroke and then one stroke more at exactly ten seconds intervals.”

I try not to look at the clock, but I find myself looking and watching the seconds tick away to the first stroke.

30 seconds to go and the cane is resting onto my bare cheeks again.

I count the final seconds down and then brace myself, and right on time I hear the terrifying.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

But this time it is followed by a sickening

“WHAAAAAACK”

As the long whippy cane wraps itself around my bare cheeks.

I jump and start dancing about as much as I can while still secured over the trestle. The terrible stinging and burning sensation goes right across my ass. This cane is a lot more severe than the one that I have used on my wife for the last 6 years.

Sonia is correct I would have not stayed in position for 3 strokes if I were not restrained. In fact I would be standing up or covering by burning ass with my hand to protect it from more punishment right now.

I glance at the clock.

Oh no! It has been 10 seconds since that terrible stroke.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

As the second cruel stroke wraps around my cheeks the stinging is unbearable. My whole ass is on fire. I twist the best I can in the hopeless hope of trying to spoil her aim but as I glance at the clock I know that the third stroke is about to be on its way and sure enough.

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

This is too much. Surely she cannot keep whacking me this hard.

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

The merciless fucking bitch keeps every cruel stroke coming as hard as ever. I can only twist slightly left and right trying to spoil her aim. But it is no use.

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

I would now give anything to be able to block her merciless strokes with my hand or to move out of the way but I cannot and the bitch keeps the cane crashing down cruelly onto my burning ass.

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

I try not to, but I keep watching the clock. How I wish that the fucking thing would stop and the cruel cane strokes also, but the bitch keeps them coming exactly 10 seconds apart.

My poor red raw backside is a sitting duck for her.

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”      “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”       “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”        “WHAAAAAACK”

I have lost count but after what seems like an eternity the room falls silent.

I stamp and wriggle about for a while until I the stinging becomes almost bearable again. ´

Sonia then unfastens me.

As I stand there I notice Sonia looking at my erect cock. She taps the end with her cane. This startles me and I Jump.

Sonia finds this hilarious and is still laughing as she says.

“See you tomorrow.”

I did not expect to see her again so soon again. My poor ass will hardly have recovered from today’s thrashing by then.

I spend almost the whole night cleaning the house, washing cloths and ironing. Desperately trying to avoid another caning tomorrow.

Sexy lady

I spend most of the next day at work worrying about what will be happening tonight when I get home. I think it safe to say that at some point in the evening I will be stretched across Sonia’s caning bench being mercilessly caned by her. I am not looking forward to going home tonight.

After work as I head up my drive my breathing deepens as I see the house lights on but as I walk in to the kitchen I am surprised to be met by the smell of a roast dinner.

I wonder.

Has Jane returned?

A minute later I am disappointed when Sonia enters the kitchen. It looks as if tonight I will be getting another merciless caning instead of getting my wife back. But at least the dinner smells good.

Sonia does look like a slut tonight. Her blouse is way too tight and she has forgotten to put on her bra, her Skirt is too short and tight, her stockings too dark and her heels too high.

I just hope that those high heels will make it difficult for her to balance as she canes me.

I await Sonia’s first sentence for an idea of my fate tonight, but she says in quite a friendly tone.

“Take a seat, dinner is ready.”

We both enjoy a lovely roast meal together and then Sonia drops the bombshell.

“Right then if you’ve finished get your trousers down and bend over my caning bench. I am now going to cane you severely.”

I look at Sonia for a minute and think about asking her why, but in the end I decide that nothing can save me from another terrible thrashing and I walk to the study and drop my trousers before bending over the trestle.

Sonia enters the room and I then hear her ferociously swishing a cane through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

Sonia then speaks to me in a very matter of fact way.

“Right then Mike, you are now about to receive the caning of your life.”

She then pauses for a few seconds before continuing.

“Unless you can give me an orgasm within the next 20 minutes.”

I look at her in amazement and ask.

“Are you serious?”

Sonia does not reply but shows me her mobile phone with the seconds ticking down from 20 minutes. Already 30 seconds have passed.

I jump up.

This is going to be easy for me and with 15 minutes to spare.

I lift Sonia and carry her across the room to the table, almost tripping over the trousers around my ankles as I do so.

I sit Sonia onto the table and I then look at her blouse which is about to burst open. I cannot resist the temptation and I rip her blouse open exposing her very ample firm tits.

I start licking and sucking Sonia’s erect nipples which obviously gets her exited. She lays on her back in the excitement.

I slowly lick and suck away for another couple of minutes until she starts pushing my head downwards with both hands.

Yes I know exactly what you want.

I slowly move downwards and then firmly push her skirt up before burying my head between her legs. As I suspected the little slut is not wearing any knickers tonight.

I lick Sonia’s inner thighs and then very slowly work my way towards her already wet pussy. I now give her very long slow licks up the length of her now soaking pussy. She bucks her hips trying to speed the pace up but for once I am in control of her. I keep the pace deliberately too slow for her to reach her orgasm.

She is now desperately pulling my head with both hands and trying to rub her soaking slit up and down my extended tongue.

Realising that she is about to orgasm I pull away from her quickly.

I laugh to myself as I see her wriggling about on the table so close to her precious orgasm.

I watch her for a few seconds and I then step forward and stab her hard with my over stiff cock.

Sonia lets out a loud scream and her bucking goes into overdrive as I fuck her furiously. After a few minutes her thighs tighten and her body goes stiff. I know that she now has a very powerful orgasm taking over her body.

I pump her hard for a few more seconds until I realise that the excitement is about to trigger me off also.

There is something that I have thought a lot about doing as she has caned me and I now realise that I have the chance to do it at last, so I pull out of her and quickly move my soon to erupt cock towards her mouth.

As my cock reaches her mouth Sonia calls out.

“No way! Get that thing away from my mouth!”

But as she calls out my cock suddenly explodes sending most of its contents into her open mouth with the remainder coating her face.

I cannot help myself and I burst into laughter.

Unfortunately Sonia does not see the funny side as she sits up and wipes her face and hair with her ripped blouse.

I start to pull my trousers up but Sonia calls out.

“Don’t bother pulling your trousers up. Take them off I am about to birch you”

Knowing that she has just had a very powerful orgasm well within her 20 minute time limit I ask.

“What the fuck for?”

“Because you need to learn that it is very rude to cum in a lady’s mouth without asking. NOW GET OVER MY CANING BENCH.”

The Birch

Before I know it, Sonia is busy securing me across her caning bench with my trousers around my ankles. My bare ass does feel very vulnerable in this position presented to the cruel bitch to punish how she pleases.

I watch in horror as Sonia takes a vicious looking birch from a box on the floor. It is very long and has about 5 or 6 very whippy looking canes tied together.

Sonia Swishes the birch through the air.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOSH”

The sound of the birch through the air has almost a screech to it. If she did not have me secured over the trestle I would be out of the door and running down the road by now, but unfortunately for me and my bare bottom that is not an option now.

Sonia wastes no time with the build up and just says.

“12 strokes of this should make you think twice about shooting your load into my mouth next time.”

Good new it sounds as if there could be a next time. I thought so I have never disappointed any sluts in the past.

My mind suddenly goes back to my present predicament as I feel the whippy canes of the birch covering the whole of my bare ass, and then almost immediately I hear them scream through the air.

“WHOOOOOOSH”

Followed by a terribly loud sound as the 6 canes smack down hard cross my totally unprotected cheeks.

“WHAAAAAAACK”

Ahhhhh! The stinging is beyond belief as the 6 whippy canes all wrap themselves around my cheeks. I start dancing and twisting about from the 6 simultaneous cane strokes, but Sonia seems in a hurry and well before I have come to terms with the terrible stinging she brings another stroke down hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

And then she shows me no mercy whatsoever as she keeps the cruel strokes coming hard and fast.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I just cannot believe how the woman can be so cruel to me when I have just given her the orgasm of her life.

I wriggle about frantically but she keeps the terrible strokes coming relentlessly.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I feel like I have had many more than twelve strokes already but she keeps them coming just as hard.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Finally the cruel strokes stop and I am left to wriggle and stamp about for quite a while.

As Sonia unties me she says.

“I bet you will be more careful where you shoot your sour liquid next time.”

As I get up I look at Sonia holding the birch. She is still topless from when I ripped her blouse off. I think to myself she is one hell of a cruel bitch but somehow she is also a very sexy one.

Sonia waves her cruel birch at me and says with a wry smile.

“See you soon.”

She then puts on her coat and leaves.

I have started to wonder where Sonia goes to when she leaves my house each time, as she does not bring a car. So tonight I painfully pull my trousers up and follow her.

I keep a good distance behind Sonia and she seems to be in too much of a hurry to look behind. I follow her for about a quarter of a mile and she then walks up a path to a house and rings the bell.

I have the shock of my life when my wife Jane opens the door.

Sonia enters the house and Jane closes the door behind her.

A bigger Surprise

Everything is quiet over the next week. I return each day to a dark and empty house and then spend the entire evening cleaning and tidying so that Sonia is going to struggle to find a reason to cane me again.

Every night that I arrive home to the empty house I feel a little disappointed because even though I know that I will almost certainly get a very severe caning if Sonia is there, for some reason I do miss her.

I enter the drive as normal a couple of evenings later and my heart misses a beat as I notice that all of the lights in the house are on. I think to myself.

Be careful what you wish for in future.

I am shaking with both excitement and fear as I enter the house.

Sonia is stood in the kitchen looking very impatient and asks.

“You’re late! Where have you been?”

I cannot think of an excuse because in reality I have been sitting outside the house that Sonia disappeared into the other night. After a couple of hours of non activity I gave up.

I just can’t think what to say so I just shrug my shoulders.

This seems to make Sonia angry and she yells to me.

“OK then if that is your attitude you had better drop your trousers and get straight over my caning bench.”

Oh dear! What a welcome home. It does not look like there is much chance of sex tonight. Just another terrible thrashing for me.

I obediently drop my trousers and yet again stretch myself over her caning bench to be thrashed mercilessly by her. She follows me in and quickly secures my wrists and ankles.

Yet again I have my totally bare backside at the full mercy of this cruel bitch and her horrible canes.

As I lay there waiting for the inevitable my mind is suddenly focussed on two pairs of feet moving about the room. I turn my head very slowly to see who else is in the room. It is bad enough that Sonia can see me in this compromising situation let alone anyone else.

I first see Sonia standing there and then another female. As I catch sight of her face I am shocked to see that it is my wife Jane.

Jane smiles and says.

“Hello Mike. I have never seen you from this angle before.”

I hide my head in shame but when I eventually look up I see that Sonia and Jane are kissing passionately.

They eventually stop and Jane then says.

“Mike you have cruelly slippered and caned me for 6 years with your stupid plimsolls and canes. So I thought that it was about time that I got even with you. My friend Sonia and I hatched the plan together to give you the many canings that you so rightly deserved. Did you really think that Sonia was a marriage guidance expert and that I would have ever come back to you?”

Jane looks to me for a reply but I do not give her the satisfaction and remain silent.

She then continues.

“Sonia and I have been seeing each other for about 3 years and I have always told her every detail of what went on in our marriage. There is only one thing left for me to do now before I disappear from your life forever.”

As I am tied across a wooden trestle with my bare ass displayed I can guess what she plans but I ask anyway.

“Oh really! What do you have left to do?”

“I am going to give you the caning of your life.”

I try my best not to let Jane see how scared I am.

I hear Jane sorting through the canes and then swishing a few of them through the air. Eventually she gleefully says to Sonia.

“Wow! I like this one.”

Sonia tries to talk her out of her selection.

“I wouldn’t use that one it is a type of synthetic rubber and is more like a whip. I think that it would be a little too severe.”

I never thought that I would ever hear Sonia saying that a cane was too severe. Unfortunately Sonia’s advice seems to have made up Jane’s mind and she says enthusiastically.

“No don’t worry Sonia nothing is too severe for that rat. I want to give him a present that he will not forget.”

I then overhear Sonia whisper to Jane.

“No more than 6 with that rubber cane then”

Jane then speaks to me.

“Right then Mike I hope that you are comfortable. I am going to give you 12 very hard strokes with this lovely rubbery cane. I don’t know about you but I am going to be loving every second of this.”

Jane then crazily swishes the cane through the air.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

The cane makes a really deep sounding whoosh as it cuts through the air.

Jane sounds extremely happy now.

“Wow! I love this cane.”

She then walks around behind me and I very soon feel the rubbery cane resting across my bare cheeks.

Shit I think that this is going to sting.

Suddenly I hear a ferocious

“WHOOOOOOOSH”

Unfortunately I know what to expect next.

“WHAAAAAAACK”

The fucking bitch Jane has whacked me terribly with the rubber cane. It makes a dreadful smacking sound as it lands very hard onto my bare backside and then it seems to wrap itself around my cheeks leaving a dreadful burning and stinging sensation as if I have just been whipped.

I yell out.

“AHHHHH! YOU BITCH.”

Jane finds this extremely funny and as she is still laughing I hear the dreadful sound again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I just cannot cope with the terrible stinging right across my ass. I stamp on the floor and twist about. I am desperate for the bitch not to land another stroke like that. I try my best to twist my ass out of her firing line but the merciless bitch keeps the terrible strokes coming as hard as ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

After 4 strokes I can understand why Sonia tried to talk Jane out of using this cane. It is a very severe and cruel instrument and definitely should not be in the hands of a vindictive woman.

I try absolutely everything to stop the cruel whacks from landing. I am constantly twisting about, but it is no use the bitch relentlessly keeps them coming.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

As I constantly twist, stamp and wriggle about I also let out a loud

“AHHHHH”

From every cruel stroke

But this just seems to give Jane more energy and she continues to frantically cane me.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I do not know how many strokes that I have had but this seems to be going on forever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

At last the terrible noise of the cane stops and Jane speaks.

“That´s your 12 strokes Mike. I hope that you enjoyed them all as much as I did. Now I am going to give you another 6 strokes for calling me a bitch.”

I feel the cruel rubbery cane resting across my burning backside but then Sonia calls out in a panic.

“No Jane stop! That´s enough now.”

Jane is angry with Sonia for interrupting her.

“Who are you Sonia to interfere with me disciplining my husband? You may have given him an easy time these last few weeks but I am going to teach him a lesson he will not forget tonight.”

Sonia sounds desperate now.

“No! No more Jane that cane is too severe.”

Jane’s reply shocks me.

“Just shut the fuck up Sonia.”

I then feel that the cane has left my burning backside and I hear the terrible sound again.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

My dancing and twisting intensifies but I realise that I am not going to be able to get out of the way of the cruel strokes and Jane keeps them coming harder than ever.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

I try my best to keep quiet but I just have to let it out sometimes.

As the cruel cane impacts I scream.

“AHHHHHH FUCK!”

But Jane keeps them coming.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Jane then speaks again.

“Right then that was your extra 6 strokes. Now I am going to give you another 6 strokes for using bad language. We could be here all night Mike.”

Sonia interrupts and she sounds even more desperate now.

“That’s enough now Jane. Let me untie him.”

Jane is very angry now.

“Stop interfering Sonia. Leave me alone.”

“No Jane you have given him too many with that cane. Stop now!”

Jane responds even more angrily.

“If you keep on interrupting Sonia I will cane you instead.”

Sonia’s reply shocks me.

“Jane if it is going to stop you caning him you can cane me.”

“Ok Sonia you are on. You can take the 6 strokes for him if you wish.”

“OK Jane let me untie him.”

“No! He stays there and if you move before I have finished the 6 strokes I will cane him also. Pull that chair up and bend over.”

I cannot believe my eyes as Sonia pulls up a wooden chair and bends right over the back of it and firmly grips the seat. Her thin skirt is stretched tightly across her ample backside.

It is very good of Sonia to volunteer to take the 6 strokes for me but there is no way that she will be able to hold her position even with her thin skirt covering her ass.

Jane looks ecstatic as she rests the long rubbery cane across Sonia’s tight skirt.

She says confidently.

“Remember if you move he gets it also.”

I see Jane raise the cane and then there is an almighty.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sonia jumps a little from the cruel stroke but keeps her position. Jane does not give her long before continuing.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sonia is wriggling and stamping about but remains quiet and in position.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sonia is obviously struggling now. I do not know how but she holds her position knowing only too well that Jane is doing her best to make her move.

Jane’s strokes really do look vicious now.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAAACK”

Somehow Sonia hangs on.

“WHOOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAAACK”

Sonia jumps up after the final stroke and jogs around the room holing her burning cheeks.

She then comes over and releases me.

We then both realise that Jane has left.

A sting in the tail

Sonia is very apologetic.

“I am sorry about that Mike. I did not know that she was going to use that vicious cane on you.”

“Don’t worry Sonia. It was very good of you to take those 6 strokes for me.”

“I have to admit Mike I did struggle to hold my position. Jane caned me terribly. For the last few years I have only heard her side of the story. I have seen her in her true colours tonight. I now think that she more than deserved all of the canings and slipperings that you gave her.”

I start to get dressed but Sonia stops me.

“Before you do that Mike can I ask you a favour?”

“Yea OK”

“Can you fuck me hard like you did the other day?”

Sonia does not wait for a reply and she drops to her knees and starts frantically sucking my cock.

After a couple of minutes with my stiff cock almost at bursting point Sonia gets up and then lies down onto the table.

I quickly go to her and immediately fill her wet pussy with my eager cock.

I pump her fast and furiously and realise that she is absolutely gagging for this. I realise that her orgasm is building rapidly and then a sudden tightening of her thighs and a loud moan confirms that she has reached her goal.

I continue to thrust frantically as I am not far away from exploding either but she suddenly jumps off my cock and quickly drops to her knees in front of me.

She sucks my cock very hard and I cannot contain myself and I explode into her mouth.

I now have the fright of my life as I see Jane standing in the doorway watching us.

When Sonia notices Jane her jaw drops in amazement and my cum overflows from her mouth and runs down her face.

We all just stare at each other for a minute before Jane speaks.

“I knew that there was something going on with you two. You both deserve each other. Move your things out as soon as possible Sonia.”

Sonia and I look at each other and smile.

THE END

Hope you enjoyed it...Sam

Disclaimer: I have changed all of the names of the people in this book to protect their identities. I do not condone any of the practices in this book and do not recommend that anyone tries out such practices or gets in any situation with another person without first seeking professional advice and researching all of the potential pitfalls and dangers beforehand, every person portrayed in this book was a fully consenting adult.
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Please check out my author pagers where you can look inside all of my books and see you 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. If you would like to help others to find my books please take a few minutes to leave some feedback.

Thanks.......Sam
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