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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.

I am shocked at what I have just seen and heard, I never expected Max to hit her as hard as that, It was such a swing that I could see I could see the long whippy cane flexing big time at the top of the stroke and then Max brought it down very hard onto the models bottom, she jumped from the impact and almost stood up but quickly got back to her position again. Wow she must be expecting more strokes; I wonder how many he is going to give her?

I watch Max place the cane across her bottom again and then.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

He lands another stroke equally as hard as the first one; the model flinches but keeps her position and than a few seconds later

“WHOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK”

The third stroke is too much for the model and she instantly jumps up holding her bottom. Max is very angry with her and demands.

“Get back into position quickly.”

The model replies in a broad Essex accent

“I can’t Max; I can’t take it that hard, my ass is stinging to hell.”

“Get back quickly if you want more work from me. It will be all over before you know it.”

The model then very reluctantly bends back over the bike. Max immediately rests the cane across her bottom, he then raises it and brings it down hard again with a louder than ever 

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

The model goes to stand up but changes her mind and I immediately hear

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

As Max gives her stroke number five.

The model instantly puts her right arm across her bottom to protect it from any more strokes, Max speaks.

“This is your last chance, move your arm NOW!”

The model very reluctantly moves her arm knowing what to expect as soon as it is out of the firing line and as she feared the moment that he hand is away from her striped bottom Max raises the cane and brings it crashing down again with a louder than ever.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAAACK”

The model instantly grasps her bottom with both hands and stamps on the floor as she does her best to cope with the stinging sensation. Max sounds happy as he speaks.

“Well done Jane you took that well. Go and get yourself changed and I will see you at the same time on Tuesday.”

As Jane heads towards the changing room I see that Max is beckoning me out to the studio floor. As I pass Jane on the way out she shakes her head to me. Gosh I hope that Max is not planning on caning me too.

Max and I introduce ourselves and then we get down to work. I am a little nervous but Max has a great deal of patience as he guides me through the shoot, we take hundreds of photos with me in many poses holding an American football and pompoms. After about an hour and a half Max turns to me and says.

“Well done Samantha I have a lovely set of photos, my client is going to be delighted and I only had to correct you six times.”

I think that Max is being very kind to me; I think that he had to correct me many more than six times. I head back towards the changing room very pleased with myself but before I get there Max calls to me.

“Sam don’t change just yet, I need to cane you first.”

I turn around to see Max holding his long whippy cane, astonished I can only think to reply with.

“What?”

“You made six mistakes today Sam so I am going to give you six strokes of the cane so that you do not forget.”

If I had not watched Max caning Jane I might have been tempted seeing it as a bit of fun, but after seeing how hard he caned Jane I am going to give it a miss for sure.

“I don’t think that I could take one of you canings max, so I am going to give it a miss if that’s OK.”

The smile disappears from Max’s face and he replies sternly.

“It’s your call Sam, I thought that we worked well together and could have had a great future, I have plenty of work for you but you must abide by my rules. It’s only a bit of fun six strokes that’s all.”

Damn! I need this work, what shall I do? I look at Lucy for guidance; she gives me the thumbs up. I am going to have to make a decision quickly........

“OK then Max I will take my punishment.”

On hearing me Max’s face lights up.

“Good decision Sam. You saw Jane, when you are ready just bend over the bike the same as her. If you think that you are going to struggle to keep still I can have Lucy tie you if you like?”

“No it’s OK I will stay still.”

“Ok then Sam, when you are ready stretch right across the bike and I will begin.”

I stand facing the lovely bike and I then bend right over it touching the floor on the other side with my hands. My bottom suddenly feels very exposed in these flimsy little shorts but I am going to do my utmost take his six strokes without moving and get this over with as quickly as possible.

I feel the dreaded cane resting across my bottom and I can tell from its touch that these damn shorts are going to give my poor bottom very little protection; I just hope that he is not planning to whack me as hard as he did Jane. 

Terrified I wait for the cane to leave my bottom, but then Lucy calls out.

“Max you have an important phone call.”

Max apologises to me.

“Sorry Samantha I am going to have to take this call first, I won’t be long make yourself comfortable until I get back.”

Yes very funny, how the hell can I make myself comfortable knowing that as soon as he finishes his call he is going to thrash my backside with his stupid cane. I decide to stay bent over the bike until he finishes his call, that way I can hide my scared and embarrassed face from them both.

After a few minutes I hear Max saying goodbye on the phone and my breathing deepens knowing that I am now only seconds away from a thrashing. I wish he would hurry up and get it over with. If that damn phone had not rung it would have been all over by now.

I hear the now terrifying sound of Max swishing the cane as he walks back to me.

“WHOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

“Sorry to have kept you Sam. Now where were we? Ah yes eight strokes of the cane.”

I reply in a flash.

“You said six!”

“I’m only joking with you.”

I am glad that someone finds this situation funny.

I feel the cane resting onto my very tight and thin shorts and then I feel it leave and hear a terrifying.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK” 

The sound as the cane impacts my bottom reminds me of the sound that my father’s gun used to make as it echoed in the woods, the sound is so loud that I can hear the same slight echo around the studio. A split second after the sound a terrible burning and stinging sensation runs the full width of my bottom, I never expected it to sting anything like as much as that. I instantly jump up clutching my bottom. On seeing me Max laughs.

“Sam I knew that a posh bird like you could not take a caning.”

He stops laughing as I bend over the bike again, this time even more determined not to move. I now move my hands from the floor and tightly grip the bike instead, I am not going to let go until I have had all six of his stupid strokes.

I feel Max resting the cane onto my ass again and then I hear the dreaded.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

He has brought the cane down cruelly again, the stinging is now even more intense but this time I grip the bike and do not let go, I brace myself for the next inevitable.

“WHOOOOSH   “WHAAAACK”

After the third stroke I instinctively cover my burning bottom with my hand but somehow I force myself to take it away again and I then grip the bike tightly once more, I now start to twist my body left and right trying to spoil the cruel bastards aim but.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

He lands the fourth stroke perfectly and mercilessly, I cannot cope with the stinging now and I stamp on the floor, but as I do Max shows me no compassion as he cruelly brings down his fifth stroke.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

The stinging is now unbelievable, I am now desperate not to let go of the bike and also desperate not to let another cruel stroke land onto my burning bottom so I twist about as much as possible whilst still holding the bike, but it does me no good as I hear.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

Max lands stroke number six mercilessly onto my moving backside. Still holding the bike I dance, twist and stamp as I try to cope with the terrible stinging from the cane. Eventually the stinging subsides enough for me to stop wriggling about and I stand up.

I see Lucy smiling at me through the window and Max sounds very impressed.

“That was excellent Sam, I thought that you were off home after the first stroke, I think that we are going to work well together. Get yourself changed; I will give you a call tomorrow to arrange the next shoot.”

As I walk to the bus I find it hard to believe what had happened today but I also feel very proud of myself for pulling off the shoot and for being able to take Max’s six of the best.

Chapter 2 Where’s Lucy?

The next day as promised I receive a call from Max telling me that he has another shoot for me the following Wednesday, I feel very excited that I now have regular well paying work and at the same time I am feeling a little apprehensive about being caned by him again. I can still vividly recall every cruel stroke that he gave me with his whippy cane. I will just have to be more attentive this time so that I do not make any mistakes and then he will not have an excuse to cane me.

I arrive at the studio on Wednesday nice and early as I do not want to give Max an excuse for caning me by being late. I ring the bell and I am surprised to see Max open the door for me.

“Hello Sam you are looking as stunning as ever. Did you get my money transferred into your account?”

“Yes it came through the same day but it was £50 too much.”

“Yes that’s correct; my customer was so delighted with the photos that I decided to give you a rise, I think that we have a great future together.”

As we enter the studio I ask curiously.

“Where’s Lucy today?”

Max points towards the center of the studio.

“She is over there.”

I look where Max is pointing and I see a big and very white bottom. As I get closer I see that Lucy is tied securely across a sturdy looking wooden trestle with her skirt raised right up and her knickers around her knees exposing her slightly oversize and very white bottom. I see that she is looking at me so I feel that I should speak.

“Hello Lucy.”

She replies nervously.

“Hello Sam”

Max then explains.

“Unfortunately Lucy has made a very big mistake that almost cost us one of our best clients and I have agreed that Lucy can keep her job and the matter will be forgotten if she accepts 18 strokes of the cane, obviously she has to be restrained for that number or she would not be able to take it. I am going to begin in a moment so pull a chair up and have a good look and afterwards we will begin the shoot.”

I just cannot believe how Max talks about giving Lucy 18 strokes of the cane as if it were just a normal everyday occurrence. I stand behind so that Lucy cannot see me watching and also so that I can see what marks the cane leaves on Lucy’s bottom. I really do feel for Lucy, 6 strokes of the cane was terrible so I dread to think what 18 strokes must be like and it must be even worst on her bare skin.

Max takes his long and whippy cane from a trough of water and swishes it through the air to dry it.

“WHOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

The sound is very loud but not quite so scary when I am not bent over with my bottom exposed, I can only imagine how scary it sounds to Lucy with her bottom bared and completely at the mercy of Max and his cruel cane.

Max takes up his position behind Lucy and he rests the cane across her bare cheeks as he takes time to adjust his stance. I take a long look at Lucy’s white cheeks knowing that this will be the last chance I have to see them that colour today. Max then speaks to Lucy.

“Ok then Lucy if you are comfortable I will begin. I will do my best to spread the 18 strokes evenly across your lovely bum.

As soon as Max finishes speaking I see him raise the cane up high and I then squint as I see it heading at high speed towards Lucy’s exposed bottom making the usual terrifying sound.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

The cane smacks hard across Lucy’s bare buttocks and she lets out a slight “Ahhh.” Over the next three seconds I watch as a bright red line develops across the full width of her ass. I can tell how flexible the cane is by the way that the red line has followed right around the contours of Lucy’s poor cheeks.

Max continues to mercilessly bring a stroke down heavily onto Lucy’s bottom about every five seconds.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

Every time that a stroke lands I see a new bright red and extremely painful looking line develop across Lucy’s poor backside. Lucy lets out an “Ahhh” from many of the strokes and she is moving about and stamping frantically after six strokes but Max keeps the cruel strokes coming showing poor Lucy no mercy whatsoever.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

After 10 strokes it is hard to see where the red lines are now as Lucy’s poor bottom is now completely red raw and the cane now leaves a white line every time that it lands. Lucy is now desperately trying to twist and turn to stop the cane landing properly but Max makes sure that each stroke impacts perfectly.

Max keeps the strokes coming relentlessly.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

After the thirteenth stroke Lucy screams out.

“You fucking wanker Max. You have obviously never felt a cane on your ass; if you had you would know not to do it so hard you wanker!”

Max does not react and keeps the strokes coming five seconds apart but they do seem to be even harder after Lucy’s outburst. Lucy really is trying hard to twist her body one way and then the other to spoil his aim but Max has obviously had a lot of practice and the remaining strokes all land with the same sickening sound.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

I am very relieved to see the last stroke land and then feel for Lucy as she wriggles about for a minute until the stinging subsides enough.

Max undoes Lucy and she stands up and immediately asks Max.

“Is the matter now closed Max?”

“Yes of course it is Lucy but just be a little more careful in future.”

“Thanks Max and I am sorry for the outburst but you don’t realise how much my ass was stinging from that fucking cane of yours.”

“That’s Ok Lucy I have been called worst than that before now. When you are ready can you do Sam’s makeup for the shoot.”

Chapter 3 The trestle

Lucy does my makeup and I change into the clothes for today’s shoot. I am dressed as a tennis player today and I kitted out all in white with a short skirt and matching white knickers.

As I do the shoot I cannot get the image of Lucy being caned from my mind and I try my best not to make any mistakes so that if I am going to be caned today it will be a minimum number of strokes.

The shoot goes very well today with Max giving me very good encouragement and after about two hours he tells me that we have finished. It is now that I start to feel apprehensive wondering what is going to happen next. I stand waiting for Max to speak.

“Right then Sam, the bad news for you is that you made twelve mistakes today but the good news is that I think we have seen enough of the cane today so I am not going to cane you. How do you feel about that?”

“I am disappointed that I made twelve errors but relived not to be getting the cane.”

“Sam I am going to give you twelve strokes of the strap today instead.”

Suddenly my heart rate and breathing increase, but I suppose the strap is going to be a breeze compared to the cane.

“When you’re ready Sam can you pull your knickers down and bend over the trestle.”

“I am not happy to have my knickers down Max.”

“The strap only works on bare skin Sam but you can have the cane instead if you like.”

“No. No it’s Ok I will take them down.”

I stand in front of the trestle and once I have made sure that my skirt is covering as much of my ass as possible I pull my knickers down to my knees before stretching over the trestle. Max then kneels down behind me and starts fastening straps around my ankles.

I ask anxiously.

“What are you doing Max?”

“I am securing you so that you do not jump up and make it take longer.”

I would not have let him do it if Lucy had not been there but I want it over as quickly as possible also.

Max fastens both of my ankles and my wrists, I then have a shock when he shows me the strap, it is a great big heavy shiny leather thing at least four inches wide. I sure hope he is not planning on hitting me hard with that thing. I bet it stings to hell and each stroke is going to entirely cover my poor little bum.

Max walks around behind me and I feel him lifting my skirt right up completely exposing my bare bottom. I now feel that I have made a terrible mistake letting him tie me across this trestle, I fear that I am about to get a terrible thrashing with that big strap.

Suddenly I hear a very loud.

“CRAAAACK”

Instantly my entire bottom is stinging, he has brought the strap down very hard and just one stroke has completely covered my bottom. He does not give me time to get over the shock, a few seconds later.

“CRAAAACK”

Again he brings the strap down very hard and as it lands onto my already stinging bottom the stinging sensation increases fourfold and I know what is about to come again any second.

“CRAAAACK”

After just three strokes the stinging is unbearable, I cannot afford for another one to land cleanly so I start to twist my body one way and then another to spoil Max’s aim but the bastard times his stroke and

“CRAAAACK”

The fourth stroke lands with full effect again, my entire bottom is now burning and stinging to hell. I must stop him getting a clean shot. I keep twisting back and forth nonstop but again I hear the dreaded and very loud.

“CRAAAACK”

The stinging now is beyond belief and over my entire bottom. Josh shows me no mercy whatsoever and keeps the whacks coming hard.

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

I still keep twisting all I can, trying to stop the cruel whacks from landing effectively but Max makes sure that he brings every single one down perfectly with a very loud smack. Why the fuck can that bastard not miss just once or show a bit of compassion, not a chance.

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

I wriggle about for a long time after the final whack as it takes a long time for me to be able to cope with the stinging. My whole ass now feels on fire. I would give anything to let Max have a taste of his own medicine.

When I finally stop wriggling about Max unties me and I then pull my skirt down before removing my knickers. I am not very happy about Max watching me drop my knickers but my ass is way too sore to pull them back up.

Max looks very pleased with himself and asks.

“How was that Sam?”

“I tell you what Max, you do not know how much that thing stings, you should let one of us try the cane and strap on you so that you know how it feels.”

“It can’t be as bad as you make out; maybe I will let you spank me one day.”

I just wish he would, it would be the best day of my life.

“Ok Sam you had better go and get changed and I will see you at the same time next Wednesday.”

Chapter 4  Can you take it?

I received an extra £50 from Max when he transferred the money into my account again this week; the man is very kind with his money and very cruel with the cane and the strap. Over the weekend I am seriously thinking of not turning up at Max’s studio anymore, the regular work and money is great but I really cannot face such a thrashing from his cane or strap again. 

By the time that Wednesday arrives I forget about the thrashings a little and realise how much I need the job, so that afternoon I find myself pressing the buzzer for the studio, the door unlocks and I walk inside.

As I enter the studio I instantly recognise the sound of the cane and I look over to see that Max is busy caning yet another model who is tied across the motorcycle with her knickers around her knees. I can tell by the two red lines on her bottom that he has just started the caning and as I watch I count the strokes from number three.

I unfortunately know from experience just how the woman is feeling as she tries her best to twist out of the way of the cane to no avail. Max as always keeps the strokes coming about five seconds apart. The woman is stamping on the ground and wriggling about as she copes with the terrible sting from each stroke and she also lets out the occasional yelp as the cane bites into her bare skin.

After twelve strokes Max stops and unties the woman, she stand up arranges her skirt and then steps out of her knickers before picking them up and heading for the changing room. I follow her in and see that Lucy is sat there also, she introduces us.

“I don’t think that you two have met, this is Sam and this is Nicky.”

“Hello Nicky.”

“Hi Sam pleased to meet you. Watch out the bastard is crueller than ever with his cane today.”

I just smile back at her.

Lucy then asks.

“Can I have both of your mobile numbers? I am hatching a plan to teach Max a lesson, I will call you when I know more.”

We then all exchange numbers.

After Nicky says goodbye Lucy starts on my makeup, today I am going to be dressed as an office executive in a white blouse and tight black skirt with stockings and high heels, I am glad that I am not going to be wearing too much clothes as it is such a hot sticky day.

As soon as Lucy has finished my makeup I stand and look in the mirror. I am indeed dressed as an office executive but a very slutty one as if I am about to star in a porn film. I am dressed in very high heels with black stockings and a very tight and short black skirt. I have a white blouse that looks like it is going to burst open at any minute and I am wearing very bright red lipstick with my hair in a ponytail.

I see Lucy gathering her things so I ask.

“Are you finishing early today?”

“Yes have got to go now as I have a dentist appointment.”

“I hope you have cleared it with Max or you will be getting the cane again.”

We both chuckle at that.

Lucy says her goodbyes and leaves. I go out to the studio floor in my slutty office outfit; I see that Max is more casual than ever today dressed in a T shirt and shorts.

We take many photos over the next couple of hours with me sat at a desk and on the phone and also lying across the desk provocatively, then suddenly and without warning I see that Max has the cane in his hand, my heart starts to race. Max walks over to me and hands me the cane. I think that my dreams have finally been answered and he is going to ask me to cane him; I cannot wait to thrash his bottom very hard.

My excitement is short lived when instead of asking me to cane him Max tells me to get into different poses with the cane. When he sees the stunned look on my face he says.

“Yes Samantha the cane is also a prop it’s not just for thrashing you lovely ass with.”

Max takes many photos of me with the cane, I am told to bend it in front of me and then to bend it around my bottom, I would love to see this set of photos I bet they are very sexy.

Finally after about three hours in total Max tells me that he has everything that he needs from the shoot. I cannot but wonder what he has planned for me now; I suspect that my poor bottom is going to get it again today. 

As I stand nervously awaiting my fate Max finally speaks.

“That was a great shoot Samantha; I am going to give you a challenge today. I am going to give you eight whacks of the cane and if you can hold your position for all eight strokes you will earn immunity from caning for our next three sessions but if you move you will not get your immunity and also have to pay a forfeit. Are you OK with that?”

I think that I can do this OK, it would be very nice to have the next three sessions without having to worry about the cane, I think that I had better clear up a couple of points with Max first though.

“Max do I keep my skirt on and what is the forfeit if I move?”

“Yes Sam you can keep your skirt on and if you were to move during the caning the forfeit is going to be to give me a blowjob.”

I instantly look down at his shorts and see that he already has a hard on at the thought of me giving him a blowjob. I think for a minute, I don’t really fancy sucking his cock just after he has caned me but I think that the thought of the forfeit will get me through his challenge and also it will be worth it to see the look on his face when I leave him to go home with a stiff cock and no chance of caning me for the next three weeks. Yes I will do his challenge.

“Ok Max you are on.”

Max’s face lights up and he takes the cane from me.

“OK Samantha when you are ready bend over and touch your toes.”

Damn! He did not tell me that I would not be bending over anything; I think that it is going to be more difficult to hold my position by just touching my toes, but I’ll teach him I am not going to move whatever happens.

I slowly bend over in front of Max and touch the floor with my finger tips; this is not very easy to do because of my high heels and my very tight skirt, my skirt is so short that it feels as if some of my bare bottom is exposed, it must be a sight and a half to Max seeing me bent over with my tight skirt riding up showing my suspenders. Unfortunately for me my ass is now presented in the perfect position for Max to whack with his cruel fucking cane and I know that he is going to be trying his best to make me move.

Max silently stands behind me for a few minutes as I hold my position and then I hear a frightening sound.

“WHOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

Just the sound of him swishing the cane through the air makes me wobble slightly. I feel the cane resting across my buttocks and then after a few seconds it leaves on the upswing and I brace myself.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

This time Max has swung the cane so hard that I can hear a slight whoosh on the upswing as well as the downswing.

The first stroke cracks into my bottom very hard and I instantly feel the line of burning and stinging go right across both buttocks and then about five seconds later I hear

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

My legs are shaking after the second stroke as the stinging intensifies. Five seconds later as I am still trying to cope.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

The stinging is terrible after he third stroke, I really need to stand up or protect my bottom with my hand but I know the consequences so instead I try to twist my body slightly hoping that the next whack will not land so perfectly, but as always I am disappointed.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

Max brings stroke number four down cruelly and mercilessly onto my already burning bottom. I am now moving my bottom from side to side trying my best to spoil his aim but I am also making sure that I still touch the floor.

Max keeps the cruel strokes coming showing me no mercy whatsoever.

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

“WHOOOOSH”   “WHAAAACK”

He is whacking me so hard that my skirt is giving me very little protection and after six strokes I really have reached my limit but somehow I still manage to touch the floor with my fingers. Then I hear stroke number seven.

“WHOOOOSH”  “WHAAAACK”

I am still touching the floor with my fingertips but my instincts make me squat on the floor out of the firing line. After a couple of seconds I realise what I have done and I quickly get myself back into position, Max immediately brings down stroke number eight.

“WHOOOOSH”    “WHAAAACK”

I stand up holding my bottom and then walk around the room as I cope with the stinging. Eventually I return to Max. I wonder if he is going to let me off that one little lapse, I am about to find out.

“Well done Sam I thought that you were going to make it for a moment, you made it to number seven, bad luck. Ok then you little cocksucker you had better pay your forfeit.”

Damn, I was so close to beating him and now I have to suck his fucking cock. Oh well this is not the first photographers cock that I have sucked and it will probably not be the last. At least I have learned by now how to make photographers cum quickly.

I drop to my knees in front of Max and I then pull his shorts down. His cock already looks as if it is about to explode. I do not think that this will take me long, he wants a little slut sucking his cock and that is what I am going to give him. Without touching Max I spit onto the end of his cock and I then open my mouth and suck his cock inside, I begin to suck the tip very hard then after about a minute I start to move my mouth up and down his cock sucking hard all the time. As I work away I am doing my best to cover his entire cock in my bright red lipstick. As I pull back at the end of every stroke I let his cock come out of my mouth making a loud popping sound “Pop!” I can sense that he is very excited by this and after about three minute I hear his breathing deepen, he holds my head and I know that he is about to cum. I slow the pace right down to stop him Cumming while I think. I do not really fancy his sperm in my mouth but I certainly do not want it running down my clothes for Lucy to see, so I up the pace again and a few seconds later I feel Max shooting his load into my mouth. I wait for him to finish completely before swallowing it all down and I then stand up. Job done!

Max pulls his shorts up and then says.

“You’re a mighty fine cocksucker Sam, you had better get changed and I will see you next week. I am sorry that you did not quite earn your immunity.”

That’s his way of saying I will see you next week and expect to get a good caning from me.

I grab a drink in the changing room to take the salty taste of Max’s sperm away and after changing I head home.

Chapter 5  The plimsoll

A few days later and I’m back at the studio, as I walk in I see a tall blond model being photographed by Max as she poses provocatively dressed in an all blue football kit and holding a football. 

After a few minutes Max puts his camera down and after talking to the model for a few minutes he walks over and sits down onto the bench which is in the corner of the studio. The model then puts the football down and walks over to Max. My eyes nearly pop out of my head as she then pulls her shorts down and bends over Max’s lap touching the floor with her hands on the other side. 

Max picks up a very big and well worn looking black plimsoll from the bench and proceeds to whack the models bare bottom very hard with it. He is whacking one cheek at a time and the slapping sound that it makes on her bare skin is incredible. For some reason I find the sight and sound of the model being slippered over his knee extremely sexy. I count the strokes and watch as the model tries to twist and turn to spoil the impact of the slipper but her efforts are in vain as every impact lands very loudly onto one cheek at a time.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

After 10 whacks it is obvious that the model is struggling big time and she lets out a loud scream as whack number 10 lands very loudly on her already very red bottom. She is moving her legs about as if she is frantically trying to stamp out a fire but as usual Max shows no mercy and continues to make her poor exposed ass burn more and more.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

Max has delivered twenty hard and loud whacks onto the poor models backside in a very quick time and as she stands I see that her bottom is a very sore looking crimson colour all over. She pulls her shorts up slightly and then heads quickly to the changing room.

In the changing room the model who has just been slippered by Max introduces herself as Andrea. After changing she heads home with what must still be a very sore bottom. Lucy starts on my makeup and gives me my clothes for today’s shoot which is a red striped rugby kit.

The shoot is a very easy one for me today. Max takes many photos of me in various rugby positions while I am holding a rugby ball. After an hour or so Max tells me that he has all of the shots that he needs and he puts his camera down. My breathing suddenly gets deeper as I nervously wait for his next sentence... 

Max says nothing but instead walks over to the bench and sits down, he then beckons me over to him and as I approach he speaks.

“Sam it is your lucky day today, I am not going to cane you. Pull your shorts down and bend over my knee.”

I now know that I am about to get the plimsoll and I still find the idea quite sexy.

Before he changes his mind about caning me I do as he asks and I quickly pull my shorts down just clear of my bottom before climbing across his lap. I turn my head to see the very smooth rubber sole of a plimsoll facing me, it must be at least a men’s size 10 and looks as if it will just about cover one of my cheeks with each whack.

Max then tells me what I already knew.

“Ok then Sam I am going to give you twenty whacks with the plimsoll, try your best not to move about too much and it will soon be over.”

I watch as Max picks up the plimsoll and I know only too well where it is going to be landing next. I suddenly hear an incredibly loud.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

Max brings the plimsoll down first onto my right buttock and then the left one.

The sting from the plimsoll is worst than I was expecting but I could not have imagined then how much worst things were going to get. Max keeps the whacks coming hard and fast alternating from one buttock to the other.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

After the third and fourth whack the stinging quadruples as the plimsoll crashes down onto an already sore area but Max keeps the strokes coming relentlessly.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

Even though Max has altered his aim slightly and bought the last two sets of whacks down slightly higher and lower than the first set there is still a very big overlap area from the big plimsoll and after just six whacks I find the stinging unbearable, but as I try to stand up I find that Max has his leg across the top of mine stopping me. I quickly get a hand across my bottom before he lands another whack onto the unbearable burning and stinging area.

Max lifts my hand out of the way and continues.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

Try as I might after ten whacks I just cannot take the stinging so I manage to quickly get my other hand across my bottom. Max decides to give me some encouragement.

“Come on Sam I thought you could do better than that. I can use the cane instead if you like.”

I use all of my willpower to put both of my hands back onto the floor and Max continues mercilessly with his cruel hard whacks.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

I am gritting my teeth and trying my utmost but the stinging is beyond belief, he is landing every stroke perfectly with a very loud slap as it hits my bare skin. I am twisting about trying my best to get out of the firing line but unfortunately he keeps catching me perfectly with every stroke.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

I can’t help myself and I protect my bottom with my hand again.

Max gently lifts my arm clear of my bottom and I immediately hear.

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

“SLAAAAAP”     “SLAAAAAP”

As he brings the final two whacks down quickly.

Max is now getting a free lap dance from me as I try to cope with my terribly stinging bottom....  After about twenty seconds I am just about able to stop my involuntary lap dance and I stand up.

Max seems very happy.

“Well done Sam, go and get yourself changed and I will see you again next Tuesday.”

I leave my shorts just below my burning bum and head back to the changing room.

Chapter 6 Payback time

A couple of days later my mobile rings, I do not recognise the caller’s number when I answer.

“Hello”

“Hello is that Sam? It’s Lucy here from the studio.”

“Hello Lucy, what are you up to.”

“Sam are you free all day on Saturday?”

“Yes I can be. Why what do you have planned for me?”

“I have come up with a plan for all of us to teach Max a lesson. I have spoken to the other models from the studio and they are all going to be there.”

“That sounds like my kind of fun Lucy, count me in. Where do I need to be and what time?”

“Right listen carefully Sam. You need to be at the studio at 9.30am this Saturday but it is very important that you do not ring the bell to get in before 9.30am, have you got that?”

“Yes Ok I will be at the studio for 9.30am on Saturday and I will not buzz the door before its 9.30. You have me intrigued now Lucy, I can’t wait.”

“OK then Sam see you Saturday.”

“OK Bye”

I cannot think what Lucy has planned for Saturday but it sure does sound like it’s going to be fun.

Saturday comes at last and I arrive outside the studio at 9.25 am. Jane, Nicky and Andrea are already waiting outside. It appears that we have all received the same call from Lucy and none of us has a clue to what she has planned.

Together we count down the seconds to 9.30 and then Jane very gingerly presses the bell. The door immediately unlocks and we all walk into the studio. We are very surprised to be greeted by Lucy who is naked from the waist down, as she turns to walk back in we see that her bottom is totally crimson coloured and rippled all over, it looks very sore indeed.

Lucy leads us into the studio and we are all shocked to see Max tied across the motorcycle that he usually canes us over. He is dressed in a blue rugby shirt and blue shorts. Lucy explains.

“I thought that it was about time that we all got even with Max and let him know what his cane and strap feels like, maybe he will go a little lighter on us in the future then. I put my plan into action this morning, unfortunately it meant me letting him give me a terrible thrashing with his cane, he only stopped because he actually broke the cane on my bottom but it was worth it as we have him secured now so we can all do what we like with him.”

Max sounds a little worried as he speaks.

“Come on girls, the jokes gone far enough now, untie me.”

Everyone in the room apart from Max finds this funny. Lucy replies to max.

“Max by the time that you are released you bottom is going to be burning and stinging to hell the same as ours are every time that we see you. I am going to tell you are rules in a minute so do yourself a favour and keep quiet or you will get extra strokes.”

As Max watches on we all agree on the course of action for the day and after compiling a list Lucy tells Max his Fate.

“OK then Max we have all agreed on what to do with you today to teach you a lesson that you will not forget in a hurry. Each of us is going to chose and administer to you a set number of strokes; we are going to have a break between each set to make sure that you feel all of punishments equally. If you answer back or make any undue noise then the number of strokes will be increased. At the end of the day you are going to treat us all to dinner to thank us. Do you agree?”

Max knows that we have him exactly where we want him and he just nods yes.

Nicky looks at her list and tells me that I am first to go, I have chosen to give Max the Strap to start with; I cannot see the strap anywhere so I ask.

“Does anyone know where the strap is?”

On hearing me Max burst into laughter and says.

“You idiots should have thought of that first, you won’t find the strap, I took it home last night to use on my wife and I have just broken the cane on Lucy’s fat ass. You are going to have to spank me with your soft hands now I’m going to look forward to that. Who’s first?”

Max carries on laughing loudly.

We all look at each other dumfounded. I have to agree with Max we are a bunch of idiots, we will have to untie him now and I can’t see him falling for this again in future.

Lucy picks up her phone and dials a number; she switches it onto speaker mode so that we can all hear the conversation. Eventually a woman answers.

“Oh hello Janet it’s Nicky here from the studio, Max has asked me to call you, he thinks that he has left a leather strap at the house and we need it at the studio today.”

“Yes it’s here in the kitchen.”

“Can I pop around and pick it up?”

“I have got to come into town, so I will bring it in for you. Do you want the canes also?”

“Oh I didn’t know that you had any there. Yes please!”

“OK see you soon bye.”

Max suddenly stops laughing and every person in the room except for him breaks out into a smile.

Chapter 7  Janet arrives

About twenty minute later we hear the entry door closing door and in walks a tall slim and very attractive dark haired lady who I would guess to be in her early thirties. The lady is carrying about six long whippy looking canes and Max´s heavy strap. She introduces herself as Max´s wife Janet. Suddenly Janet burst out laughing when she notices Max tied across the seat of the motorcycle and she cannot hide her excitement.

“That is brilliant. I know what Max gets up to at work; I used to be one of his models here. Can I have a place in the queue to cane him please?”

Lucy replies.

“Of course you can Janet, choose your implement and the number of strokes and I will make space for you.”

Max suddenly speaks.

“Don’t you think that I should have a say in who is going to cane me?”

In unison every woman in the room replies.

“NO!”

Lucy then decides that it is about time we started the proceedings.

“OK then we had better start. Sam is going to be first up. Can you tell Max what you are going to be giving him.”

Wow! My time has finally come. I never dreamed that I would get to thrash Max’s bottom as he has done to mine. I tell him what to expect.

“OK Max I am going to give you twelve hard whacks with your leather strap, exactly the same as you did to me.”

I pick up the strap and stand behind Max who has been waiting patiently in position tied over the motorcycle.

“Right then Max if you are comfortable I will begin. Oh just one thing first, do you remember what you told me about the strap?”

Max remains quiet. So I tell him.

“Remember what you told me? The strap only works on bare skin.”

I go to pull Max’s shorts down but I then remember that his wife is watching, I look to her for guidance and she nods and puts her thumb up. I quickly pull Max’s shorts down to his knees revealing a very white and completely unmarked bottom bent over in front of me. I ask.

“Does anyone want to see Max’s bottom while it is still white?”

Everyone stretches their necks to have a look but Max is now starting to get impatient.

“If you are going to whack me hurry up and get it over with, I am getting tired of your voice Sam.”

As soon as he has finished speaking I keep him waiting no longer.

“CRAAAACK”

I bring the strap down across max’s bottom as hard as I can and then I watch a lovely red stripe develop right across his backside which is at least four inches wide. I can see by the way that Max jumps that he is shocked at the force of the impact. A couple of seconds later there is another shockingly loud.

“CRAAAACK”

As I bring down stroke number two with equal force. Max starts to move about now. I know from experience that his bottom is really stinging now but I keep them coming as hard as I can and a few seconds apart.

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

After five full force whacks I can see that Max is struggling and he is doing what everyone does in the same situation, he is twisting his body trying to make me miss. His whole bottom is a very sore looking crimson colour now but I do not let that stop me from delivering every whack with full force.

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

“CRAAAACK”

After eight whacks he is dancing and wriggling about nonstop, but I do the same as he has done with me and the others on many occasions and show him no mercy.

“CRAAAACK”

As soon as I land the ninth stroke Max calls out.

“AHHH... YOU FUCKING BITCH.”

This seems to give me a little more strength and the final three whacks sound even louder.

“CRAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAACK”

“CRAAAAACK”

After the twelfth and final stroke Max is left thrashing about like a wet fish. I look around the room and the other women all look wide eyed and shocked. Lucy then announces.

“Right that is the end of round one, time for a break now while Max’s bottom recovers. Who’s going to put the kettle on?”

We have a coffee break for at least half an hour until Lucy announces.

“I think it’s time for round two and it’s my turn now.”

Lucy selects one of the canes and she then speaks to Max.

“Right them Max I am going to give you 18 strokes of the cane which is the number of strokes that you gave me the other day and were about to give me today before you snapped your cane on my bottom.”

Lucy stands in a position so that Max can see her and she then flexes the cane showing him how whippy it is, she bends it into a complete circle and then lets it spring back straight again. We all jump as she then swings it through the air.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

Lucy’s is obviously enjoying this; I would not like to be in Max’s shoes at the moment. She takes up position behind Max and then rests the whippy cane across his still bright red bottom as she carefully adjusts her stance. We all wince as we watch her first stroke.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

She gives Max one hell of a whack with the cane. He jumps as it lands and a couple of seconds later she lands another with the same force.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

Max has started wriggling about already after just two strokes and he still has another sixteen to come. All of us in the room look shocked at the harshness of Lucy’s strokes but she keeps them coming relentlessly.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

After six strokes Max is wriggling and twisting nonstop, I know that he is desperately trying to stop Lucy landing good strokes but Lucy keeps the cruel strokes coming relentlessly and mercilessly.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

After the tenth stroke Max calls out.

“I am going to get fucking even with you for this you cruel bitch.”

Lucy takes no notice of his outburst and she just keeps the hard strokes coming.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

After thirteen strokes Max’s wriggling and twisting has gone into overdrive, I can only guess how much his poor ass must be stinging and burning as he desperately tries his utmost to spoil Lucy’s aim but she continues to show him no mercy whatsoever and keeps every stroke landing with the same sickening whack.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

Finally the cane falls silent and Lucy is left red faced and out of breath from the effort of delivering the eighteen hard strokes onto Max’s Bottom. Lucy walks away to leave Max wriggling about on top of the motorcycle.

Jane declares that it’s time for a break again and goes to put the kettle on.

Over coffee everyone declared that they were shocked at the severity of the caning that Lucy had given to Max and it was unanimously decided that he had now learnt his lesson and his punishment was now over and then much to the relief of Max, Lucy untied him.

Max true to his word treated all of us to dinner that evening but I did notice that he did not seem to be able to get comfortable in his seat at the restaurant. It appeared that Max had learnt his lesson and he acted like the perfect gentleman for the entire night. I could not help but wonder though if he would still carry on caning any of us again in the future.

Chapter 8 Payback again

The next day I received a call from Max asking me to come to the studio a day earlier than planned. 

As I arrive at the studio on Monday afternoon Jane is just leaving and as she holds the door open for me to go in I notice that her makeup is smudged from her tears. I ask.

“What’s up Jane?”

Jane shakes her head as she replies.

“You are going to regret going in there today Sam.”

I did not know what she meant but I very apprehensively head inside.

As I approach the studio I hear a very loud

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

When I enter the studio I see that Lucy is bent over the motorcycle with Max severely caning her bare bottom. She has her skirt raised right up and her knickers around her knees. Andrea is stood watching nervously by the side of them.

Suddenly Lucy jumps up and Max instantly tells her.

“Get back into position quickly.”

Lucy gets back over the bike and Max continues with the thrashing

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

Lucy obviously cannot bear it and she puts an arm across her bottom to protect it from Max’s fierce strokes.

A few seconds later she moves her hand out of the way and Max continues.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Max then stops and tells Lucy

“Well done Lucy that’s your lot. You can go back to your post now.”

Lucy pulls her skirt back down and then she stands up and steps out of her knickers before heading off to the changing room. Max suddenly notices me.

“Hello Samantha I am returning the favour today and giving everyone twelve of the best. Please join the queue.”

I go and stand next to Andrea, Max then turns to her.

“OK Andrea when you are ready pull your knickers down well clear of your bottom and bend right over the seat of the bike ready for your twelve strokes of my lovely cane.”

Andrea steps up to the bike and pulls her jeans and knickers down before lying across the bike. Her lovely little white bum now looks so vulnerable presented to Max for him to thrash mercilessly with his cane.

Max takes up his position and then delivers a very hard stroke

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

As soon as the stroke lands Andrea jumps up from the bike with her arm covering her bottom. Max tells her.

“If you are going to do that after every stroke Andrea your caning is going to take a very long time, do your best to get it over with.”

Andrea climbs back across the bike and I see that she has an absolutely perfect bright red line right across her buttocks. Max continues.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Andrea shakes a little after the second stroke but manages to hold her position. A few seconds later Max brings the cane down very hard again.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Immediately after the fourth whack Andrea moves her right arm to cover her bottom, after about ten seconds she moves it back out of the firing line and I see that she now has four perfect bright red lines across her buttocks, Max has spaced the strokes out perfectly, he obviously gets a lot of practice. As soon as Andrea’s arm is out of the way Max continues to bring the strokes down as hard as ever.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAACK”

Andrea has now become a wriggling moving target but Max is used to it and keeps the cruel strokes coming with full effect.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Andrea’s arm covers her bottom again so Max waits patiently for her to move and after about twenty seconds Andrea moves her arm and Max immediately carries on.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Finally after 12 cruel strokes the cane falls silent again.

“Well done Andrea that’s your twelve, I will see you on Thursday.”

Andrea stands up and decides to take her jeans and knickers of rather than pull them up over her sore bum; she then gives me a wry smile before heading for the changing room.

My heart rate and breathing both increases dramatically as I realise that my turn has now come. Max is giving everyone a very severe caning today, I know that in a few second my poor ass is going to be burning and stinging to hell, I wish now that I had not whacked him with the strap quite so hard the other day.

“OK then Samantha it is twelve strokes for you also. When you’re ready get your knickers down and bend over the bike.”

I am very glad now that I am wearing a long summer dress. I slowly step up to the bike and I then pull my knickers down to my knees before bending over the bike. Max instantly steps forward and lifts my dress up well clear of my bottom. My poor bottom now feels so exposed right over the top of the motorcycle seat. What I would now give to have a skirt or something covering my bottom to give it some sort of protection from Max and his stupid cane.

I really do not want to be in this position while Max is obviously in a bad mood but I am, so all I can do now is to try my utmost not to move so that I get the twelve strokes over with as quickly as possible.

My mind suddenly focuses on the cane which is now resting across my bare buttocks, I feel it leaving and know only too well what to expect next.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

Max has brought the cane down very hard, I feel it curving around my cheeks biting into my naked skin as it does so and then I feel the terrible burning and stinging pain but Max does not give me too long to dwell on the first stroke.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

I do not know how but I still hold my position with two burning and stinging lines across my cheeks, Max keeps the strokes coming fast and furiously.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH” “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

The fifth stroke must have landed on a previous stroke as the sting from it is worst than ever, I just cannot cope with any more and I put my right arm across my terribly stinging and burning bottom to protect it from any more of max’s cruel hard strokes of the cane. Max remains silent as I keep my arm across my burning backside. After about a minute realising that one way or the other I am going to get another seven of his cruel strokes I use all of my willpower to take my arm away knowing only too well what is going to immediately happen and true to form as soon as I do I hear the dreadful sound.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

I am dancing and twisting about like crazy after seven strokes but somehow I manage to keep my position and by holding the motorcycle tightly I am just about able to keep my hands away from my bottom. Max as always does not show me the slightest mercy and he keeps his cruel strokes of the cane raining down onto my unprotected bottom as hard as ever.

“WHOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Try as I might I just cannot cope after ten strokes and I protect my bottom with my arm again, after a few seconds I force myself to move my hand away again and hold the bike tightly knowing what is about to come.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Max brings the last two strokes down hard and fast before I have time to react again. I am left dancing about on top of the bike as I try to cope with having the whole of my ass on fire.

After about a minute and as I am still bent over the bike I pull my dress back down over my burning bottom and then I stand up and step out of my knickers. Max congratulates me.

“Well done Samantha, you are the first person who has ever taken twelve of my best strokes without jumping up even once and I have also been meaning to tell something, that blowjob you gave me the other day was incredible. Perhaps we can go for a drink sometime?”

I am suddenly away of another person stood behind us and I look around to see Max’s wife Janet stood listening to us. Max seeing the surprise on my face also looks around to see Janet. 

There is now a deadly silence.....

Finally the silence is broken as Janet says angrily.

“I cannot believe you Max, I have done everything that you ask of me and even take your stupid canings and that’s how you decide to repay me. When you get home you can pack your bags and get out.”

Max is panicking now

“I am so sorry Janet it was only a bit of fun, I will do anything I can to make it up to you.”

“Ok then Max let’s see if you mean it. I have just watched you giving Sam twelve hard strokes of the cane. Drop your trousers and pants and bend over the motorcycle. If you are willing to take twelve of my best cane strokes without moving I will forgive you.”

Max thinks for a minute, he is between a rock and a hard place and neither option is a good one. He makes the difficult decision and walks over to the motorcycle. He then drops his trousers and pants and obediently bends over the bike knowing that he is about to receive a terrible caning from his angry wife.

Lucy comes out from the office and stands next to me; both of our bottoms are still stinging after receiving the twelve strokes each from Max so we are going to enjoy watching him get the same.

Janet takes off her high heeled shoes and she then picks up the cane that Max has just used so mercilessly on us all. She swishes it very fast through the air.

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOOSH”

“WHOOOOSH”

Janet takes up her position behind Max; she takes a very long time to make sure that she is stood in exactly the right spot to deliver the perfect severe thrashing to her unfaithful husband. She then rests the cane across Max’s bare white bottom for a good minute before she lifts it very high and  I watch as the cane bends into a U shape as Janet changes from her upswing to her powerful downswing and then we all hear a louder than ever.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

The cane crashes down very hard and with an incredibly loud whack onto Max’s bare bottom. He jumps a little and lets out an “Ohhh” but he keeps his position knowing that if he does not he will be out on the street.

Janet keeps the very hard cruel strokes coming.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

I see after four strokes that Janet’s aim is perfect, Max now has four lovely bright red and slightly raised lines across his white bottom. I know from experience that things are going to get worse for him from now on as the strokes start to land on top of each other.

I can see that Janet is using all of her energy and enthusiasm to punish her bad husband, she is already breathing heavily as she brings down stroke number five.

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

As I thought Max is starting to really struggle now, he is wriggling and twisting about and as I suspected Janet shows him no mercy.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

As soon as stroke number six lands Max’s hand shoots out to cover his bottom. Janet speaks strait away.

“Move it now Max or you are sleeping in the street tonight.”

Max reluctantly moves his hand away leaving his burning bottom again completely at the mercy of his cheated wife and her cruel whippy cane. Janet continues mercilessly.

“WHOOOOOSH”   “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOSH”  “WHAAAAACK”

Try as he might Max cannot take Janet’s severe strokes of the cane and after stroke number six his arm again covers his burning buttocks. Janet speaks immediately.

“Ok then Max you have decided not to take your punishment, you can pack your bags tonight.”

Max immediately moves his hand away and Jane brings the final three strokes down quickly and with more force than ever.

“WHOOOOOOSH”    “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

“WHOOOOOOSH”     “WHAAAAAACK”

As max wriggles about after the final stroke Janet speaks to him again.

“I hope you enjoyed your thrashing Max because I have decided that from now on I am going to cane you very often!”

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.

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

Some More Books on Kindle by Samantha Jones

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.

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