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    My spanking desires (Book 1) 
 
    I did not set out to cuckold my husband. Not really. It just happened. I blame us both for how things turned out, I’m not one to shirk my own responsibility in the matter. Not that I regret it. It’s something we both needed and wanted, in the end, I think. It just took a catalyst to make it happen.  
 
    I digress. My name is Delilah, and this is my cuckold diary. The diary of the times I have cucked my husband, Jake. Jake says I’m hot, very hot. I’m not so sure, but then I’m no judge. I am of average height, blonde hair, blue eyes. I’m not fond of my nose but Jake says it’s cute. I have a good figure though and nice feet. Jake likes my body, and he likes to fuck me. I like his body too, very much and I do love him in case you were wondering. He’s a man’s man I suppose. He works out, has abs, looks good with a nice head of hair, beard, handsome face, brown eyes and black hair. Jake is also well endowed in length and width. You’d wonder what I had to complain about.  
 
    We are both thirty-something, we work, and we have a nice house, nice things. But things are no substitute for a harmonious marriage. We argue a lot and I became tired of it. I felt there had to be a better way to deal with things. I found something on the internet, which was so incredibly arousing, I could not get it out of my mind. I wondered if I could broach the subject with Jake and I tried. This is what kind of led to the cuckolding. 
 
    Well, that, and the marriage counselling we had. I wanted to at least try counselling. I felt we weren’t communicating well, so it was my idea. We were having too many arguments about silly things and ending up carrying the anger I suppose, or at least the annoyance for longer than we should. The counsellor told us we should share more, be open to new ideas. We should be prepared to try new things with each other. I think Jake thought this meant trying a different restaurant for a night out. For me, it meant something else entirely. 
 
    One night after dinner, I decided to talk to him about my desires. We were sitting in the living room having a quiet drink. Jake likes a beer, and probably too many beers. I’m more moderate. A martini perhaps or something like that. Not that I am really a sophisticated girl, I just know what I like.  
 
    “Jake,” I said lightly. He was watching sport, football, his favourite. So only half paying attention to me and I hate that. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Can we… talk?” It was tentative I suppose because when you want to unburden yourself that’s how you feel. Afraid of the other person’s reaction. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said can we talk?” 
 
    “Yeah, sure.” But he wasn’t paying attention. So, this time I picked up the remote and turned off the TV. 
 
    “Hey! I was…” 
 
    “I know but I want you to listen to me.” 
 
    He studied my face for a moment, and I could see the slightly mulish expression with which I was very familiar. 
 
       “Jake, remember what the counsellor said? We need to make time for each other. We need to listen to each other. I am asking you nicely.” 
 
    “Fine.” He sighed realising he wasn’t going to get anywhere unless he cooperated. I was not entirely happy with that kind of response, but I persevered. If I was going to unburden myself it would be now or never. 
 
    “You know how the counsellor said we need to be open to new things, needs. Stuff like that?” 
 
    “Sure, so…” he pushed his arms out wide, wanting me to get to the point. 
 
    “I wanted to try something new, a new way of dealing with arguments and stuff. Which would also be sexy too, certainly I find it so.” 
 
    “Right.” I had his attention now I had mentioned sex. Sex was something he never got tired of. 
 
    I took a sip of my drink. 
 
    “It’s just that, I’ve been looking at stuff on the internet, reading and…” 
 
    “Watching porn? Why didn’t you invite me!” He laughed. 
 
    “No… well, kind of… Anyway…” It was time to take the plunge. “There are relationships where… if um… the man… you know displeases the woman… then she has the right to… um… well spank him and I…” 
 
    I got no further. 
 
    “What?” The shock on his face was palpable. 
 
    “I said, the woman spanks the man or husband when he’s done something she doesn’t like.” Even to me, it sounded a little lame and certainly not the assertive way I imagined it would come out. 
 
    “What the hell? Delilah! Are you nuts? You are saying you want to spank me?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but only if…” I nodded swallowing. 
 
    “No fucking way!” He said furiously. 
 
    He seemed angry, upset even, but there was something else. He was wearing his boxers and a t-shirt which he often did in the warm weather. I liked it, it made him look very hot. There was, however, a decided bulge in his pants which wasn’t there before, and perhaps it was this which made me persevere. 
 
    “But the counsellor said we should at least listen to each other. You should at least hear me out, find out more about my side.” 
 
    “Your side? What side? Come on Delilah, this hare-brained fantasy of yours all because you’ve seen somebody doing it on the internet.” 
 
    “It’s not just that, I find it arousing, it would with you. It would be so horny and everything, Jake, I just…” 
 
    “Fuck it, Delilah, arousing for you, while I get my backside tanned? For your entertainment?’ The outline of his cock was even more pronounced. 
 
    “Well… yes…” When he put it like that it didn’t sound so hot for him.  
 
    “Is this some kind of joke? Tell me it’s a fucking joke!”  
 
    “No, Jake, I want to try spanking. It’s just something I would like to do, and you should at least give me the space to do it to you once…” 
 
    He stood up then and I could hardly take my eyes off his hard on. I wanted to take his cock in my mouth there and then, feel it, taste it, but I didn’t. He was angry, or at the very least confused. I am not sure which. 
 
    “No, fuck it, fuck you and fuck the counsellor. It’s not happening, no way!” 
 
    I stood up too. His attitude stung me, and this was always how our arguments went.  
 
    “And that is exactly why I think you need a damn good spanking! Because of that mouth on you, Mr!” I was angry too. 
 
    “Really! That’s what you think is it?” He demanded. 
 
    “Yes, it is. You deserve to go over my knee like a little boy and get your bottom soundly spanked!” I warmed to my theme and words came from nowhere. I had no idea I had it in me.  
 
    “No! Fuck it, Delilah, no! If you want to try spanking, you can find someone else to do it on, but you’re not doing it on me, bitch!”  
 
    He started to stalk out of the room. 
 
    “So, you’re saying you want me to spank another man?” I said, flabbergasted. 
 
    “I don’t care what you do!” He left the room and slammed the door behind him. I could hear him going upstairs.  
 
    Tears sprung to my eyes, and I cried, angry crying too. Not loud because I didn’t want him to have the satisfaction of hearing me. I was mad at him though. It seemed as if our counselling was all for nothing. After a while, my mind drifted to what I would have liked to do to him. I would have ordered him over my knee, taken down his boxers and given him a damn good spanking. 
 
    The image in my head refused to leave, and I felt myself getting wet. Despite my anger or even because of it, I was horny as hell.  
 
    My fingers stole down to my pussy, and I began to finger myself gently, I slipped inside my slick wetness gasping while the image of Jake getting his spanking persisted. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, fuckkk, oh God, ohhh, mmmm, fuckkk, ohhhhh, fuckkkk,” I breathed as I added another finger and began to fuck myself faster. 
 
    “Oh shit, shit, fuckkk, fuck, fuckkk, fucking hell.” 
 
    In my head, Jake’s bottom turned scarlet under the ministrations of my hand, and I was close to climax at the thought of it. 
 
    “Oh God, fuck, fuck, oh fuck, fuck, fucking hell, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    I could feel the wave rushing over me, breaking through me, and I let rip. At least Jake would hear that and wish he was there to see it. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Goooodddddd, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I cried out as loudly as I could while my body spasmed with the orgasm. It was a good one too, which often was the case after we had argued. Probably all of the adrenaline running through me. Then I relaxed, sated. I finished my drink and thought a little more coherently about what had happened. Without meaning to, Jake had pretty much given me carte blanche to find someone and spank them. What if I took him at his word? What if, I got someone, and he had to watch them being spanked? I had seen his cock. It was hard and he was aroused, no matter what he said. An idea was taking hold and it was this that led to me cuckolding Jake.  
 
    When I went upstairs, he was already in bed. I slipped naked beside him and he turned, kissed me softly. 
 
    “I am sorry, Delilah, I shouldn’t have shouted,” he whispered. 
 
    “It’s OK,” I whispered back feeling his cock go hard at once. I wanted him then. 
 
    “It’s just… you know…” 
 
    “It’s OK, darling, it’s OK,” I shushed him wanting to feel his cock inside me. 
 
    “So, we won’t mention it again?” he said quietly. 
 
    “It’s fine, everything is fine,” I told him without agreeing to it. I am good at that. 
 
    I lay on my back and he slipped into me, filling me up. It was a glorious sensation and I never tired of feeling his hard thick cock stretching me wide. 
 
    “Oh, God, fuck, oh Jake, ohhhh, ohhhhhhh,” I gasped. 
 
    “Delilah, oh fuck, oh God l love fucking you, mmm, fuck, I…” 
 
    He was thrusting hard, and fast. I wanted it and so did he. I was close to orgasm again and this was going to be a quickie, but I was fine with it. It would clear the air. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, Delilah, I can’t hold it, oh, oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, oh.” 
 
    “Go on, baby, let it out, fuck me hard and fill me with your cum.” 
 
    “Oh fuck, shit, shit, oh, oh, oh, oh, fuck, Delilahhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I felt his cock pulsing and the cum shooting into me warm and sticky. 
 
    “Oh, Jakeeeee, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I was cumming too enjoying feeling him deep inside me pushing down hard. My muscles were tensing and relaxing. The orgasm was calming. 
 
    Jake climbed off me and held me gently. 
 
    “I love you, Delilah,” he whispered. 
 
    “I love you too, Jake.” 
 
    I did love him, but part of me had not forgiven him for not listening to my fantasy. Someone was going to pay for that, and if not him then somebody else. On which thought, I fell asleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    Over the next week or so, things resumed some form of normality. Jake, I suppose, thought the spanking discussion was at an end. He was, just like a man, entirely dismissive of things which would perhaps fester with me, being a woman, for much longer. 
 
    I was not letting go of the spanking idea at all. In fact, the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to do it. I wanted to find someone to spank, and give them a spanking. I wanted to experience what it was like. I had read about femdomme and female-led relationships. It’s not that I really wanted that part so much as just being able to spank. It made me horny as hell. While Jake was out on his football nights, I watched more spanking porn than I could handle. But I went even further. 
 
    I put myself on a couple of BDSM spanking sites. I was very careful to not reveal my face in the photos, but I said I was a Mistress or Domme looking for men to spank. I wasn’t sure whether to say I was a total newbie but then I opted not to, because I might attract people who would misuse the information in some way. Predictably, I didn’t have to wait long for more replies than I could count. Life became very interesting right there. Reading their profiles, looking at their pictures, sizing them up before contacting them for an online discussion. 
 
    It was pretty horny when all is said and done. I found myself having some horny conversations and getting very wet in the process. Talking about spanking made me incredibly aroused. When Jake got home at night, he found me rampant. He had no idea what the reason was, nor did he care. He got more blowjobs in two weeks than he’d had for a very long time, and he was a super happy bunny. The very fact I was flirting with other guys, and technically already beginning to cuckold him is something which would come as a huge surprise, when it finally happened. 
 
    This was the part I was a little apprehensive about. It is one thing to talk about it and another to do it. However, the drive inside of me was too strong to be resisted. I finally made a choice, of a guy called Asher. He was very similar in physical type to Jake, and perhaps it’s why I decided on him. He was very submissive and gave me some ideas as to what he would like and what I should spank him with. 
 
    I selected my spanking outfit with care. I bought myself a rather nice black lacy corset which fitted under my breasts pushing them out, exposing them and my nipples in a very sexy way. I decided to wear lacy thong knickers and a pair of shiny black patent mules with high heels. I was going to put on red lipstick and nail polish too. I would have my hair loose, and I obtained a leather paddle to carry out the spanking. Naturally, I had plenty of resources to draw upon, but I tried to make my own style. After all, this was going to be a special occasion.  
 
    Having made my plans, it only remained for an evening or weekend to carry it out. I wondered if I should tell Asher he was going to be spanked in front of my very reluctant husband. However, in the end, I decided against it. He was the submissive and ought to do what he was told. If it all went to pieces, then it would be on me. After all, he could easily pull out and walk away. Asher’s profile indicated he was into swinging so being spanked with an audience would be unlikely to faze him. 
 
    In the end, I chose a weeknight when I could be home early from work. It was a night when Jake wasn’t playing football and so would be back on time. Asher would arrive before Jake. Asher and I would be ready and waiting in the living room. Before that point, I would explain to Asher what was going to go down, and he would have a chance to quit. Otherwise, if he was committed then the spanking would go ahead. This time I was not going to compromise with Jake. He was going to have to watch whether he wanted to or not. I anticipated initial outrage, but I was going to see if I could be dominating enough to order him not to leave. That would be his first impulse. 
 
    I was already in my Mistress gear when I answered the door to Asher. He arrived dressed quite casually in jeans, a t-shirt and loafers. He had a small bag which might perhaps contain some kind of submissive gear. Asher was handsome. As I said he was well built and muscled with blue eyes, and black hair. He was very much like Jake. How Jake would react to it was something I couldn’t guess at. 
 
    He looked me up and down appreciatively, took my hand and kissed it. This was a very old-fashioned romantic gesture, but which endeared him to me no end.  
 
    “You are a very beautiful, Mistress,” he said following me into the living room. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t have to call me that quite yet.” I laughed. 
 
    He looked at me strangely but smiled at the same time. 
 
    “Sit down, let me get you something to drink, if you like. I want to explain things to you.” 
 
    He took an armchair and I sat nearby on the sofa. He refused a drink and instead said, “Go ahead, shoot, I am all ears.” 
 
    “Well,” I began. “I want to be straight with you before we start. I’m actually quite new to this and also there’s something else…” 
 
    “Go on…” He didn’t seem put off so far, and his expression was rather encouraging. 
 
    I took a deep breath and explained how it was that he was going to be spanked in front of Jake who didn’t know anything about it. There might be a scene possibly and he needed to be aware of it. 
 
    “That’s OK and don’t worry about me,” said Asher. “I’ve had extensive martial arts training so I can handle myself.” 
 
    “Oh, he won’t get violent,” I assured him. “I wouldn’t be with him if he was. But he may well throw a wobbly and storm out.” 
 
    “I see, and will you not do the spanking then?” He sounded disappointed. 
 
    I thought about this, and said, “I will do it anyway, he will hear it even if he doesn’t see it.” 
 
    “Will you be wanting anything else afterwards? Foot worship? I could lick you, fuck you? If you want me to?” 
 
    These were perfectly reasonable questions which I had not considered. Now he mentioned them it sounded extremely enticing. I could imagine his tongue on my wet pussy and how it would feel. I pushed the thoughts aside before I was tempted further. 
 
    “We can play it by ear, and see how I feel.” 
 
    I did not know how I would feel, although I was already on tenterhooks and very horny. I know how I was feeling at that minute and the idea of fucking Asher wasn’t at all uninviting. Putting on the Mistress gear had raised my temperature considerably and my libido was going into overdrive. I had to restrain myself from masturbating in anticipation. I glanced at the time. God, I mean what if Asher was to watch me? I almost flushed crimson at the idea of it.  
 
    “You had better get ready.” 
 
    He continued to be very calm against my anxiety. Perhaps he sensed my unease and also how sexually charged I was feeling. He had done this many times so to him it was probably routine. He spoke softly, quietly which was soothing. 
 
    “Would you like me to be naked or I’ve got some harnesses you might want me to wear.”  
 
    Asher opened his bag and showed me. There was a fair range of bondage gear. It all looked rather good, but I opted for a leather harness of straps around his chest and back. They were kind of sexy and gladiator-like. Otherwise, he was naked. His body was magnificent and quite honestly, I had to push away the thoughts of fucking him which were crowding my brain. His backside, which I would soon be spanking, was hard and beautifully shaped. I wanted to put my hands on it, squeeze his cheeks and dig in my nails. I had done as much to Jake, many times.  
 
    “I see you’ve got a paddle, and that looks fun,” he told me. “You can spank me as hard and as much as you want to. Once we start, I will be totally submissive to you.” 
 
    This was reassuring, sexy too.  
 
    “OK, so you’ll do everything and anything I say?” 
 
    “Yes.” He nodded. 
 
    I felt a surge of something hearing this. It wasn’t power as such, but it was akin to feeling like a queen. A woman worshipped who had the right to spank her man. It was more about being empowering, I think that is the right word. This beautiful handsome man was going to let me spank him and order him around like a plaything. I was almost flooding my knickers at the thought. 
 
    “Alright then, Asher, you can stand facing the wall, it’s nearly time for Jake to come home.” 
 
    I adjusted my attitude a little. I would need to be much more assertive. Time to play my part. The adrenaline was starting to course through my body in anticipation, of everything. 
 
    I had decided to give Asher a spanking while I was sitting on the sofa. From all I had seen, this would be an easy position for him to maintain. I took the paddle and placed it beside me. I would be the first thing Jake saw when he walked into the room. What would he think of me in that getup? I had a few notions.  
 
    We did not have long to wait before the front door shut firmly and I heard Jake calling out. 
 
    “Hey babe, where are you, where’s my sexy little…” he walked into the living room and stood stock-still. His eyes raked over me taking in the outfit and I could tell at once he liked it. His pants started to bulge a little at the front. As I said Jake was not small and when he started to get a hard on, it was obvious. Asher wasn’t a slouch in the cock stakes either, I had noticed. Though whether I would get to sample the goods was another matter. As I said, the thought had crossed my mind several times. 
 
    “Delilah, what the f…” his jaw almost dropped to the floor and then he saw Asher. He lifted up and pointed an accusing finger. “Who the fuck is that?” 
 
    His expression was almost comical and in other circumstances, I might have laughed. But this wasn’t the time for playfulness. 
 
    “It’s Asher,” I told him impassively. My heart had been going nineteen to the dozen ever since the front door opened and closed. I tried to keep my voice steady. 
 
    “What the fuck is he doing in my living room and he’s got no fucking clothes on. What the fuck is going on Delilah?” He demanded as if he’d only just noticed Asher was naked. I don’t really see how he could have missed it.  
 
    To his credit, Asher did not turn around or flinch at all. He remained staring at the wall.  
 
    “Sit down, Jake, please,” I said quietly, trying to gain control of the situation. 
 
    “No, you explain what the hell is happening or fuck it, Delilah I am out of here and…” 
 
    This wouldn’t do, I didn’t want him to go, I knew I was going to have to up the ante. 
 
    “SIT DOWN JAKE!” I said, suddenly finding my Mistress voice. It came from somewhere inside me and I found the courage to let it out. It was definitely commanding. I will give myself that. 
 
    He stopped in full flow, regarded me in a slightly startled fashion and did as he was bid. I was surprised by how easy it was, just with my tone of voice. Almost as if he wanted to be spoken to in that fashion. He took a seat on the edge of an armchair glowering at me. 
 
    “Do you remember, Jake, when we had that discussion about spanking?” I began. 
 
    He frowned as if recalling it. 
 
    “Yes, but I thought that was all forgotten, you said…” His voice became a little whiny, slightly irritating which assisted me in maintaining my poise. 
 
    I held up a hand to stop him talking. To my surprise he did. My Mistress persona worked, at least to an extent. 
 
    “It’s not forgotten, Jake. You told me I could get someone else to spank because you weren’t going to let me spank you,” I continued implacably. 
 
    His eyes widened at this, evidently, he had not expected me to take him at his word. 
 
    “Yes, but I wasn’t being serious, I mean come on. Surely you didn’t think I was being serious?” He looked suddenly surprised.  
 
    “Weren’t you? Because I thought you were very serious, and I certainly was about the spanking, but you didn’t even want to discuss it.” 
 
    “Yes but, come on Delilah, I never said bring some fucking strange bloke into our house and naked for fuck’s sake!” He fired up again. 
 
    I remained unmoved and didn’t take the bait. I knew, to an extent, I had the whip had… so to speak. 
 
    “Jake. You didn’t listen to something I feel very deeply about, and the thing is that if you won’t take a spanking then, Asher is going take the spanking for you.” 
 
    “What?” He shot this back angrily. 
 
    “What I said, Asher is going to be spanked because you won’t be. He’s not a strange bloke, he’s carefully selected by me for this purpose.” 
 
    “What the hell? And where the fuck did you find him, what the fuck have you been doing, Delilah?” Jake made to get up. 
 
    “Jake, sit down and stay where you are. I am going to spank Asher, and you are going to watch him getting spanked. The spanking you should be having but he’s man enough to take it.” 
 
    He stared at me as if I was mad and then stood up. In a way, I was feeling just a little crazy. Adrenaline drunk perhaps. I was doing something I could never have imagined myself doing. In so many ways it felt amazing, liberating. 
 
    “Fine, you can spank him but if you think I’m watching this, you’ve another think coming. I’m going out!” He was poised to flounce from the room in a tantrum, the way he had done so often before. I realised in that moment how many times I had wanted to take a paddle or something to his bottom, and to treat him like the little boy he was manifesting. 
 
    This was my one final chance to make him stay and I had to make it convincing. I pulled some courage out from somewhere and said, “If you walk out of that door, then there will be consequences.” 
 
    “What consequences, you’re not going to spank me… I am certainly not going to let you… so…” 
 
    I told myself to be brave, to give it my best shot. So, I did. 
 
    “No, but we will have to very seriously consider our relationship and what it has become. You refused to listen or even consider my needs. We had marriage counselling and you said you would do better. You haven’t. This is a serious need and desire. I’m just not sure where it leaves us, Jake. I have found a way to fulfil my need without doing it to you and you won’t even give me that.” 
 
    My heart was in my mouth. I had no intention of breaking up with Jake. I loved him far too deeply, but I couldn’t think of what else to say to convince him to stay. If he did walk then, it was possibly going to be messy. This was a watershed for us, in so many ways. However, I was going to spank Asher regardless. 
 
    “You are insane,” he said but he resumed his seat. 
 
    I noticed, nevertheless, that his cock was very hard indeed and straining against his trousers. This was more telling than any protest he was making. I was also determined to follow through just because of his whole attitude towards the spanking.  
 
    “Maybe I am but are you going to stay then?” 
 
    It looked like I had won, but I wanted to be sure. 
 
    He sighed dramatically. “Fine, then let’s get on with it.” 
 
    “OK, but don’t you move until I’ve finished.” 
 
    Jake rolled his eyes.  
 
    Having secured his acquiescence, I decided to forge ahead. I ignored my husband for the moment and put my attention on Asher. After all, Asher was the main event.  
 
    “Asher,” I said, “Come here.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Asher turned around and from the corner of my eye, I noticed Jake’s eyes widen. It could have been because Jake could see the resemblance to himself or otherwise because Asher was sporting a very large hard on. His cock was big, there is no denying it. I could imagine Jake comparing his own not insignificant organ to Asher’s. That’s what men do.  
 
    “Enjoying it so far?” I smiled. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He smiled back very briefly. 
 
    “Kneel.” 
 
    He did so easily and kept his attention completely on me. It was quite a feeling, to command him and watch him obey without question. I loved it. It made me horny as fuck. I knew very soon I was going to be lost in the moment. 
 
    “You understand, Asher, that you’re here to get a spanking and it’s because my husband, Jake, won’t take a spanking from me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You are getting spanked for everything he’s done which has pissed me off.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I glanced at Jake, but he was watching the scene intently. This was the seminal moment for me, one I had dreamed about for a long time. OK, it wasn’t Jake but that didn’t matter. I was about to put Asher over my knee and in my head, I had replayed the scene a thousand times. I licked my lips, a little nervously and bit my lip too. It wasn’t very mistress like, but I was excited. Beyond words, excited. 
 
    “Asher,” I said quietly but firmly, “Get over my knee.” 
 
    I felt that it should have been more words, but what words are there other than ‘Get over my knee’? There was a powerful strength in those words, it was horny as hell to me. I was dripping wet with the exhilaration of it as I watched Asher lay himself across my lap. He wiggled a little to get comfortable. His arms went down to the floor and his legs were kneeling on the other side. I could tell he had done it many times before. 
 
    “Good boy,” I told him lightly. I picked up the paddle and in the periphery of my vision, I could see Jake mesmerised by the sight of me with a full grown, well-built man across my knee. I began to run the paddle lightly over his buttocks teasing them almost, and thinking about that very first spank, how it would go.  
 
    The paddle was about thirty centimetres long, and quite wide with a handle. It was made of leather sewn together. I knew it was going to sting, as I had tried it on my own arse a couple of times. I could swear I saw Asher’s bottom shiver in expectation. After savouring the moment for a little longer, I raised the paddle and whacked it down onto one cheek and then the other. I lifted it off immediately as I had read in various posts about spanking techniques. It made a delicious sound which echoed around the room. 
 
    SMACK SMACK 
 
    Two red marks sprang up on his bottom where it had made contact. He made no sound and I thought I should smack him harder to elicit at least some response. I tried again measuring the pace but striking with more force. 
 
    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Ouchhhh” 
 
    I was rewarded with a reaction. I flicked a glance at Jake, he was looking directly at Asher’s bottom. I delivered another six spanks to see how it turned out. The enjoyment of feeling that paddle make contact was immense. It was sheer pleasure. I had not expected to like it so much, but I really did. The feeling was almost joyful. 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “OWWWW” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkk” SMACK “Ow fuck fuck” 
 
    SMACK “Ouch shit” SMACK “AHHHHH” 
 
    The result was satisfying. I smiled to myself. My spanking was obviously having an effect. It certainly was on me. I was unbelievably aroused. I wanted to stop and finger myself to orgasm, but I also wanted to give a good spanking. The spanking, of course, won. Fingering could come later. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” I asked Asher curiously. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, you are very good at it,” he told me without looking up. 
 
    “Good, because it’s meant to hurt. Do you see that Jake? Jakey boy. Asher here is getting the spanking you should be taking, and it hurts. Shall I tell Asher why I’m spanking him, what you’ve done?” 
 
    Jake swallowed and looked at me without speaking. That little piece had come out of nowhere. I had not thought of humiliating my husband in that way but now I had started I was minded to continue. The bulge in his pants was enormous and I saw him cross one leg over the other to conceal it. 
 
    “So, Asher. Jake here was told by our marriage counsellor to listen to me and my needs. Just like I try to listen to him, but do you think he did that?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” said Asher. 
 
    “No, exactly, no, because Jake is a little shit!” 
 
    SMACK “Owwww” SMACK “OHHHHH” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHH” SMACK “FUCK!” 
 
    SMACK “Ouch owww ouch” SMACK “Jesus!” 
 
    I had spanked him hard and let each smack sink in. As I had done it, I was thinking of Jake and wishing it was his bottom I was laying into. 
 
    “So, Jake was a shit to me. He shouted at me just like he always does. He acted like a bastard and slammed out of the room after calling me a bitch when I brought up the spanking.” 
 
    SMACK “FUCKKKK” SMACK “Owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Noooo” SMACK “Oooohhhh” 
 
    “Those are for calling me a bitch, Jake and so is this.” 
 
    SMACK “Owww fuckkk” SMACK “Owww owwww” 
 
    SMACK “Owww shitttt” SMACK “Oh fucking hell” 
 
    I was hitting my stride now as well as Asher’s bottom. It was beginning to turn a nice shade of pink all over as I tried to ensure the paddle gained even coverage over his whole backside. 
 
    “See that, Jake. Asher is taking your punishment because he’s not afraid to. Asher isn’t a shitty little brat. You called me a bitch and now I’m showing you exactly how much of a bitch I really can be.” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHH” SMACK “Owwww” 
 
    SMACK “FUCKKK” SMACK “Owww fuck owww” 
 
    SMACK “Owww shittt” SMACK “Ahhhh fuckkk” 
 
    I paused Jake was staring at me as if he had seen a ghost. He certainly was seeing a new side of me. I was experiencing a new side of me too. I had never imagined I could be quite so assertive or so brave as to deliver a spanking to a grown man. My fantasy was coming true, and I was truly in the grip of it right then. 
 
    “You’re a naughty boy, Jake, and you should be the one getting the spanking, not Asher. How does it feel to watch another man take your spanking, hmmm? Jakey? Imagine this was you, Jakey boy getting punished, across my knee. That’s what I wanted but now you’ve got this.” 
 
    I had deliberately used a pet name for him, several times, and I saw him blench, just a little in response. 
 
    “You are a bastard.” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWW” SMACK “Owwww” 
 
    “A little whiny bitch.” 
 
    SMACK “Owwww” SMACK “Owww owwww” 
 
    “Nothing but a big baby who can’t take a spanking.” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHH” SMACK “Owww oh owwwww” 
 
    “Such a little boy who lets the big boys do his dirty work.” 
 
    SMACK “OWWW” SMACK “Ohhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkkkk” SMACK “Ouchhhhhh” 
 
    “A little sulky boy who has tantrums and shouts but can’t take the consequences.” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHH” SMACK “Oww fuckk fuckkkk” 
 
    SMACK “Fucking helllll” SMACK “Ouch Jesussss” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhh Godddd” SMACK “Ah fuckkkk” 
 
    I had really let fly at that, imagining Jake’s bottom under my paddle. Poor Asher had got the business end and then some, in those last set of spanks. 
 
    Jake’s mouth had turned down at this verbal assault and I wondered if I had gone too far. However, I could tell he was aroused. His nostrils were flaring, and he was desperately trying to conceal a stonker of a hard on. I wasn’t fooled. 
 
    Asher’s bottom was beginning to turn more red than pink. I had given him quite a lot of spanks now. My ire which had suddenly appeared on recollection of our argument, was now starting to be assuaged. I began to wonder if I had paid Jake out, at least by proxy.  
 
    “Do you think you’ve been spanked enough now, Asher? Do you think I’ve paid Jake out for his behaviour? Hmm?” 
 
    Asher’s response was predictable but nice just the same. 
 
    “It’s your decision, Mistress. You decide when the spanking is over.” 
 
    I smiled and looked at Jake. 
 
    “Do you hear that? Jake? That’s what being submissive means. It means he lets me decide. He doesn’t argue. He doesn’t behave like a man child.” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWW” SMACK “FUCKKK” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhhhh” SMACK “Shit oh shit shit” 
 
    SMACK “OWW FUCK” SMACK “Fucking hell” 
 
    I gave Asher some more spanks for good measure to emphasise my point. Jake said nothing, also predictably. 
 
    “Jake likes to argue, don’t you Jake? That’s why we went to marriage counselling. I think though, a good spanking like this might do you some good.” 
 
    SMACK “Owwww” SMACK “Ouchhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkkkk” SMACK “Owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Owww owwww” SMACK “AHHHHH” 
 
    I gave Jake a hard look.  
 
    “Cat got your tongue, darling? What do you think, about your wife tanning another man’s bottom? A naked man as well?” 
 
    Jake didn’t answer, he licked his lips and a bead of sweat ran down his brow. I decided to give Asher a few more spanks and then finish. In a way I was reluctant to stop, it was too much fun. Asher wouldn’t mind how many I gave him. I laid into his backside as hard as I could for the last ones. 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWW” 
 
    SMACK “Owwww owwww” 
 
    SMACKKK “AHHHH AHHH OWWW” 
 
    SMACKKKK “Oww fucking fuck fuck fuck” 
 
    SMACKKKKK “Owwww Jesussssss” 
 
    SMACKKKKKKK “Owwwww fuckkkkkkkk” 
 
    SMACKKKKKKKK “Owwwww owwwww” 
 
    SMACKKKKKKKKK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    “Oh God, please, I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m sorry for what Jake did, oh owwww owwwwww.”  
 
    This speech all came out in a rush, quite unexpected. I had smacked his bottom as hard as I could, and it must have penetrated. He really must have felt those and even for him it was almost too much. His bottom had deep red marks from those final spanks. I put down the paddle. My hand began to caress his bottom without thinking.  
 
    “You took your spanking like a man, Asher,” I said softly. 
 
    He moaned a little as I felt the smooth skin of his buttocks. I was suddenly very sensuous. I also felt something else. His hard cock against my thigh. It was unexpected. His cock had shrunk while I was spanking him but now, I was being gentle, it came back with a vengeance. 
 
    “See, Jake, what a man does when he gets spanked. He takes it, he’s not a pussy.” 
 
    “I’d like to lick your pussy, Mistress, if you’d let me.”  
 
    It was almost a whisper but we both heard it. Jake said nothing. He was struck dumb by the whole thing.  
 
    “Stand up Asher,” I said. 
 
    He did so, stretching himself slightly. His cock stood out proud and hard. It was big, very big and thick. I must have looked at it with some kind of longing because Jake finally spoke. 
 
    “I suppose you are going to fuck him now,” he said.  
 
    My head jerked up to look at him. He wasn’t being sarcastic. No, it was something else. Almost the vicarious satisfaction, an expressed desire to see me fuck another man. To be humiliated just that little bit more. 
 
    “Well go on,” he said to me. “You spanked him, why don’t you fuck him too?” 
 
    I am not sure if this was some latent masochistic streak or the sheer fascination of watching another man fuck me. It was a little startling. 
 
    “You wanted to punish me, didn’t you? Well go ahead, fuck him! Punish me all the way then…” 
 
    It was a goad, an invitation, all in one. Somehow Jake wanted me to make him suffer. Perhaps this would be something he would bring up in the future, I didn’t know. I almost did not care at that point either. He might use it as a stick to beat me with, but I was past the point of no return. The atmosphere was suddenly electric. 
 
    Asher looked down at me impassively. I could tell though he wanted me, I could see it in his eyes. In that moment too, I wanted him. I was full to the brim of adrenaline, on a high from the doling out the spanking. It was everything I had imagined and more. Jake was egging me on. It was all I needed to take the final step of cuckolding him for real. 
 
    My hand reached up tentatively to touch Asher’s cock. It quivered as I ran my fingers down the shaft. I took hold of it and began to wank him slowly. 
 
    “Ohhh, fuckkkkk,” Asher gasped. 
 
    “Don’t you dare cum,” I told him. “Not until I say because I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    My hand continued to move, slowly. His cock was slick with precum. I knew my pussy was wet and completely ready to receive it. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I won’t, but, oh God, that’s so good, ohhhhh.” 
 
    I stood up and came close to him. My nipples were touching his chest, as my breasts were pushed out by the corset.  
 
    “Do you want me, Asher? Do you want to fuck me?” I said softer still. 
 
    “Yes, yes Mistress… ohhhhh, fuckkk, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    My lips were touching his, they felt soft, I wondered what they would be like to kiss. It was the last taboo perhaps, kissing him. They say kissing is worse than fucking but I had gone this far. 
 
    “Then tell me, Asher, tell me you want me, beg me, beg to fuck me,” I whispered. 
 
    I had no clue what Jake was doing, and in that moment I didn’t care. My whole attention was captivated by Asher. His smell, his manliness. The thought of him filling me up. My hand continued to move slowly, up and down his shaft, making him squirm and moan. 
 
    “Please, Mistress. Please I would like to fuck you,” he began. 
 
    “Beg me, Asher, I want you to beg me.” 
 
    “Mistress, please. Oh God, please, I’m begging you, please let me fuck you. I want you so much. Please I beg you, my Mistress.” 
 
    I smiled and my lips met his. I was lost in his kiss. So different from Jake’s. It was hot and heavy. I felt his tongue and gave him mine. My hand left his cock and stole around his neck and he took me in a strong embrace. The kiss seemed to last forever, and my pussy was screaming for attention. I pulled away almost panting with desire. 
 
    “Since you asked so nicely,” I said to him, with a smile. 
 
    I turned and bent over the sofa. I put my hands down on the seat giving Asher and Jake a full view of my swollen folds. I was aching to be fucked. I couldn’t wait any longer. 
 
    “Go on, Asher, fuck me, fuck me hard, do it!” I said urgently. I was losing control. 
 
    Asher’s hands took hold of my hips and I gasped as his huge cock slid into me. He stretched me wide, and he plunged it in deep. 
 
    “Oh God, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk,” I cried out as I felt it. “Fuck me, for God’s sake!”  
 
    I was gagging for it, I wanted to feel his cock plunging in and out, hard, fast. I was close to cumming already, it just needed his cock to tip me over the edge. 
 
    Asher didn’t need any further encouragement, he began to thrust in hard and deep, slowly at first. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, fuckkkkk, fuckkk, oh God, oh, oh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh,” I cried out. 
 
    “Ahhh, fuck, shit, ahhh, ahhhh, oh, ahhhhh, fuckkkkk,” he grunted. 
 
    “Faster, Asher, faster, come on!” I said urging him on. 
 
    He responded, starting to thrust in deep and hard, fucking me almost mercilessly and I was loving every moment of it. 
 
    “Oh God, fuckkk, Asher, that’s so good, soooo good, oh fuckkk, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    “Mistresssss, oh God, Mistresss, ohhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkk.” 
 
    “Oh, Asherrr, ohhhhh, ohhhh, oh my God, ohhhhhhh.” 
 
    I was close now. The wave was cresting and ready to break over me. Not a small wave, a tsunami of a wave. The spanking had aroused such feelings inside me. The orgasm was going to be something, I knew it.  
 
    “Mistress, I want to, please may I…” 
 
    “Yes, cum inside me, go on, I want you to, I want to feel your spunk, oh God, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, fuckkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh.” I was practically screaming as I climaxed. Wave after wave rushed through me. Incredible sensations tingling, toes curling in my mules. 
 
    Asher responded, his cock started to pulse and then I felt his hot spunk release while he roared out like a rutting stag. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock plunged in hard and deep. He pulled himself tight into me and it felt glorious, deliciously good. I can’t compare it to Jake. Jake was just as good, but this was different. Visceral, on top of the spanking I had just given him. 
 
    We remained like it for a while and then he reluctantly withdrew. I stood up and saw Jake, his jaw was slack, and he had his cock in his hand unable to watch us or resist. His cock was wet with precum. He looked as if he had been wanking but had not cum yet. 
 
    I went over to him. Knelt down in front of him. 
 
    “Shall I do something about that?” I said gently. 
 
    He nodded, not wanting to look at me.  
 
    I took the head of his cock into my mouth and began to suck. I ran my lips over the head and down the shaft squeezing them tight. Jake loved my blowjobs. I was pretty damn fantastic at them too.  
 
    “Oh, fuckkkk, Delilah, oh God, oh my fucking Godddddd,” he breathed. 
 
    My mouth was capturing his whole attention. He had nothing left in the tank. The spectacle we had made for him was perhaps too much, almost overwhelming. My mouth began to move faster, and I started to wank his cock at the same time. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, fuckkk, shittt, oh Goddd, oh my fucking Godddddddd.” 
 
    I knew he was close and so I kept going, speeding up more. Moving my lips over the head of his cock the way he liked it. 
 
    “Oh God, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkk, I’m cumminnnnnngggg, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhh,” he shouted. 
 
    His cock was pulsing, and his spunk started to fill my mouth. I swallowed it down. I liked his taste. He had a lot of spunk too. I used to call him ‘spunky’ sometimes on account of it. I didn’t stop moving until I had drained every last drop, then I gently removed his cock from my mouth. 
 
    He looked at me for a moment, as if seeing me for the first time. Then he stood up, pulled up his trousers, and did them up. He wordlessly left the room and closed the door. I watched him go, with a little bit of a pang. Poor Jake this would have been a lot to take in. Surprisingly I felt no real guilt. In fact, it just felt incredibly right. I felt released, fulfilled in a way I never was before. Perhaps I was born to be a Mistress, a dominant, who knew? 
 
    Asher was regarding me with interest. 
 
    “Mistress, would you like me to lick you?” he said. 
 
    Actually, although I was pretty sated, it seemed a pity to waste the opportunity.  
 
    “How do you ask?” I flashed him a saucy smile. 
 
    “Please, Mistress, may I lick you. I beg you please, to let me.” 
 
    I went and sat on the sofa. I opened my legs and slid forward to give him access. 
 
    “Go on then, lick me. My love slave, my little pet.” 
 
    The words tripped off my tongue, as I felt just like a queen being serviced by her concubine. Asher knelt down in front of me and then bent forward. His tongue touched my pussy like velvet. The sensation was amazing. Jake was good at giving head but perhaps it was the added thrill of it being a stranger which made it so much more delightful. 
 
    “Ohhh, fuckkk, oh God, fuckkk,” I cried as he began to flick. 
 
    He was skilful, excellent at it. The sensations went shooting through me. I knew I would cum again very quickly. The licking was insistent and irresistible.  
 
    “Oh God, fuck, fuckkk, ohhhh, fuckkk, oh God, fuckkkkkk.” 
 
    Asher’s hands went under my backside. He lifted me and pulled me hard into his mouth. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Asherrrr, oh fuckkk, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh.” 
 
    I wrapped my legs around his back, digging my heels into him. He didn’t flinch but continued to lick faster. I could stand it no longer. The wave broke again, and I started to cum. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Asher responded pulling me hard into him, until he knew I couldn’t stand it and he finally released me. He sat back on his haunches and waited patiently. I laid my head back, closed my eyes savouring the moment. 
 
    “Jesus, you are good at that,” I informed him opening my eyes. 
 
    “So, I’ve been told, Mistress.” 
 
    “Would you like a reward, before you go?” I said with a smile. 
 
    “Yes please, Mistress.” 
 
    “Stand up then.” 
 
    Asher obeyed and I stood too. I picked up the paddle. 
 
    “Bend over and put your hands on the sofa,” I told him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    It seemed easy to me now. Almost practised. He obeyed, presenting his bottom to me once more. I had a yen to spank him again. I knew he would like it. He would want another spanking and I was going to give him just a short one. Jake would hear us but at this point what would another spanking matter? 
 
    I stood to his left side and lined up the paddle on his bottom. Standing would give me more room to swing and it would sting so much more as a result. I could hardly believe myself thinking like this.  
 
    “Six of the best will suffice, good hard ones,” I said. 
 
    I took the paddle back nice and far, then whacked it down hard on his bottom. 
 
    “One” SMACK “OWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    A new red mark sprung up.  
 
    “Two” SMACK “AHHHHHHHH” 
 
    “Three” SMACK “Owww owwww oww owwwww” 
 
    “Four” SMACK “Ah owww ow fuckkkkkk owwwww” 
 
    “Five” SMACK “OWWW FUCKKKKK OWWWWW” 
 
    “Six” SMACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    I had made each successive spank harder than the last. Three on each cheek alternating the spanks. They left deep red marks which complemented the still flushed red bottom he had from the first spanking.  
 
    “OK, stand up.” 
 
    He did. I ran my hand lightly over his red bottom just for good measure. To feel it before he inevitably had to go. 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    When he was facing me, I kissed him again, for good luck. Then I playfully slapped his cheek.  
 
    “Good boy, you can get dressed now, game’s over.” 
 
    He smiled, breathed a sigh which I took to be satisfaction and began to remove the harness. I sat on the sofa to watch him. I made normal conversation, but I also wanted to hear what he thought of the spanking 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    “It was good, really good,” he replied pulling on his jeans. 
 
    “More importantly, how was I?” I wanted to know. He was an experienced sub and therefore qualified to rate me I felt.  
 
    “You were amazing. Completely amazing. You took to spanking like a duck to water. Are you sure it was your first time?” 
 
    He was really genuine and serious as he said this. I could have kissed him all over again.  
 
    “Yes, yes it was. It really was.” 
 
    “You make an excellent mistress.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “I mean anytime you want to spank me again…” he left it unsaid, but it is clear he enjoyed it and me. 
 
    I thought about this. It was meant to be a one off. If I started seeing him or doing it regularly then what would it make me? I did not know, there was much to think about. I wondered if Jake would talk about it even. I also wondered if I could stop myself from doing it again. 
 
    “I don’t know. I mean I would love to, but you know, I am not sure about Jake. Though he enjoyed it somehow, judging from his cock.” 
 
    “Yes.” He nodded. It was clear he didn’t want to be drawn on the subject and why should he? My marital issues were not his affair.  
 
    “Can I offer you a drink?” I said changing the subject. 
 
    “I’d best be going. My regular mistress is going to give me a caning later.” 
 
    This got my attention. Naturally, I was curious. 
 
    “Oh, I see. What’s that like? The cane?” 
 
    “It stings like fuck.” He laughed. “But it’s nice afterwards. She will fuck me too, hopefully, that’s if she doesn’t edge me for a while first.” 
 
    I made a decision. Asher was too good to let go of, even if I never saw him or spanked him again. 
 
    “I should get some tips, advice from you,” I said seriously. “Can we stay in touch?” 
 
    “By all means.”  
 
    He smiled. He genuinely meant it and I certainly liked him. It had been a memorable experience and a great pick for both of us I felt.  
 
    “Great.” 
 
    I watched him finish dressing and then said goodbye. I kissed him lightly on the lips.  
 
    When he had gone, I sat and contemplated what I had just done. I had cuckolded my husband, this much was clear. Somehow, he had tolerated it though outwardly, he protested it and made out he did not like it. What was I to make of it? I went upstairs softly and put the paddle away in the spare room. I had a shower, put my sweaty corset and soaked panties in the wash. I crept softly into the bedroom where Jake was lying in bed in the dark. I couldn’t tell if he was asleep, but I slid naked under the covers.  
 
    I snuggled up to him, he didn’t shrink away, so I spooned up against him. 
 
    “Has he gone?” he asked quietly. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you happy now?” 
 
    I thought about this, briefly, these things were transient. I wasn’t sure it was really over for me at all. 
 
    “Perhaps,” I said lightly. 
 
    “Do you still love me?” he whispered. 
 
    “Of course, I do. So much, you have no idea.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    He said no more and drifted off to sleep. I was left thinking, a lot, about what had happened and what I had done. Perhaps I had started something I could not control. Only time would tell. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake’s Diary 
 
    I can’t believe she did this. I can’t believe she got another man to spank and in front of me. Why did I open my big mouth like that? I must be fucking stupid. 
 
    The worst part of it is that I stayed and watched. It made me fucking horny. I cannot understand how my wife behaving like a wanton slut has done that to me. I hate myself for being weak. I couldn’t walk away from it. I had to watch her spanking him. All the time I was imagining it was me. She humiliated me in front of him, and I enjoyed it. 
 
    I must be a fool, an idiot. Yet I love her so fucking much. She is my everything. Why the hell did she have to start with this spanking stuff? What possessed her? Perhaps I handled it badly but I’m not having her spanking me. I have my limits. That’s my line in the sand. Except, when I watched her doing it, I was wishing it was me? What the fuck is that about? My cock was so fucking hard. Jesus, why? 
 
    I’m a man, not a mouse. He just submitted to her, did everything she wanted. What kind of man is that? It’s not me. But I found it so sexy and that’s what is bugging me. There must be something wrong with me, really wrong with me. My wife spanked another man and fucked him, and I am OK with it. I forgive her everything. I liked it and I hated it. I do hate it. It’s like she bewitched me somehow.  
 
    Fucking marriage counselling. It’s all that woman’s fault. Opening up her mind to stuff like this. We were happy before, yes, we rowed but at least there weren’t strangers being spanked in my living room, sticking their massive cock in my wife’s pussy. I heard them too, after I left. I listened while he licked her, outside of the door. While she spanked him again. I got another hard on. I went upstairs and wanked. I feel ashamed. Am I a man or a mouse? 
 
    Thank fuck it’s over, except I don’t know if it is. She didn’t say that’s it now. Also, part of me wants to watch her do it again. What’s that about? What does that make me? A sick fuck! A fucking sick fuck! I’m going to tell her no more… except I won’t. I can’t and I won’t. I love her too much and she has confused the hell out of me. And why did I want to feel him suck my cock? Why was I fantasising about that? I kind of hate myself for liking it. For liking what she did. For staying. I shouldn’t have. Next time I won’t. What am I saying? What next time. FUCK! Fuck this. Fuck it.  
 
    This will all go away, I’m sure it will. It will be the last time…  
 
    *** 
 
    

  

 
   
    My cuckboy spanking obsession (Book 2) 
 
    That first time after I cuckolded my husband, I began to see the world with fresh eyes. Not the kind that you might perhaps have from some kind of enlightenment, although I had had an epiphany of sorts. It had been one of the horniest experiences of my life. It was incredible, amazing. I had never felt quite so powerful nor aroused as the moment when I gave Asher a spanking, and when he fucked me afterwards in front of Jake. What Jake would not realise was that I had developed a taste for it. I was like someone discovering the most amazing, sweet I’d ever had and wanting more. I did want more. I wanted a lot more and I wasn’t exactly sure what that made me. Jake would certainly not be expecting me to do it again. I didn’t know if I couldn’t refrain from having another go. How many lines would it be crossing to cuckold him a second time? I felt it was inevitable I would find out, one way or another. 
 
    There was another thing which happened too. I began to look at things differently which I had not examined quite so closely before, like a wooden spatula or spoon, a hairbrush, a sandal and wonder how much it would sting. Spanking had opened a whole new vista of experience to me. As I said, I was like a girl in a sweet shop, except the sweet shop was full of things to spank with. I cannot explain my new obsession except that it fascinated me and made me horny as fuck thinking about it. Asher’s big thick cock inside me afterwards was just the icing on the cake. Then he’d licked me after Jake went upstairs. Oh, my fucking God. I really did feel like a Goddess looking at his red bottom while he took me to heaven and back.  
 
    Anyway, it happened one night not long after that first spanking, I was eyeing up Jake’s belt as if I’d never seen it before. He had it on his jeans, and it was at least three fingers wide, and thick leather, brown. We were just about to go to bed, and he was removing his clothes. The belt fascinated me all of a sudden. 
 
    “What are you staring at?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Oh, just your belt,” I said innocently. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, because wouldn’t this be the ideal tool for spanking you with.” I warmed to my theme. 
 
    “Not this again!” he rolled his eyes. It was the first time I’d mentioned it since Asher. We had not discussed it. Perhaps Jake thought I had laid it to rest. In that, he was very wrong. 
 
    “But, yes, really.” Before he could do anything, I grabbed the end of it and pulled it out of the loops. I held it in both hands and snapped it tight a couple of times. I was almost like an expert though I had never done it before. I loved the noise it made, the feel of it and the thought of that belt on a nice bare bottom. 
 
    The bulge in his pants became pronounced at once. This gave a lie to everything he said to me from then on.  
 
    “Don’t you think this would give a good spanking,” I said teasingly. I doubled it over and slapped it loosely in the palm of my hand. “Hmm, don’t you? It would give a damn good spanking for sure.” 
 
    “I…” he hesitated, mesmerised. I saw it in his eyes. His fascination with the idea even though he wasn’t going to articulate it to me. I teased him a bit more. 
 
    “Come on, Jakey, you want it really. You know you do.” I put the belt down and began to pull down his boxers. His cock was hard and sprung out ready for action. I certainly wanted that action. Never mind spanking, I wanted his cock, I was already so wet. 
 
    “Delilah if you’re…” 
 
    I put my finger on his mouth, pushing him onto the bed on his back, mounting him. I gave a moan of delight as his hard thick cock went inside me stretching me like he always does.  
 
    “Ohhhh, Jake, you’re so hot, and you know you’ve been such a naughty boy.” I started to fuck him slowly rising, falling, feeling the thickness impale me so comprehensively. I loved his cock almost as much as I loved him. I did love him so much. He probably didn’t even know how deeply I was into him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, fuck, Delilah, shit, fuckkkk,” he gasped feeling my wet hot pussy enclosing him. 
 
    “You need a spanking, Jakey, you know you do,” I said in a coaxing voice, still moving slow and deliberate, fucking him nice and easy. “And what better than this to give you one.” 
 
    I reached behind me and picked up the belt, I began to trail the end over his chest. 
 
    “Fuckkk, Delilahhh, ohhh, fuckk, fuckkk,” was all he said. 
 
    “Just imagine, that sound, such nice crack as I belt your bare bottom, over and over, ohhh, ohh, ooohhhh, ohhhhh.” The thought of it was almost too much I began to fuck him a little faster unable to help myself. 
 
    “Fuckkk Delilah, fuck, stoppp, come on, ohhh, fuckkk.” 
 
    “Stop what, Jake, hmmm? Stop fucking you?” 
 
    “No… ahhhh, fuckkk… stop with the belt… spanking… ahhhh…. Stuff… oh fuck, fuck.” 
 
    I was merciless, I carried on fucking and went even faster but cast the belt aside. It had done its job anyway. I felt his cock thicken a little inside me as I talked about it. 
 
    “OK, have it your way, you pussy, ahhhh, fuckkk, oh, oh, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh. There are other ways to punish you if you won’t let me spank you, ahhhhh, ohhhhh.” 
 
    “Oh fuckkk, another man, you’re going to spankkk, another mannnn, ohhhh, fuckkk, I’m going to, oohhh, God, I’m cumming, ahhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkk.” 
 
    As soon as I had mentioned the idea of another cuckold spanking his cock had swelled even more and become completely engorged. I could feel it, and then without warning, it began pulsing and his hot cum started to spurt and fill me up. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Jakeeee, Jakkkkke, you naughty boy, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhh, oh.” I began to squeal and cry out as the wave washed over me and through me. I felt my muscles tensing, spasming as I started to cum. The image of me belting another man in front of Jake persisted in my head as the orgasm went on and on. My muscles clenched around his hard cock and increased the sensations.  
 
    Finally, he began to go limp, and I climbed off him, sated. He kissed me almost fiercely and then I turned away feeling sleepy so he could spoon into me. 
 
    “Delilah,” he said softly. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’re not using my belt to spank another man,” he whispered. 
 
    I made a pouty face which he could not see. That wasn’t going to stop me anyway. 
 
    “It’s fine, I will get my own.” 
 
    He said nothing more. I smiled to myself. Nothing and everything had been said in that exchange. I was now fully determined to find another man to spank in front of Jake. Him trying to stop me from doing it just made me want to do it more. I’m contrary like that. It’s like a little devil inside me egging me on. That’s probably how I got into so much trouble when I was younger. No, I wasn’t spanked, never. I don’t know how the spanking urge got into me, but it had. I was also convinced now Jake wanted me to cuckold him, no matter how much he protested he did not. I was going to hand out a proper hiding to a new submissive, with a belt which I was going buy. A brand-new thick leather belt for giving out spankings. It would be fun choosing it too. It would be fun finding someone who wanted a damn good belting. Jake was in for a treat, or at least I was. On this and other lascivious thoughts, I fell asleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    I went back onto my, by now, familiar territory of the BDSM hook up site I had used to find Asher. I had actually not been on it since then, and I found a lot of messages waiting for me from hopeful men wanting to be spanked. Asher also wrote to me and asked me how I was. I wrote back, because I liked him. I said I was perhaps going to do another cuckold encounter, but I wanted someone new. Although Asher had been amazing, you can have too much of a good thing. If was going to explore the kink, then I wanted to do it properly. This meant finding other partners, or rather, submissives. 
 
    They say variety is the spice of life, and I wanted that. I felt I may as well. After all, I did not know how long I was going to be cuckolding for. Perhaps I could get it out of my system next time. Although a little voice in my head told me, that was highly unlikely. 
 
    After sifting through the responses to my request for men to spank I finally settled on someone called Frank. Apart from his ordinary name, Frank seemed anything but that. He was well built and had tattoos. He also had a beard, and his photos showed that he very likely had a stonker of a cock. Perhaps this is what attracted me to him. I felt a bit shallow, but it was about sex after all. Also, the idea of having a big man like that submit to me was rather appealing. I wrote and told him truthfully that he was going to get a good belting in front of my husband. He seemed very keen on the idea. He said that in spite of appearances to the contrary, he was very submissive and loved getting spankings. He told me the belt was a favourite of his and I could wallop his very nicely shaped bottom as hard as I liked. In fact, the harder the better.  
 
    Having sealed the deal as it were, it was then down to me to prepare. Buying a thick leather belt wasn’t quite as easy as it sounds. I had to go to a specialist leather store, in the end, to find one that was suitable. They had many with different lengths, widths, thicknesses. I pretended the belt was for my husband. I knew Jake’s size so that was easy. I considered buying it for myself but a belt for Jake would be longer and more effective. The shop assistant was most helpful, and I am sure did not cotton on to the intended use. In fact, the smell of leather, and the feel of it turned me on. By the time I left the store with a thick wide very supple belt, I was horny as fuck. There was only one thing for it. When I got home, I took out my vibrator, stripped naked and lay on the bed. Then I phoned Jake. 
 
    “Delilah?” he said surprised to hear from me. 
 
    “Jakey,” I breathed. “Guess what I’ve been doing?” 
 
    “What?” he sounded busy, which was even better. 
 
    “I bought a leather belt, Jakey.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I turned on the vibrator just then, and pushed it inside me, allowing the fronds to tease my clit. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, oh Jakey.” 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing, Delilah,” he demanded. I knew he could hear it. 
 
    “I’m wanking, Jakey, ohhhh Godddd, mmmmm…. thinking about using… shit, oh, oh…. that belt on another man’s… fuckk, ohhhh… bottom, oh, fuck, ohhhhh, ohhhh, oh fuckkkk, ohhhhh.” 
 
    “You are a bitch. Do you know that?” he said but without any heat. 
 
    “Ohhh, fuckkk, Jakey…. Ohhhhh…I’m going to be giving him… ahhh, fuckkk, ohhh…  a belting, baby, ohhh, ohhh, ohhhh, ahhhh…. his name is Frank… ooooh ahhhh… and you are going to watch… ohhhhh.” 
 
    “Delilah you are…” he began. 
 
    However, I was too far gone. The sensations from the vibrator were coursing through me. My rabbit is nothing if not effective at bringing me to orgasm at high speed. I started to cum very loudly unable to stop myself. 
 
    “Ahhhh, ohhhhh, ooohhhhhh, ahhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, oh God, oh my Goddd, oh my fuckinnnnnng Godddd, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh.” I practically screamed it out at the end. 
 
    Jake was listening, I knew that, and he didn’t hang up. He said nothing but let me subside. 
 
    “So,” he said finally. “You’re determined to carry on with this stuff of yours, are you?” 
 
    “If you mean spanking, then, yes.” 
 
    “And I am supposed to watch.” 
 
    “No… you will watch.” 
 
    “And if I don’t?” 
 
    He was goading me a little with this, I knew. 
 
    “Then I’ll do it anyway, you know I will.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Delilah!” he said suddenly. 
 
    “Oh dear, Frank is getting an even harder belting now, because of you.” 
 
    “Fuck…” 
 
    “Every time you do that, it’s extra strokes for him.” 
 
    “I’ll see you later,” he said and disconnected. 
 
    I was left with a satisfied little smile on my face. I knew I had won. 
 
    When he got home nothing was mentioned about earlier. This was one of Jake’s traits. He would argue and we would fight, but for topics, he didn’t want to discuss he would act as if things had never happened. I am the opposite, I want to discuss, dissect, work out how to do better. Except now I had a different view, I also wanted to spank. Spanking had got rid of my frustration last time, and it was also horny. I’d had an amazing orgasm when Asher fucked me after I spanked his bottom. It was no wonder I wanted to repeat the experience. However, the man I really wanted to spank, Jake, was proving reluctant to try it. So, in a way, I kind of blame him for the cuckolding. Although not entirely because one always has a choice. I knew I had a choice and I had chosen. I did not feel I was being unfaithful so much as having Jake’s reluctant but tacit consent. Had he asked me to stop, I might not have carried on, but it was too late now. I was committed to another spanking and fucking session, and I was going to make the most of it. 
 
    I ordered a leather corset online. It was expensive but I could afford it. I did not indulge myself very often. I wanted to look and feel the part. This one covered my breasts but when I tried it on, it felt so good. It was so horny and sexy, I had to masturbate while wearing it and I felt that was fitting as a Christening for it. I also purchase a new pair of leather stilettoes with peep toes. They were leather and beautiful, arching my feet nicely. I wasn’t going to wear knickers because I wanted Frank, and Jake, to see the goods. It was arousing to me also to go knickerless and it was also easy access. There was no doubt in my mind that Frank was going to fuck me. I wanted it and I was pretty sure he had a big cock. I’m fond of big cocks and Jake’s is a good thick one. He stretches me nicely when he fucks me. I felt rather slutty all in all, but that in itself was a turn-on. I began to spend every day in a state of arousal, just thinking about what was to happen.  
 
    In preparation for the big day, I got my pussy waxed, and had a pedicure and manicure. Once again, I opted for red nails, and red lips. It just seemed right. I tested the belt on a cushion, so I had some idea how to use it. This time I decided not to surprise Jake. I would give him the choice to watch, as it were by warning him in advance. I was working from home a lot, for my job, and so it was easy for me to get ready. 
 
    As Jake left in the morning for work, he turned to kiss me goodbye. 
 
    “Frank is coming tonight,” I informed him after he had delivered a peck on my lips. 
 
    “Frank?” His brow furrowed and perhaps he had not recalled our conversation or simply tried to erase it from his memory banks. 
 
    “Frank is going to be getting the belting you won’t let me give you. I want you to make sure you are not late, so that you can watch.” 
 
    I said this as firmly as I could, and he locked eyes with me. I noted that slightly mulish expression come over him. The one which made me itch to spank him. In my peripheral vision, I saw a lump in his pants. His erection appeared and he couldn’t hide it due to his size. 
 
    He said nothing for a moment, and then, “Right.” 
 
    With that, he turned on his heel and made for the door. 
 
    “Don’t be late, it’s going to be good,” I called after him. 
 
    The front door closed, and he was gone. I wondered if he would perhaps just not come home deliberately. However, I had a hunch he would. Smiling to myself, I attempted to focus on work until it was time to get ready. 
 
    I did so with care. I had a nice relaxing bath, so I felt clean and new. Then I put on my favourite perfume and a little bit of makeup including the red lipstick. I dressed in my corset and put on the heels. I left my blonde hair loose and as I stared at the woman in the mirror it was hard to believe it was me. I looked so much the part of a Mistress. I picked up the belt and dangled it from my hand. It was so hot. I was wet almost instantly. However, I schooled myself to wait for later, even though I wanted to finger myself there and then. 
 
    I put on a black satin robe to answer the door, went downstairs and waited. Frank arrived on time, and I opened the door. He was taller than I imagined, well-built and tattooed as per his photographs. He was wearing a leather jacket, T-shirt, jeans and boots. 
 
    “Hi,” he said flashing me a nice smile. 
 
    I liked him at once, he was very attractive too and I fancied him immediately.  
 
    “I am glad to see you’re one time,” I told him smiling back. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, I wouldn’t like to incur your displeasure right off the bat.” 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, getting into the role. “Come in.” 
 
    He entered and followed me to the living room. I offered him a beer or drink, but he declined saying he liked to do these things sober. Plus, he was driving. He was surprisingly mild-mannered. He sat down so we could talk. 
 
    “Is there anything you won’t do?” I asked him. 
 
    “Not really, no.” 
 
    “What if I asked you to suck Jake’s cock?” This suddenly occurred to me, and wasn’t something I had planned. 
 
    “Sure,” he shrugged. “Done it before, I can peg him too if you want.’ 
 
    He spoke as if this was a matter of course for him. 
 
    “I’m not sure, we will see how it goes.” 
 
    “As you wish, Ma’am.” 
 
    I didn’t mind him calling me that, so I did not demur. I stood up and looked at him. 
 
    “Do you want to see what you’re getting?” I smiled a little saucily. 
 
    “For sure. Yes, please, Ma’am.” 
 
    I took off the robe and he gave a low whistle. 
 
    “I take it you like what you see?” 
 
    “God yes, Ma’am, very much. You are drop-dead gorgeous.” 
 
    Naturally, I am not immune to flattery.  
 
    “This is also what you will be getting,” I said picking up the belt and showing him. 
 
    “Ooh, nice.” 
 
    “You approve?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am and you can hit me as hard as you like.” 
 
    “I intend to.” 
 
    He smiled at this, liking perhaps my understated manner. Of course, I had not got started. I would very likely change and be far more assertive.  
 
    “Shall I strip?” he asked. “Ma’am?” 
 
    “No, we will wait for Jake, I will make you strip in front of him and then the fun begins.” 
 
    He inclined his head. 
 
    I resumed my seat. 
 
    “Let’s talk for a while, until he gets here.” 
 
    We did. I explained the ins and outs of my relationship, and how I came to be doing this. I had mentioned some of it in my messages, but it was nice to talk in person. He, equally, talked about his submissiveness and how it had come about. I felt we knew each other quite well by the time Jake got home. As I heard the door go, I nodded slightly to Frank, and he subsided. We both waited, me a little trepidatious for what would happen next.  
 
    At least Jake had actually come home, that was the first step. There was a fair bit of noise in the hallway, but Jake didn’t come into the living room. This was annoying but not surprising. Jake could be very recalcitrant when he wanted to be and very childish. It is the childish part which made me want to spank his bottom until he couldn’t sit down.  
 
    I went to the door opened it, but he wasn’t outside it. He was perhaps in the kitchen. 
 
    “Jake,” I called out. “Is that you? We are in the living room.” 
 
    He didn’t answer and I tried again. 
 
    “Jake,” I said. “I’m asking you a question.” 
 
    Still no response. I realised I was going to have to go all schoolmistress on him. I changed my tone. 
 
     “Jake! Don’t make me come and get you! We are waiting. I am waiting!” 
 
    I was forceful in a voice which brooked no refusal. 
 
    His face appeared around the kitchen door. He was scowling a little. Then he saw me in my outfit and came back into the hallway. I could see the tell-tale bulge in his pants. He looked me over and it was obvious he was taken by my appearance. 
 
    “Delilah, what the f…” 
 
    “It’s my new spanking outfit, Jake, do you like it?” 
 
    He was forced to admit that he did. 
 
    “Well… yeah… but…” He hesitated. He took a deep breath. The bulge in his pants became more pronounced. “Do we have to do this?” 
 
    “Yes, we do, my darling. So don’t try my patience any further. Come into the living room now.” 
 
    I was quiet but firm. He could see it in my expression and hear it in my tone. He hung his head a little and followed me into the room. He reminded me of a little boy. A little boy about to get his bottom tanned, except it wasn’t going to be him getting it. I saw him take a quick glance at Frank but nothing more. I shut the door.  
 
    “Sit down, Jake.” I was now firmly in control. 
 
    He obeyed and sat looking at me with an unreadable expression.  
 
    “Alright,” I smiled. “So, this is Frank, and he is going to be getting a spanking. Frank is going to take the spanking you should be having, just like Asher did. Remember that? You bad boy? Well, it seems like it’s got to happen again because Mr Jake won’t let himself be spanked like he should.” 
 
    He didn’t answer but I saw him swallow. 
 
    “You’re fine with that aren’t you, Frank?” I said amiably. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, for sure. Whatever you say.” 
 
     “Good, I am sure you are man enough to take it.” 
 
    He inclined his head.  
 
    “Let’s get on with it then. Stand up and strip off. Nice and slow now.” 
 
    Frank smiled, and got to his feet. He began to remove his clothing quite sexily for me. I found it very arousing. I noticed Jake was now watching him intently. I also saw that Jake’s cock was getting harder. Frank had a good body for sure. It was well proportioned and muscled. He had quite a six-pack on him too. His backside was nice and tight. Finally, he removed his boxers and I almost gasped. Jake has a big cock, but Frank’s was something of a monster. I wondered if I was going to fit him inside me. However, I was damn well going to try. 
 
    I walked over to the side of the room and fetched a straight-back wooden chair. I had brought it in from the dining room. I placed the chair in the centre of the room.  
 
    “Now then, Frank. You know why you are here, don’t you?” I said conversationally. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re here because Jake is a naughty boy. Jake doesn’t want to be spanked and so you are going to be spanked instead.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said holding his hands at his sides and looking quite relaxed. 
 
    “Because Jake has been particularly naughty, I’ve bought something new.” 
 
    I went to the couch and picked up the leather belt. I held it in both hands. Jake’s eyes widened a little on seeing it. Frank had, of course, seen it but he was also happy to play the part.  
 
    “I bought this belt, especially for spanking. Do you like it?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I should think it would hurt.” 
 
    I snapped the belt a couple of times with my hands. 
 
    “For sure it’s going to hurt, Frank. I am going to give you a damn good belting. You won’t be sitting comfortably for quite some time.” 
 
    I am not sure where these words were coming from. Just like last time, I seemed to turn into a different person once I started the spanking session. The Mistress persona was coming more naturally to me, as if I was born to it. I liked it.  
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. Because I am looking forward very much, to using this belt on your bare bottom.” 
 
    I came in close to him, dangling the end of the belt so it touched his cock. I teased the end down his shaft. He gasped. 
 
    “Ohhh, yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, hmmm? Let’s see how much, ‘yes Ma’am’ you say once I get started.” 
 
    I was still teasing his cock and it started to harden. It was quite a sight to see. 
 
    Frank said nothing but I could see he was struggling with the teasing I was doing. I was tempted to take hold of it, and I did. The shaft was thick, and he was definitely hard. It felt good in my hand and made me wonder just how much better it would feel inside my now very wet pussy. I knew for sure it would be going there later.  
 
    “I am going to enjoy belting your backside, Frank, do you know that?” 
 
    I began to move my hand slowly up and down his shaft. His face muscles tensed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck… oh, yes… Ma’am. I… do… oh God… fuck… yes… I do know… Ma’am… oh… shit… oh God…” 
 
    “You are going to get the belting of your life, most probably,” I said mendaciously while starting to wank him faster. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, oh Ma’am, oh fuck, fuckkkk.” 
 
    “Your bottom is going to be so very very red.” 
 
    My voice was low, almost a whisper. I could tell he was close to orgasm and desperately trying not to. His cock was starting to swell even more and pulse, a sure sign. I smiled at him and stopped abruptly. 
 
    “Later, you can cum. Not, yet.” 
 
    I let go of his cock and he sighed, almost with relief. Stepping out of his way, I resumed my Mistress voice. 
 
    “Bend over and put your hands on the seat of the chair. It’s time for your belting. Don’t take your hands off unless I tell you to.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, no Ma’am,” he said doing as he was bid.  
 
    I shot another glance at Jake. Jake had a massive lump in his pants and was staring at the scene we were playing out in front of him. 
 
    “You can take your clothes off, Jake, if you want to,” I told him. 
 
    Jake didn’t answer, he seemed transfixed. I decided to let him do what he wanted. Another time I was going to make him strip, but not yet. Another time? Was I really thinking that? I wondered at myself and how I had got here, but it was no time for musing. I had to go for it and hard. I wanted so much to hear the sound of that belt on Frank’s behind. Never having administered a belting before, I had watched a few videos to get the idea. It seemed like a good technique was to double it over and hold onto the end with my left hand to help draw it back. Then I would let loose and follow through, so the belt slid off. I had practised, as I said, on a pillow but a bottom was not the same. 
 
    All this was going through my mind, like a mental rehearsal as I prepared myself. 
 
    “Now then, Frank, you can yell as loud as you want. I expect you to call me Ma’am and you will get extra if you forget. I am going to belt you until I feel you’ve been punished enough for Jake’s misbehaviour. You are going to have a very sore bottom I fear, by the time this is done.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” was all he said.  
 
    “What exactly have I done for Frank to deserve getting spanked?” Jake piped up suddenly. 
 
    I looked at him in surprise. In fact, he had caught me on the hop. I had to admit I couldn’t think of anything too bad. We had argued somewhat recently, and he’d been grumpy.  
 
    “Well, you wouldn’t let me use your belt, and I had to buy my own, for a start.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Then I remembered how he had called me a bitch and said ‘fuck you’ when I wanked over the phone. 
 
    “You argued with me, several times lately, and you were grumpy. Also, you called me a bitch when I was being nice and wanking over the phone for you, and you told me ‘fuck you Delilah’,” I said. “Do I need to go on?” 
 
    “Fine…” Jake shook his head. I had definitely got him.  
 
    It had worked, but I came to a decision that he wouldn’t be able to catch me out like that again. I would be buying a book to write down his transgressions. He was going to regret having asked. Putting all of this to the back of my mind, I returned my attention to Frank. 
 
    “Sorry, Frank. You’ll be getting a few more strokes because of Jake’s interference. Also because of him calling me a bitch and stuff.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, I understand,” said the infinitely patient Frank. 
 
    “I think it’s time for us to begin, are you ready… Frank?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    I drew back the belt with my left hand, just as I had imagined it. Then I let fly. It certainly flew through the air, impacted with a nice crack across Frank’s arse, and then fell away. 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwww fuckkkkkkkkkk” 
 
    Frank’s reaction was interesting. He perhaps wasn’t expecting it to be so hard. I had used some force, not sure how hard or soft to do it. I opted for quite hard. It left a nice pink stripe across his buttocks. 
 
    I pulled it back again. 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 
 
    I allowed a pause before doing it again. 
 
    CRACK “Fuckkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Ouchhhhh” 
 
    Four strokes in and I already felt something like a surge of power within me. I cannot really describe it but in those moments of giving the belting, I felt almost like a goddess inside. Perhaps it was the adrenaline or just the feeling of having a big muscly man like Frank at my mercy. Either way, I was loving it. I loved the feel of the leather in my hand and the sound as it impacted his bare flesh. My pussy was already swollen. I was so aroused. My focus became the belt and giving him a damn good spanking. I was certainly determined to make sure I did.  
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    CRACK “Owww shitttt” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhh fuckkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Ouch ouch owwwww” 
 
    I was hitting quite hard, but he seemed to have become used to the intensity. I intended to remedy that shortly by upping it. I was taking my time between strokes primarily to allow him to feel the effects but also just to prolong to enjoyment for me, and I’m sure for him. I did not want to rush the spanking at all.  
 
    “Does that hurt? Frank?” I asked him. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, it hurts like fuck!” 
 
    “Good, because I want it to hurt,” I informed him. “I want Jake to see what a naughty boy should get and how a naughty boy needs to be punished by his wife.” 
 
    As I finished, I brought the belt back again. 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    CRACK “WOW Owwwwwwww” 
 
    CRACK “Fucking helllll” 
 
    CRACK “Shitttt” 
 
    I was getting into my stride now, hitting a little harder, ready to add some humiliation for Jake. I wanted to hurt him somehow, not because I didn’t love him, but because it wasn’t him getting the spanking. It should have been him and I wanted to make him pay one way or another. Besides, it would get things off my chest, make me feel better. 
 
    “You’re a man, Frank, taking your punishment. Taking Jake’s punishment. Not like Jake, he’s a pussy. He won’t take a spanking, he’s too scared to get a belting like this and take it. Aren’t you, Jakey boy, you big pussy? This should be your bottom getting belted.” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHH Fuckkkkkkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Shittt fuckkkk fuckkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Owww shittt fuck owwww” 
 
    CRACK “Fuckkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    I had given Frank eighteen strokes so far and his bottom was nice and pink in parts. I tried to get the belt to land so that it gave even coverage across his bottom. For the most part, I was getting it right. I intended for him to get many more strokes before I was satisfied. I started to scold and belt at the same time. Frank cried out as the belt bit into his arse every stroke. I was starting to do it harder too, punctuating my statements with the belt to reinforce the lesson for Jake. 
 
    “You see CRACK Frank. Jake knows CRACK. One day CRACK. He is going to CRACK get the biggest CRACK hiding he’s ever had CRACK. One day CRACK. Every time he refuses CRACK a spanking CRACK. This is what CRACK is going to happen CRACK. And when CRACK he finally does CRACK let me spank him CRACK. By God, he’s going to get it CRACK.” 
 
    “Owwwwwwwww, owwwwwww, owwwwwww. Yes Ma’am, for sure, I believe you. I really do believe you.” 
 
    Frank’s bottom was starting to turn from pink to red. A good colour but not enough yet. I needed to give him more. Spank home the lesson for Jake. I wanted Jake to see that he was making it worse for himself. 
 
    “Glad you get it, Frank, because Jakey here doesn’t” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwww fuckkkkkkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh owwwwww owwwwww” 
 
    CRACK “Owwww fuckkkkkkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    I was amazed how steadfastly Frank took it without moving at all. Even though he was starting to howl just a little with every stroke of the belt. 
 
    “You see, Frank CRACK. Jack is now owed two spankings CRACK. On his naughty bottom CRACK. One for Asher CRACK and one for you CRACK. Imagine if this goes on CRACK. Imagine a whole week of daily hard spankings CRACK. Jakey? Are you ready for that? CRACK.” 
 
    “Owwww howww howww owwwww owwwww. That would be bad Ma’am, very bad,” said Frank in slightly strained tones.  
 
    His bottom was now starting to get to resemble a nice crimson pair of mounds, and my handiwork was obviously getting through to him.  
 
    “Yes, it would be bad, Frank, you are right. But that’s what is going to happen, if Jake carries on like this.” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    CRACK “Owww fucking fuckkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Owww shittttttt fuckkk fuckkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Fuckkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    CRACK “Fuck meeeeee, owwwwwwww” 
 
    I was being quite merciless with the belt. It was such a good feeling I was really whaling into his buttocks now. The room echoed with the sound of leather on bare skin and then his cries which followed. Perhaps I was loving it a bit too much, but I could not stop myself.  
 
    I had delivered around fifty strokes to Frank’s bottom now, although I wasn’t really counting. He must have been feeling it.  
 
    “Tell me, Frank, how does your bottom feel now?” 
 
    I wanted to know. I was curious. 
 
    “It feels, Ma’am, like it’s burning all over. The belt burns my arse every time you strike.” 
 
    “But it’s a good burn, yes?” 
 
    “I… well… yes… it will be… afterwards.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    His cock was pretty hard, so obviously, the pain wasn’t too much. It was very arousing for him, and I was practically dripping wet. 
 
    “What do you think, Frank? If you were Jake, would you say you’ve been punished enough?” 
 
    “I… that’s for you to decide, Ma’am,” he replied. 
 
    “That is the correct answer. Jake needs to understand that when I am his Mistress, I decide. I get to decide Jake.” 
 
    I flicked a glance at him, and his eyes seemed a little glazed over. He had removed his trousers and I could see a stain on the front of his boxers. His cock must have been very wet with precum. It was turning him on for sure. I felt though, there should be a big finish to the spanking. 
 
    “I think another twelve very hard strokes should suffice,” I said at length preparing the belt once more. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” said Frank stoically. 
 
    “Right, then let us begin.” 
 
    I took back the belt fully intending these last twelve to leave a lasting impression on his by now crimson glowing backside. 
 
    “One” CRACK “OWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    The first one left a new stripe. I had done it quite hard. That seemed hard enough. I didn’t want him to be covered in welts and bruises. I wasn’t that much of a bitch. 
 
    “Two” CRACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    “Three” CRACK “OWWWW FUCKKKKKKKKK” 
 
    “Four” CRACK “SHITTTTTTTTTTTTT FUCKKKKKKKKKK” 
 
    There were deep red stripes where these had landed and there was genuine emotion in Frank’s cries. I was, however, determined to continue. 
 
    “Five” CRACK “OWWWWWW FUCKKKKKKK AHHHHHHHH” 
 
    “Six” CRACK “AHHHHHHHHH OWWWWWWWW” 
 
    “Seven” CRACK “Owwwwwww owww OWWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    “Eight” CRACK “Owww howww howww howwww howwww” 
 
    Frank’s voice was beginning to crack. I was certainly laying into him, and he must be feeling it. In a way, it simply spurred me on to break him just a little.  
 
    “Nine” CRACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    “Ten” CRACK “OWWWWW OWWW OWWW OWWW OWWWW” 
 
    “Eleven” CRACK “FUCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK” 
 
    “Twelve” CRACK “Ooooooooooooohhhhh ohhhhh owwww oooohhh hoooooooooo” 
 
    The final stroke must have opened the dam because Frank began to sob real tears.  
 
    “Ohhhh hooooo, oooooh hooooo, oooooh hoooooo, oooooooh hooooo.” 
 
    I tossed the belt aside, very surprised by his reaction.  
 
    “Come on, Frank, get up now, get up it’s over,” I said softly.  
 
    It certainly was in terms of his deep red bottom. I had done an excellent job if I wanted to give him a spanking he wouldn’t forget. 
 
    He stood up and he was genuinely crying. The mothering instinct took over and I took his hand, leading him to the chair. I sat down and he knelt in front of me while I cradled his head against my shoulder. His own shoulders shook while he cried it out. 
 
    “There, there, what a good boy, you took your punishment, Jake’s punishment. I’m proud of you, such a good boy.” I stroked his hair, kissed him on his head, letting him get it all out. Which he did.  
 
    At length, he straightened up. 
 
    “You are so beautiful, Ma’am, such an amazing, Mistress. Thank you, thank you for one of the best spankings I’ve ever had. You are so beautiful, so harsh and so kind. Thank you.” 
 
    I cannot explain the feelings this engendered in me. Feelings of relief. It made my heart soar somehow. I felt like a queen being worshipped by this man, humbled by me and my belt. It was powerful but not in a bad way, more an uplifting way. A good way, somehow. 
 
    I kissed him on the lips.  
 
    “Thank you, for saying that. You’ve been very good, and you took it so well. Now you’re going to get a reward.” 
 
    We both knew what that reward was going to be, but first I looked over at Jake. His cock was out and, in his hand, again. I thought I should deal with him first.  
 
    “Let’s see to Jake, first, Frank. Then I am going to let you fuck me with that monster cock of yours, which I want so badly.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, thank you, Ma’am. I really do want to fuck you. It would be an honour.” 
 
    I looked at him and he was deadly serious. I had conquered him somehow. I truly was a Mistress to him.  
 
    “And you will but first, I think it would be good, if you peg, Jake.” 
 
    Jake’s eyes flew open at this. He looked at me in alarm. 
 
    Frank stood up. 
 
    “As you wish, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I do,” I said firmly. “Get up, Jake and bend over.” 
 
    “No!” said Jake almost frantically. “He’s not pegging me, no way. I’m not having a guy fuck me in the arse, so there! No, Delilah, I won’t!” 
 
    I regarded him and decided not to push it. It was a spur of the moment thing anyway. Perhaps the pegging should come from me. I would need a strap on for that. I relented, and decided on something a bit tamer which I felt I could enforce. 
 
    “Fine, stand up though, Jake, come on. He won’t peg you. I promise.” 
 
    “OK.” Jake stood up his cock standing out hard and proud. He had obviously been fully aroused by the idea. 
 
    “Good boy, now, Frank is going to suck your cock instead.” 
 
    I nodded to Frank. 
 
    “What… but…”  
 
    Jake watched in horrified fascination as Frank knelt in front of him and took hold of his cock. For me, it was a seminal moment, and I don’t mean it as a pun. It was a watershed. I was incredibly turned on by this act. I could not believe I would be, but I was aching to be fucked as I watched Frank take Jake’s cock into his mouth. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh shiitttttttttttttttttt,” Jakes said, his eyes starting to roll back.  
 
    Frank was expertly sucking Jake’s cock. He was smoothly slowly taking in the shaft and then letting it out again. I was surprised at the ease he showed with it and assumed he had done it before. Jake was almost shaking as each suck sent trembles through his body. 
 
    “Oh, fuckkk, fuckkk, yesssss, oh God, fuckkkkk, shiiiiitttt, ahhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I could see his cock swelling up and knew from his face he was close. Frank seemed to sense this too and began to speed up. Jake let out a series of gasps at this, hissing in his breath really hard. 
 
    “Ahhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh God, God, God, yes, fuck, fuckkkkk, don’t stopppp, ahhhhh, fuckkkk.” 
 
    It was amazing watching another man sucking my husband’s cock. Truly horny. Jake was really near to climax. I looked at him with his boxers down, and his bottom exposed. 
 
    “Ohhh, yessss, oh God, yesss, yesss,” he cried. 
 
    On the spur of the moment, I went around behind him and put my open palm on his buttock cheek.  
 
    “Ahhhh, fuckkkk, fucckkkk, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Jake didn’t even flinch or notice. I was itching to smack him, and I did. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    I delivered six fast hard spanks alternating cheeks in quick succession. 
 
    “AHHHHHHH fuckkkkkkkkkkk, I’m cummminnnnnnnggggg, AHHHHHH, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkkkk, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkk, ahh, ahhhhh, AHHHHHHHHH,” Jake shouted at the top of his lungs while I smacked him again. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    It was hugely satisfying and was pretty sure it was what tipped him over the edge. He finished his orgasm, and I could see Frank had swallowed every drop.  
 
    “Thank you, Frank,” I said as he got to his feet. 
 
    “My pleasure, Ma’am,” he smiled. 
 
    “What did you do that for?” Jake said to me aggrieved, evidently referring to my spanking his arse. 
 
    “Because I could,” I said simply smiling at him. Smacking his bottom had given me a little taste of what I wanted to do to it. I was determined one day he’d get the spanking of his life. 
 
    “You’ve got a nice big cock,” Frank said to him. “I would love it, if you would fuck me with it.” 
 
    “What? No! I’m not fucking your arse, no way!” said Jake vehemently. 
 
    “Well, that’s very ungrateful since he sucked your cock so nicely,” I put in. 
 
    “Well, I’m not doing it!”  
 
    He really did sound like a petulant child. 
 
    “You can see why he needs a spanking,” I said to Frank. 
 
     “Yes, Ma’am, I hope you get to do it soon,” he replied smiling. 
 
    “She fucking won’t!” Jake said flushing scarlet. 
 
    “I will one day, and I’m going to invite Frank to watch,” I said mischievously. I got the devil in me sometimes where Jake was concerned. “Anyway, for now, you are going to watch Frank fuck me.” 
 
    Jake opened his mouth to speak, and I stopped him. 
 
    “Don’t you say a word, Mr. You stand and watch him fuck me, and don’t you dare move!” 
 
    Jake assumed the mulish expression I knew well and longed to spank out of him. But that was for another day. 
 
    Instead, I took Frank’s hand and led him to the centre of the room. I pulled in close, teased my fingers down his by now hard shaft. 
 
    “You want to fuck me, don’t you, Frank?” I whispered.  
 
    “Yes, more than anything, Ma’am, I really do. You are so beautiful. I want to fuck you so much.” 
 
    These honeyed words simply served to turn me on all the more. His eyes were full of desire, and I was all for fulfilling that desire. I kissed him first though, a full-on snog with tongues. It was nice, but not amazing. Kissing Jake was always amazing. It just goes to show that love has a lot to do with it. I did love Jake so much. He just didn’t realise it I feel. He needed a few lessons over my knee to come to understand my kind of love.  
 
    “Are you going to fuck me, hard, hmmm, like a good boy? Are you going to pound that monster into me?” I said softly, teasing Frank’s cock a little more. 
 
    “Yes, oh please, yes, yes…” Frank cried.  
 
    I knew he probably couldn’t stand it any longer. Although I dearly wanted to ride him, I also selfishly wanted to feel him pounding my pussy. I bent over and put my hands on the seat of the chair. He would be able to see my swollen mound and all I wanted was to feel him filling me up, stretching me and fucking me so hard. It was almost like a drug, and I felt like a wanton slut. It was a good feeling, sexy and dirty. 
 
    “Go on then, big boy, fill me up,” I said urgently, my need mounting every second. 
 
    I turned my head to see him take up a position just behind me. Then I felt the tip of his cock on my lips. It pushed them apart and began to slide in. I was wet as anything so even though it was so damn big, it went in without any effort. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkkk,” I gasped as I felt it stretching me out. 
 
    “Shall I go easy Ma’am?” he asked concerned. 
 
    “No,” I cried. “Fuck me, fuck me hard, like I’m your bitch, pound me, go on!”  
 
    “As you wish, Ma’am,” he said. 
 
    Then I felt him move. The sensations were mind-blowing. His cock began to thrust in and then out. I felt the stretch each time and then it went all the way in. I had never felt quite so full before. 
 
    “Oh, Goddddd, Goddddd, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk, oh Gooooddddd,” I shouted.  
 
    “Oh Fuck, Ma’am, fuckkkkk that’s so good, sooo gooodddd.” 
 
    “Yes, fuck, yessss, fuck me, go on, really fuck me, you bastard, fuckkkkkk meeeeee.” 
 
    He needed no second bidding, but his cock really began to move. I felt him thrust in harder. I gasped with pleasure. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    He paid it no mind but grunted and began to move faster, harder. 
 
    “Oh, ohhh, ohhh, ohh, ohhhh, ohhh, ohhh, ohhh, ohhhh, ohhhhh,” I almost screamed as each thrust inwards felt so huge. 
 
    This wasn’t even full speed yet. He was intermittently grunting and then moaning. 
 
    “Ahhhh, yessss, fuckkkk, yesss, ahhhhh, mmmmm, ahhhhhhh.” 
 
    Without warning, he did begin to really go for it. My body was jerking like a ragdoll, and he seized my hips in a strong grip. It was amazing, incredible. The sensations were unbelievable.  
 
    “Oh, oh, ohh, ohhh, ohhh, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohh, ohhh, ohhh, oh fuck, fuckkkk, fuckkk, fuckkk, fuckkk.” 
 
    He literally was pounding against my bare arse, and it felt glorious. I could hear his balls slapping against my bottom too.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes, yes, yessss, yess, yessss, yessss,” he was shouting. 
 
    “Yes, oh God, God, oh fuckkk, fuckkk, fuck, harder, oh, harder, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop.” 
 
    I was almost past the point of no return. The wave inside me was threatening to break at any moment, and he was going full speed now. I had no thought for anything but that massive organ going hard into my pussy.  
 
    “Fuck, oh fuck, oh God, fuck. I loved it, I love belting your bottom, I loved it, I… I’m going to cum, oh God, oh my fucking God, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhh fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, fuckkkk, oh my God fuckkkkkk, ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk.” 
 
    I was screaming out loud, as wave after wave broke through me with the remorseless pounding I was getting and then Frank was ready. His cock began to swell and pulse. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk, I’m gonnnaaaaaaa cummmnmmmmm, ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.” 
 
    He was roaring like a bear as he shot his copious load into me. I could feel the strings of cum filling me up. It was lovely and extended my own orgasm to a second wave. 
 
    “Oh, my Godddddddddddd, Godddddddd, Goddddddddddddddd, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I am not necessarily the biggest screamer when it comes to sex, but I would hardly be surprised if they had not heard me several houses away as I wailed in ecstasy. This was by far one of the best orgasms I had ever had in my life. It was a combination of the belting and all that entailed plus being fucked by the biggest cock I’d ever had in my pussy… or something like that, anyway. 
 
    We stayed in position for quite a while coming down from the high. I liked having Frank’s cock inside me anyway and was happy for him to leave it there for a while longer. I turned my head to see Jake. He had been standing watching us and in one hand were his underpants. They were soaked in cum, he had obviously been wanking. I just hadn’t heard him over the noise we two were making. 
 
    He stepped out of his trousers and glared at me. 
 
    “You are such a bitch, Delilah, I don’t know why you have to be such a bitch,” he said bitterly before walking out of the door. 
 
    “You’ll pay for that,” I called after him. 
 
    “Want me to get him?” Frank asked me. 
 
    “No, leave it, there’ll be time to punish him another day,” I said. 
 
    “May I take it out now, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes, for sure, go on.” 
 
    Frank withdrew his slightly flaccid organ and I stood up gingerly. 
 
    “That’s one of the best fucks I’ve ever had,” I informed him, giving him a kiss. 
 
    “Thank you, that means a lot,” he replied with a smile. 
 
    “Good, because I do mean it.” 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    “Are we finished, Ma’am? Can I get dressed now?” 
 
    “For sure, can I get you anything, tea or…” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I had best get going. I just want to say though, if you ever want to spank me again, I would love it.” 
 
    I had made quite an impression on him, evidently. He certainly had done so on me. I wouldn’t forget the spanking and fucking in a long time. 
 
    “Do you think you’ll be sitting comfortably?” I wondered. 
 
    “Nope.” He grinned. “But that is more or less the point.” 
 
    “That was my first belting, I told you, didn’t I?” 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “You’ve sure got the knack. I’d love to see what you can do with a riding crop, or a cane or even a hairbrush, that’s my favourite.” 
 
    My eyes fairly lit up at these suggestions.  
 
    “Hmmm, I may have to try all of those.” 
 
    I watched him finish dressing and then accompanied him to the door. I kissed him goodbye and went back inside. I felt sated, fulfilled. I felt whole. It’s hard to imagine how I could get such feelings from spanking and cuckolding my husband, but I did. It was all I had wished for and more. I also knew I would be unable to stop. This wasn’t going to be the end of it at all. I was pretty much hooked on the idea of more spankings. If only Jake would let me. It was his bottom I wanted to spank the most. I felt somehow, in a twisted sort of way, it would bring us closer. Don’t ask me how. Perhaps the fulfilment of deep desires. But Jake remained as obstinate as ever.  
 
    I showered, masturbated to scenes of the belting in my head, and went to bed. I snuggled against Jake. I told him I loved him very much. He didn’t reply. But he didn’t shrink from me either. He would let this one go. Just like the last one. He probably hoped there wouldn’t be another. Nothing more would be said but he was destined for disappointment. I had only just got started. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake’s Diary 
 
    I cannot believe she did it again. I really thought she would have got it out of her system by spanking another guy. But no. She brought it up again and look what happened.  
 
    This will all go away, I’m sure it will. It will be the last time…  
 
    The very last time and that’s that. I am going to put my foot down over it and tell her no more. No more spanking and no more other men. I think. 
 
    The real problem is that I liked it. I liked it too much. I hate myself yet again for that. As soon as she talks about spanking, I get a hard on. No matter how much I try not to, there it is for her to see. This is all her fault. She brought it up. We were happy going along and then she started with the spanking stuff. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it when she told me about Frank. Honestly, I wanted to run away and hide. I didn’t want to come home that night, but something drove me to it. I must be a perverted arsehole who likes the idea of my wife spanking and fucking another man. It’s disgusting, I am disgusted with myself. I should be spanked for thinking that. What am I saying? 
 
    See, she’s got me in a spin, a terrible spin. I cannot control the feelings I get from watching her spank and thinking what if that was me? I do think about it. Every time that belt landed on his arse, I wondered what it would be like to get it on mine. My cock got harder and harder. I got more annoyed with myself, but I could not stop it. My fucking pervert of a wife has started all of this. I blame her. 
 
    Then came something much worse. She wanted to Frank to peg me. I’m so afraid, because I wanted it too. The thought of it consumed me and I was consumed with desire. I want to feel a hard cock up my arse, and I cannot deal with those feelings. What the fuck should I do? I said no and then she got him to suck my cock. That’s my bad for writing it last time. It was so good. I loved it. Even better than Delilah. She’s really good at it too but this was amazing. Then I wanted to suck his cock. I hate myself. Fuck my life. I’m just a slut, my wife’s little bitch, though she doesn’t know it. She can never know it. 
 
    This is why I get angry with her and call her names. It’s because I cannot have these feelings of lust and desires to be spanked. I cannot, must not, have these needs. Fuck it no! I will not! I will not let her have a man suck me off again. No! I am determined this time. She’s not going to win this no matter how many men she brings home to fuck and spank. She will not get me to bend over for her. 
 
    I almost forgot about her spanking my arse when he was sucking my cock. I loved it. Damn her, damn her to hell. I loved feeling her spank my backside. It really felt so horny. It made me cum. What if she really spanked me with her paddle or belt, or… something else. No! I cannot think about such things. I cannot be allowed to want such things. She must never be allowed to bring another man home… period. Not again. 
 
    Maybe though, this will be the last time. Who am I trying to fool? It won’t be. I wish I could talk to her about my feelings, fears but I can’t. I won’t let her think less of me. I don’t care how much she humiliates me or how much I like her doing that. She can’t know I worship the ground she walks on, like a Goddess. I want her to walk all over me, dominate me and that’s disgusting. It’s not manly. She is never going to find out. Fuck it. 
 
    Hopefully, there will not be another one of these too soon. I will try to behave impeccably so as not to give her an excuse. That is my new plan. I think it’s a good one.  
 
    *** 
 
    

  

 
   
    Whipping the cuckboy (Book 3) 
 
    Two cuckold encounters down and I was hooked, unfortunately for Jake. There was going to be no turning back. Instead, I was having feelings of increasing dominance and the desire to be the dominant one in our relationship. I had begun to read about female-led relationships and I felt it was how I wanted ours to end up. Not that I wanted to subjugate Jake completely, but I wanted him to become submissive to me, at least in a sexual way. I wanted to be able to spank him when I wanted and how I wanted, and for him to consent to that and want it from me. In fact, I wanted him to demand it, but chance would be a fine thing. I liked to spank, there was no getting away from it, now I had done it twice. I loved sex and I do but the spanking added an edge which I cannot really define except to say it had become an overwhelming desire. Every part of it turned me and made my pussy soaked and swollen. The buildup, the actual spanking and then the fucking afterwards was glorious. I had never had such intense orgasms before. Somehow the entirety of the spanking ritual created an explosive situation in my loins which when fulfilled made me scream like a banshee.  
 
    There was also another thing. Because Jake was defying me on the spanking, I wanted to do it to him more. I was determined he would one day lie across my lap for the spanking of his life. Each time he rejected me it simply increased my desire to do it and I thought about it a lot. Inevitably I ended up wanking furiously at the idea of spanking the living daylights out of his naked bottom. It would be so red, it would glow, that’s how I imagined it. I wanted to bring him to tears of submission and then to kneel before me, kiss my feet. It ran through my mind like a showreel. There’s no doubt it would not play out that way at all. But a girl can dream, can’t she? Can I even explain what it is about spanking that arouses me so much? It’s the thought of it as much as the action. It’s every part of the buildup and giving a good scolding. Watching him strip and then the submission over the knee or bent over a chair. The feel of the belt or paddle in my hand. The way it flies through the air. The sound it makes as it contacts bare skin, and the marks it leaves of its passing. The reaction. It turns me on so much. At first, I was ashamed to admit it but now I have to, no sense in hiding from the truth. 
 
    There was also another thing which happened recently too. The discovery of Jake’s secret diary. I found it one day, when clearing up in our mutual home office. He had obviously hidden it under a pile of files from his own job. I should not or would not even have read it but for a page opening and my eyes, falling upon the words, “As soon as she talks about spanking, I get a hard on.” Then I had to read it and I did. Not many entries but it told me all I needed to know about his suppressed desires. He wanted to be spanked, dominated and yet he hated himself for wanting it. A tough dichotomy of suppressed fears and feelings. 
 
    At first, I was angry. I wanted to confront him and then punish him, hard. I knew, however, this was not the way. I was going to punish him one day and it would be a very hard spanking indeed. Yet, there is a saying that softly softly catches the monkey. Now I knew he wanted it, perhaps the best answer was to gradually break down his boundaries and barriers by pushing him a little more each cuckold session. I was determined there would be a cuckolding soon and it was going to be a whipping session too. I was going to obtain a riding crop, I had decided, after some deliberation. This would be my next foray into the spanking scene. I would get the crop and then I would show it to Jake. Tempt him with it, but if he didn’t bite, I would get a cuckboy (my name for them) in for a good whipping. A damn good whipping in fact. It made me hot and horny just thinking of it. So horny my hand stole down between my legs and my fingers eased under my soaking panties. It was a good job I was working from home that day, and also wearing a skirt. 
 
    “Ohhhh fuckkk,” I cried as my fingers found their mark. I had certainly become louder, expressing my sexual enjoyment. The spanking had released something in me, perhaps some latent very horny sexuality. I began to finger my pussy and clit hissing in a breath. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck…” In my mind, I saw Asher, or someone at least bent over, I was holding a crop and whipping his buttocks in slow rhythmic strokes. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck fuckkkkk, oh shiiiit, oohhhh.” His bottom was striped with red marks and turning pink. He squealed as the crop cracked against his bare skin. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, fuckkkk, oh shitttt, fuckkkkkk.” My fingers worked faster, harder, I was whipping faster in my mind almost in a frenzy and then the wave broke, and I cried out. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh my Goddddd, fuckkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhhh.” I was cumming, shuddering with the intensity of it all, totally absorbed with the whipping session in my imagination and wanting it to be real. My muscles tensed and relaxed and tensed again, many times. My toes curled and I felt the wave move up through my pussy and take my whole being with me. I felt lightheaded and I closed my eyes letting it all wash through me. 
 
    When I had finished, I took my panties off, and decided to keep them for later, for Jake. I had no idea what I would do with them but the thrill of making him smell my cum juices was overwhelming. I was going to do it. 
 
    I wrapped up my work and came to a decision, to head to an equestrian store to buy myself a riding crop. A good one. A serviceable one which would impart the right amount of sting on a naughty bottom. 
 
    *** 
 
    To be honest I had never been in a riding shop before. I had never been riding, at least not the kind which requires a horse. I hoped I looked like the sort of person who would be into horses as I strode into the store. Since I had been engaging in spanking, I had become more confident and bolder. Somehow the mistress persona was rubbing off into other areas of my life.  
 
    At the counter of the rather large establishment was a youngish slim man. He could not have been older than twenty-five with a shock of blonde hair, blue eyes and a saucy smile. I watched his eyes follow me in and I knew he was looking at my tits. It was true I had on a rather fetching blouse and skirt, and a pushup bra. I have pretty good tits as it goes. Normally I would be annoyed by this behaviour but somehow, I found myself tolerating it. There was just something about the young man which attracted me.  
 
    “Can I help you?” he said in a surprisingly deep voice.  
 
    I eyed him speculatively and he looked back at me with interest. I could feel him taking me in. I was wearing a short skirt with strappy mules and my feet aren’t half bad I don’t mind saying. He was sliding sly shy glances at them. So, he’s a foot boy, I found myself musing. Wonder if he’s a cuckboy too. I had to stop myself there. No, he was too young. Though a little voice in my head was saying otherwise. 
 
    “Yes, you sell riding crops I take it?” I replied a little haughtily. 
 
    “Of course, what would madam be wanting it for?” 
 
    I must have looked incredulous at this question.  
 
    “Horse riding of course!” I retorted a little irritated. 
 
    “Yes, but…” he replied smoothly. “Is it for schooling horses, general riding or something else?” 
 
    Again, I shot him a look slightly askance. Just something about the way, he said something else which made me wonder. I had no idea there were different whips for different things as regards equestrian pursuits.  
 
    “Well, general riding I suppose,” I said a little more mildly, after all, he wasn’t trying to be irritating. 
 
    “So just a general-purpose whip then?” he pursued. 
 
    “Yes, that’s right.” I hoped I was asking for the right thing, but I could always simply reject everything and find another store. Though, it might not have quite such a saucy and increasingly attractive assistant in it for starters.  
 
    “Right this way,” he said appearing from behind the counter with alacrity. 
 
    “You could just tell me where they are…” 
 
    “No, no, much better if I show you.” 
 
    Since he insisted, I had no choice but to follow him down the shop to a display where there appeared to be a bewildering array of whips. I watched the slightly feminine sway of his hips and for the first time found myself incredibly attracted to that, contrary to my usual type of hard muscle tone on a man. 
 
    He stopped in front of the whips. 
 
    “These are the general-purpose ones. You can see they are not too long and have a leather tongue on the end. Not like the long schooling whips over there.” 
 
    I glanced at the very long whips with a long tail hanging down. Then I looked back at the ones he was showing me which were very much like those in the spanking videos and photographs I had seen. I began to be very interested as I looked at them all. 
 
    “Now,” he continued, warming to his theme. “These are all leather bound as you can see, very nice. These are more modern in bright colours and have a leather handle but a synthetic bound shaft. It just depends on what you like.” 
 
    He picked a few up in turn and showed me with a flourish and put them down. 
 
    “Hmm, yes.” I went closer and ran my finger lightly down a few. They were all very good indeed and fit for purpose, but I was quite drawn to the coloured ones, and particularly a nice red-shafted one. I picked it up and hefted it in my hand, then lightly bent it with the other. I saw him lick his lips watching me intently. A glance at his crotch revealed a hard on and probably quite a big cock at that. 
 
    I continued to play with the whip, swishing it experimentally. 
 
    “Busy day, is it?” I asked him conversationally as he could not take his eyes off the whip. I didn’t know what was coming over me lately. Usually, I was very shy and retiring but here I was teasing him and enjoying it. 
 
    “What? Erm, no, it’s never busy really, not much custom for horsy stuff lately.” 
 
    “Pity,” I said lowering my voice and adding a little bit of husk. “All these lovely whips here going to waste, when they could be put to such good use, don’t you think?” 
 
    I was testing him, teasing him even more and I could see my words and voice were having an effect. Things were leading in a dangerous direction, but I wasn’t minded to stop, in fact, I could not. 
 
    “Good use, erm… well… yes I suppose the horses…” he tailed off. I felt a little like a snake, mesmerising him, hypnotising him even.  
 
    Then, and without really thinking it through, I decided to take a chance, if I was reading all the signals right then he was definitely submissive and hugely sexually attractive to me, as I felt I was to him. 
 
    “Both you and I know that this whip isn’t for horses, don’t we?” I said suddenly. 
 
    He blushed red, “What?” 
 
    “Oh, I think you know what. I think you know very well… what’s your name?” I had him captivated now, his eyes locked on me. 
 
    “It’s Morgan, erm….” 
 
    “Morgan, is it?” I moved closer and ran the tip of the crop lightly down his arm. He didn’t move and swallowed frantically. The bulge in his trousers became more pronounced. 
 
    “I think you are a very naughty boy, Morgan, am I right?” I continued to run the crop down and towards his crotch. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” he said frantically. 
 
    “A naughty boy who needs to be punished. Don’t you agree?” I was relentless now. The shop was deadly quiet, nobody came in thankfully. I was like a cat with her prey, closing in and there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    “Shit, I…” 
 
    “You know I’m right and what better way than a good whipping with this crop, hmm?” 
 
    “Fuckkkkkk, Madam, please…” he was almost begging me although he hadn’t moved at all. I knew he wanted it and I certainly wanted to do it. It was time to make my move. 
 
    “Go and lock the door there’s a good boy, put a sign up, we only need a few minutes,” I said. 
 
    “F... f… for what?” 
 
    “Do it!” I said, in my very best mistress voice. 
 
    He shot me a stricken look and then awkwardly almost ran to the shop door and locked it. He fiddled with the sign and ran back. 
 
    “Mrs… Mrs Johnson, the owner she…” 
 
    “When is she coming back?” I smiled. 
 
    “An hour.” 
 
    “Well then, there’s plenty of time for what I have in mind, now I presume there’s somewhere a bit more private than this…” 
 
    “Yes, but… why?” he pleaded even though I could tell from his eyes he desired what I had planned as much as I did. 
 
    “To test this out, of course, silly boy, come now, lead the way.” 
 
    He turned without another word and took me behind the counter into an old-fashioned office. It was quite spacious and as luck would have it there was a nice wooden chair in front of the desk. I turned it around, so the seat was facing us. 
 
    “That should do nicely, for what I need to do. Alright, Morgan, bend over and put your hands on the seat.” 
 
    “What?” he looked aghast. Hesitated, standing there almost appalled at the notion but his pants told another story. I wasn’t to be denied and I became very much more commanding. I was dying, if you must know, to whip his backside with that crop. 
 
    “Don’t test me, Morgan, do as you are told. You’re a naughty boy, I think we’ve established that, so bend over for your punishment.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Now!” 
 
    I was at my most assertive and he did as he was bid, without further demur. I contemplated taking down his trousers but decided against it on this occasion. Instead, I stood to his left side and lined the crop up on his bottom. 
 
    “Naughty boys like you get punished, Morgan, and that’s what is going to happen now. It’s what you want, it’s what I want, and so what we both want.” 
 
    Before he could reply, I drew back the crop, swished it forwards, and it impacted his bottom with a resounding crack on the back of his trousers. I snapped the whip back off right away, knowing it would sting more. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww fuckkkkk” 
 
    The noise was very satisfying and aroused me at once. I loved his reaction which was one of surprise, but I could also detect something else. Satisfaction. 
 
    I gave him another two 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww please” 
 
    I wished I could see the results of my endeavours on his bare buttocks, but I felt taking his pants down would be going too far. What I was doing was risky enough. What if Mrs Johnson came back? How would I explain that I was punishing her employee? 
 
    I opted for another three and that would have to be all for the moment. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “OWWWWW” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww fuckkk fuckkkk” 
 
    “Very good, this whip is very very good indeed,” I said pleased with the result and very horny indeed as a consequence. “You can get up now, Morgan.” 
 
    He did so, a little red-faced. I could tell his cock was fit to burst and I put the tip of the crop on it, running it lightly over the lump in his trousers. 
 
    “Hmm, what’s this? Seems as if you rather enjoyed that, hmmm?” 
 
    Morgan tried to vigorously shake his head in denial, but I laughed. 
 
    “Oh, you did, let’s just make sure.” 
 
    I expertly undid his belt, and his trousers, unzipped his fly and released what was quite a little monster which stood out rock hard. Morgan flushed. It was a nice cock, slim but long and big. I liked the look of it very much. 
 
    “Oh dear, you did enjoy that Morgan, you naughty boy. What shall we do with it?” 
 
    I had already decided. So saying, and without further ado, I squatted down and took it in my mouth. It seemed the only reasonable thing under the circumstances. It felt good as I pressed my mouth over the head and took it between my lips. Some cocks are quite tasty I had found and his certainly was. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh,” Morgan cried out in response. 
 
    I am good at blow jobs, and I certainly could tell he was liking it. I didn’t expect him to last long which was probably just as well. I began to work his cock slowly in and out and use my hand to wank him a little. 
 
    “Ahh, fuckkk, ahhhh, fuckkkk, ahhhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkk, ahhhhh, oh Godddd, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkk.” 
 
    As I expected and after only a minute or two or my expert treatment, his cock was unable to stand it. It began to pulse, and he started cumming, I felt the spunk spurting into my mouth and swallowed it all down nicely. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh, oh Goddddddddd, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhh,” he squealed in a high-pitched voice as he orgasmed. It was quite funny, in a way, but I dared not laugh. Once he had finished, I let him go and he hurriedly put his cock away still red and embarrassed.  
 
    I stood up facing him, swishing the crop around once more for effect. 
 
    “Excellent.” I smiled. “This crop should do nicely. It certainly did a good job on your bottom. Just a shame I couldn’t have given you more strokes. Tidy yourself up and I’ll buy it.” 
 
    Whether he felt more strokes would have been a good idea or not, I didn’t like the enquire. I left him in the office and waited outside in the shop, examining the other whips and wondering if I should buy two. A discreet cough brought me back from my musing and I went over the counter. He was finding it difficult to meet my gaze and blushing scarlet when he did so. 
 
    “Thank you, Morgan,” I said as I proffered my card to the machine, and he wrapped up my purchase. “You know, Morgan, I quite like you and if you want some more of what you just had, then call me.” I pulled out my business card and wrote my personal mobile on the back. “I can promise you, I will give you a bare bottom whipping you’ll never forget.” 
 
    I was now looking him straight in the eye. He almost dared not look away and took the card without flinching and put it in his pocket. As I turned to go, a rather large horsy looking woman opened the door and marched into the shop. It was fortunate he had opened the door again before serving me. 
 
    “Morgan, how’s it all going, lad?” She bellowed in stentorian tones. I imagined this was the owner Mrs Johnson. 
 
    “All fine, Mrs Johnson,” he said trying to compose himself. 
 
    “Excellent, excellent and this young lady has bought something I see,” she said referring to me. 
 
    “Yes, I have, a whip.” 
 
    “Ah, yes, very good, off to do some riding?” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking, yes,” I replied cryptically. 
 
    “Right, I see!” She shot me a look of deep suspicion and disappeared into the office where lately I had given Morgan a blow job. 
 
    “I’ll see you soon, no doubt, do… erm… you know…” I told him meaningfully, making signs with my hand that he should ring me. 
 
    He nodded slowly. 
 
    “Good.” I left the shop smiling and horny as fuck. I could not wait to get home and relieve myself. 
 
    As soon as I got inside my house, I practically ran upstairs and ripped off my clothes. Naked and wet as fuck, I picked up the whip. Without another thought, I began to rub the handle against my pussy and clit.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh, Godddddd,” I cried out replaying the whipping of his bottom in my mind. My imagination was running wild, as I worked the leather handle against my pussy. 
 
    “Shit, oh shit, fucking hell, shittttt.” In my head, Mason was now naked and bent over a stool. His bottom was pink with stripes from the crop. I was whipping him in rhythmic strokes, and he cried out deliciously as each one struck his bare flesh. 
 
    “Ohhhh Godddd, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh my God, my God.” 
 
    I was wanking myself furiously with the handle of the crop and very close to the edge. The entire scene had been ridiculously horny, unbelievably dirty. I felt like the dirtiest slut as I inserted the crop into my pussy and lay back on the bed fucking myself. 
 
    “Oh, Jesus, fuck fucking Christ, oh fuck, ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhh.” The dam burst and waves crashed through me, my pussy tightened around the crop handle, as my muscles tensed and spasmed. 
 
    I was shouting out with abandon as I came over and over again. “Ohhhh, fuckkk, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Eventually, the pleasurable sensations subsided, and I relaxed. I breathed out slowly and laughed. What the hell was that? I wondered. What did I just do? I had pushed the boundaries further than I could ever imagine. I had no idea where all this was coming from, but I was certainly turning into someone I didn’t even recognise, and I was loving every moment of it. 
 
    After a while, I had a shower, put the crop away and got back to doing some work. It had certainly been quite a day. When Jake got home, I was planning to make it quite a night. 
 
    *** 
 
    As we were getting ready for bed, both naked, I decided to spring the crop on Jake without warning. 
 
    “I went shopping today,” I said brightly and conversationally. It was an opening gambit, and he wouldn’t be expecting what was to follow. 
 
    “Oh yeah, babe,” he said turning back the sheets not really paying attention to me. 
 
    “Do you want to see what I bought?” 
 
    “What is it, a dress, underwear?” He mused turning back smiling, just about to get into bed. 
 
    “Oh no, something much better than that!” I reached under the bed where I had hidden the crop and brought it out. I showed him with a bit of a flourish. He stared at it. 
 
    “Delilah, what the fuck?” he said at once. 
 
    “It’s a crop, Jake, a riding crop.” 
 
    “I can see that but…” 
 
    I flicked a glance at his cock. It was already starting to harden at the sight of the crop, just as I suspected it would. 
 
    “I bought it, Jake, for whipping your bottom,” I said moving around the bed. 
 
    “Delilah, we have talked about this,” he objected but his cock was now hard and proud. 
 
    I ignored him and picked up a cushion. 
 
    “Look, Jakey, imagine, this is you bent over the bed like this.” I bent the cushion over the end of the bed. “And this is me, giving your bare bottom the whipping, it deserves.” 
 
    I knew he was watching my every move as I stood back, measured the crop against the cushion and administered a few strokes. 
 
    SWISH CRACK 
 
    SWISH CRACK 
 
    SWISH CRACK  
 
    SWISH CRACK 
 
    “See, Jakey, how good that would be. Imagine, your bottom, bare, striped by this crop, stroke after stroke. Imagine how it would sting and tingle.” 
 
    I advanced on him again, ran the tip of the crop lightly along the shaft of his cock. 
 
    “Fuck it, Delilah, I… fuckkkkkk….”  
 
    His cock was straining. All other thoughts went out of my head seeing it like that, I wanted it badly. I threw the crop aside and pushed him onto the bed.  
 
    “Come on, Jakey, Delilah wants to fuck you.”  
 
    “Oh Delilah, oh God…” he hissed in his breath as I straddled him and eased his big cock into my now wet pussy. I loved the sensation of the shaft sliding in and filling me up so nicely.  
 
    I began to ride him slowly, up and down his shaft enjoying the sensations it made inside my slick wet pussy. 
 
    “You know, you want it, Jakey, you want me to whip you, you know you do,” I said softly. 
 
    “No… ohhhhh, fuckkk, no I… oh God… God you bitch, you bitch… ohhhhhhh…. Fuck…. fuckkkkkk….” 
 
    “Say that again, Jakey, and I’ll slap your face, see how you like me being a bitch.” Words came out of me from God knows where.  
 
    This served only to swell his cock even more and I began to fuck him harder. 
 
    “You don’t understand, Jakey, I want to, I need to spank you… ohhhh…. Oohhhhh…. Ohhhhhhhhh…. Ohhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk.” 
 
    “Oh God. Fuck, fuck, fuck, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh,” he cried out as I moved faster, harder. 
 
    I reached under the pillow and retrieved my knickers. The ones I had wanked in. I shoved them in his face. 
 
    “There, Jakey, smell that, my cum from my pussy, wanking over the idea of whipping your backside, smell.” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh, fuckkkkk, youuuuuu bitchhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock was beginning to pulse, and I knew he was about the cum. I lifted one hand up and slapped his cheek hard. 
 
    SLAP “OWWWWWWWW”  
 
    “There, Jakey, that’s what a bitch does, that’s a bitch for you, want some more?”  
 
    I was practically slamming myself hard down onto his cock now, frantic and feeling the dam rising inside of me waiting to blow. 
 
    “Oh, fuckkkkkkk, fuckkkkkk, I’m cummminnnnnnngggg, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, Delilahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock swelled and pulsed as the hot wet spunk spurted into me. That was the trigger I needed. The wave broke through me, and I climaxed hard. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Goooddddddd, Goddddddd, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I practically screamed as wave after wave went through me. My muscles clenched and unclenched, and I pitched forward onto his chest. He held me tight until the sensations finished, and we both were still. 
 
    “You’re not whipping me with that crop, Delilah,” he said at length. 
 
    “Aren’t I?” I got off him and sat cross-legged beside him smiling. “We will see about that.” 
 
    “We won’t!” He looked just like a petulant child for a minute. 
 
    “Well,” I let it go. “That’s OK, because I’ve another cuckboy in mind to whip anyway, and you are going to watch.” 
 
    He swallowed and said nothing, looking up at the ceiling. 
 
    “You will watch, Jake, and do as you are told,” I said firmly. 
 
    “Just watch?” he said after a while. 
 
    “We’ll see… you will do as I tell you that’s all you need to know.” 
 
    “Fuck.” He turned away from me and put the bedside light out. 
 
    “I love you, Jake,” I said quietly. “I really do, my darling.” 
 
    He didn’t answer but let me get under the covers and snuggle up to him. 
 
    He wasn’t just going to watch. I was determined about that. My thoughts went to Mason, would he ring? I hoped so. I wanted so badly to whip his bottom and then fuck him. It made me wet all over again. I schooled myself to go to sleep and held Jake tighter. Jake was the love of my life, but I also wanted that love to be on my terms. Perhaps it was selfish of me, or perhaps I was finally becoming the dominant woman I was always meant to be. Either way, I was determined that one day, Jake would bend to my will. 
 
    *** 
 
    A few days went by, and I started looking on my contact website for someone to whip, as Mason obviously wasn’t going to call. I was disappointed and a little surprised. Perhaps I really had misread the signals or maybe he really was too young and too shy. 
 
    However, just as I was putting Mason from my mind, out of the blue my mobile started flashing and I picked up the phone. 
 
    “Delilah… erm?” came the voice at the other end. 
 
    “Mason!” I purred excitedly. “How nice to hear from you.” 
 
    This was exactly what I wanted, and I was genuinely pleased to hear his voice. 
 
    “You said to call you.” 
 
    I laughed. I was happy he had taken me up on my offer. 
 
    “I did, what took you so long?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know, I just…” 
 
    I dropped my voice, became a little assertive. 
 
    “That’s naughty, very naughty, you will pay for that.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I became a little more business-like. We needed to progress things to bring them to a point. The point where I could have another cuckold encounter with someone I genuinely had the hots for too. 
 
    “Listen,” I said. “Let’s meet somewhere so we can discuss a few things.” 
 
    “A few things?” his tone was full of wonder. 
 
    “Well, for a start, the whipping you are going to get and other things.” 
 
    “Oh…. OK.” 
 
    He didn’t seem perturbed. I felt sure it was going to turn out well, exactly as I had hoped and imagined in my mind. 
 
    “Let me buy you lunch.” 
 
    *** 
 
    I met Mason at a very discreet place I know, which has booths where you can’t be seen or even really heard. If I had ever wanted to conduct an illicit affair, I knew all the places to go. It was quite funny really because the idea of cheating on Jake had never occurred to me. Some might feel that cuckolding him was cheating. I rather felt it was expanding the boundaries of our relationship according to our needs. The thing was, that I now knew from his diary, he wanted it too. All I had to do was bring him to a point of accepting his own desires, just as I had accepted mine. In fact, I had done more than just acceptance. I had embraced them. I had made them my own and acted on them. Acting on them was exactly what I had planned with poor Mason. He certainly wasn’t going to be sitting comfortably after the whipping I had imagined in my head. 
 
    We sat together in a booth with a circular table. 
 
    “Have what you like, darling, I’m paying,” I said smiling. 
 
    He blushed. 
 
    “What? Has nobody ever called you darling before?” 
 
    He shook his head. I felt rather sophisticated as if I was Mrs Robinson and he was my Benjamin who I was about to initiate into some very naughty behaviour. 
 
    “I like you, Mason, quite a bit. We’re going to be doing some very intimate things, at least once. Though don’t get the idea I’m in love with you anything, I’m not. But if I used endearments, it means I like you.” 
 
    He blushed again. 
 
    “Let me give you some background. I’m married, and happily so…” I put out an arm to stay him as he looked as if he might get up and run. “My husband is part of this, in a way, a very reluctant way…” 
 
    I told him the whole background, as he needed to be fully aware, and to make an informed decision about whether he wanted to be involved or not. I already knew he would, but I still had to give him the choice. 
 
    In the meantime, we both ordered steak and salad. He had fries with his, but I like to watch my figure and filled up on vegetables instead. We both had a diet coke, as although I drink alcohol, I don’t do it at lunchtime. I was pleased to see he had a good appetite and ate his food in no time. I moved at a more sedate pace more fitting with my older persona. Also, I don’t eat quite so much, I don’t have the stomach for it. I like to keep myself in trim, as it were.  
 
    “So,” I said coming to the end of the story. “What do you think?” 
 
    He was silent for a while, no doubt digesting the information and also his food. I finished my steak and tried again. 
 
    “I’ll give you a chance to back out now. If you don’t want to play, then you can go, no strings attached. You will never hear from me again and I’ll make sure to buy my whips elsewhere.” 
 
    He flinched when I said that, as if I had physically struck him. Evidently leaving wasn’t any part of what he would be thinking. 
 
    “Your husband… Jake…” 
 
    “Yes, Jake, that’s his name.” 
 
    “He will be watching me getting whipped?” He looked at me hopefully I feel, making sure he had heard me right. 
 
    “Oh, he will, Mason, for sure, I demand it of him. You’re taking the whipping for him, you see.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    On impulse, I reached out my hand and laid it over his crotch, his cock was very hard under his pants. 
 
    “Oh… God…” he said in a strained voice. “Will he… will he be participating?” 
 
    “Not in your whipping no, but maybe in other things, if I make him.” I began to move my hand very subtly stroking the outside of his trousers. “Perhaps I might get him to suck your cock, would you like that? Hmmm?” 
 
    “Oh fuck, please, I… I will…” 
 
    He was going to say cum, and I came to a decision at the same time. 
 
    “I can see you need taking in hand, Mason, literally. Come on.” 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    I seized his hand and led him inexorably to the toilet. The restaurant was quite well equipped in that department with separate lockable unisex cubicles. I pulled him into one and locked the door. 
 
    “Delilah…” he began. 
 
    “Hush.”  
 
    I put a finger to his lips, unzipped his pants and released his hard organ. It was smothered in precum, standing out straight. I pulled him gently by his cock until he was standing over the toilet. Then I proceeded to wank him slowly and gradually picking up speed. 
 
    “You like that idea, don’t you? Jake sucking your cock, don’t you, Mason?” I whispered. 
 
    “I, oh God, God, fuck, fuckkkk, oh God, fuckkkk, fuckkkkkkkk,” he said unable to contain himself. 
 
    “Quieter my boy,” I said. “My little cuckboy.” 
 
    I transferred his cock to my left hand and began to caress his bottom with my right. I was wanking him now, faster, harder. 
 
    “I can’t wait to get your naked bottom bent over for the whip. I want to whip your backside so much, make it red and so sore…” 
 
    “Oh fuck, please, oh God, oh God, fuck, fuck, fuck.” 
 
    “I really am going to punish you like you’ve never been punished before, Mason, you naughty boy.” 
 
    “Oh shit, God, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Unable to contain himself his cock started pulsing and I pointed it towards the toilet bowl. I watched with great satisfaction as strings of cum shot down into the water.  
 
    “My goodness you have got a full load, haven’t you?” I said milking him for all he was worth. “I can’t wait to feel that shooting into my pussy.” 
 
    “Oh please, don’t… I just… I can’t take it…” 
 
    I laughed quietly.  
 
    “Is it too arousing for you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, wait until I get you in my living room, you’ll find out exactly what arousing is then.” 
 
    He groaned in anticipation. I took pity on him and let him clean himself up. We returned to the booth. After I had made sure he truly consented to what was to come, I paid the bill. We parted ways with me promising to call him soon to arrange the appointed cuckold session. I could hardly wait myself, and my vibrator would soon be put to good use when I got home. The lunch was horny as fuck and a precursor of what was to follow. 
 
    *** 
 
    The spanking day loomed, or rather the whipping day as I felt it more aptly called. I became incredibly excited, and I wondered how Mason must be feeling. I had purposely not texted him too much because I didn’t want him to become attached. Knowing he was young it would be easy for him to do. I was a fantasy fulfilment for him. He had told me as much in the booth that day. But fantasy is not reality. The cuckboy thing for me was something I wanted to do but not necessarily forever, if only Jake would be truly mine and let me spank him.  
 
    I picked an evening when I knew Jake would be home and informed him at breakfast. 
 
    “Tonight is a cuckboy night darling and you are to attend.” 
 
    “What?” He looked up at me from his scrambled egg and bacon. 
 
    “You know what that means, love, and don’t be late.” 
 
    “Right.” He returned to his food without further comment, which was as good as I was going to get. 
 
    We said goodbye at the door, and he kissed me rather passionately for a change. I felt the bulge in his trousers. He was aroused, I was sure.  
 
    “I expect you home on time,” I said to him as he walked away. 
 
    He just waved in an offhand manner, which perhaps was his way of dealing with it. 
 
    I did my work in a state of high anticipation. I changed my panties twice because they were soaked through and resisted with a massive effort the impulse to masturbate. With work done, I spent some time in the bath and once more did my nails in red. I liked the colour which some might say was slutty, but I felt bold and brassy, sassy even. I put on red lipstick, a red satin robe and red mules. I had made a decision to do the whipping naked. It would be liberating for me and sexy as fuck. The robe hugged my curves and I loved the feel of the material on my skin, but at the appropriate moment I would remove it, and probably my shoes, I had not decided. I kept my hair loose and flowing. In the mirror, I felt I was sexy and hoped Mason would find me so, as well as Jake. 
 
    Downstairs, I prepared the living room. I had not long since purchased two standard lamps which gave more subdued lighting, and a sturdy wooden chair with no arms. This was to be the spanking chair, replacing the dining room chair I had been using. It was chunky in light wood. I imagined myself spanking Jake in this very chair, and had already wanked while sitting in several times. Today, Mason would christen the chair while I whipped his bare behind. 
 
    With everything in position and the whip lying ostentatiously on the chair, I did not have long to wait for Mason to arrive. He did so, bang on time and looked fresh-faced when I opened the door. He was dressed very nicely, in a shirt, trousers, and polished shoes. 
 
    “You had a bath, good boy, and you smell delicious,” I told him closing the door and leading him into the living room. 
 
    “You told me to,” he shrugged. 
 
    “Good that you do as you are bid. From now on you will for the whole evening, and once it begins you will address me as Mistress, is that clear?” I said this little sternly but with a smile. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy, you will do everything I say or be punished accordingly.” 
 
    “I understand… Mistress,” he said getting used to the idea of what was to come. 
 
    “It’s not time yet,” I laughed.  
 
    I sat on the sofa and bade him sit beside me.  
 
    “How are you feeling?” I asked him. 
 
    “Nervous, excited.” He shot me a little smile. 
 
    “You will soon get over that, and soon after your attention will be completely on the riding crop, as I tan your backside royally.”  
 
    He took a nervous breath. I put out a reassuring hand. 
 
    “It’s OK to be nervous, but I promise you we are all going to enjoy this, even Jake (though he’ll pretend otherwise) and it will be as horny as fuck.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I’m looking forward to the whipping,” he said with feeling. 
 
    I smiled.  
 
    “I promise to give you one to remember, my sweet.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    We sat a little longer talking and I held his hand because he seemed as if needed comfort. It was shaking it a little in mine. It made me wonder if I really should be going through with it, but it was too late to back out now, and I don’t think he wanted to. 
 
    “Mason,” I said. “I like you, but you won’t become a stalker or anything will you?” 
 
    He looked hurt.  
 
    “You’re saying that because I’m young, but I understand. This isn’t anything but sex,” he said vehemently. 
 
    “And spanking.” 
 
    We both laughed, easing the tension and then I heard the door go. Jake was home and things were about to get very hot indeed. 
 
    I glanced at Mason, and he went very quiet, wondering what to expect. I waited and hoped Jake would come into the living room, but once again, he did not. This was getting tiresome. 
 
    I went to the door and opened it, calling down the hallway, “Darling, we are in the living room, and I want you to come and join us now!” 
 
    There was silence. 
 
    “Jake, I said now, and that means now!” I used my very best mistress voice, and he appeared in the hallway at once. 
 
    “You don’t have to shout,” he said following me into the living room. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have to ask you,” I retorted. “I told you what was happening, and I expect you to obey me on cuck nights.” 
 
    “On cuck nights. Obey you?” he said sneeringly. 
 
    I didn’t like his tone at all, and was determined to do something about it. 
 
    “Jake, I won’t spank you because you won’t let me, but I am going to slap your face, because I won’t tolerate that tone or your disobedience during cuckboy sessions.” 
 
    “What?” He turned a little pale, but I was resolute.  
 
    Flattening my palm, I raised it and delivered a sound slap to his right cheek which flushed red at once. 
 
    SLAP 
 
    “Owwww fuckkkk Delilah, what the hell!” he said looking as if he had been stung.  
 
    “Do you want another one?”  
 
    “No…” he said in a hurt voice. 
 
    “Then behave and do as I ask.” 
 
    There was something else, his pants were bulging from the slap. I knew deep down he had liked it though he would never admit it. 
 
    He went silent with a sulky face, but I let it pass even though I dearly wanted to slap him again.  
 
    “Come here, and stand over there,” I said to him, pointing to the side of the room. “You can watch, for now.” 
 
    Jake did as he was bid but the pout did not leave his lips. How I longed to spank it out of him. His time would come. 
 
    I turned to Mason. 
 
    “Mason, this is Jake, and Jake, this is Mason. Mason is going to be getting the whipping you deserve Jake, although he also no doubt deserves to be punished in his own right, don’t you Mason?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Mason said at once getting into the role. I noticed his pants were bulging too. Two men with desires to be dominated and one who would not admit it, even though his dick betrayed him every time. 
 
    “Stand up, Mason and strip off your clothes, you can leave them on the sofa.” 
 
    Mason did as he was asked without demur. I noticed how Jake watched every move of the young man and how his eyes roved over Mason’s compact lithe naked body. Mason wasn’t muscly but he had an allure, and his body was sexy as hell in its youthful form. I never realised I would go for his type, but I did. It also seemed Jake was attracted to his type too and for the first time I wondered if Jake was really bisexual. 
 
    Mason stood naked as the day, waiting for instructions. His cock was standing proud and hard. Jake could hardly take his eyes off it. 
 
    “Now you, Jake, strip off your clothes, I want you naked.” 
 
    “What,” he shot back. “No way, Delilah, if you think I’m taking off my clothes, you’re fucking dreaming…” 
 
    He got no further, like an avenging angel I strode across the room and delivered three swift hard slaps to his face, two on the right cheek and one on the left. 
 
    SLAP SLAP SLAP 
 
    “Owwwwwwwwww fucckkkkkkk owwwww” 
 
    “I told you what would happen if you disobeyed. Next time it will be six. Do you want that, Jake? Just do as you are told!” I was a little angry perhaps in my tone. He was winding me up with his childish attitude. 
 
    “OK, fine.” He said his sulky face appearing. 
 
    “And put that lip away otherwise I swear…” 
 
    He put on a false grin and pulled off his clothes flinging them to each side of him. 
 
    “You know, Jake, you really do deserve a bloody good spanking. But Mason is going to take it all for you, my boy. I hope it makes you happy.” 
 
    I turned away from his defiance but not before I had seen how hard and proudly his cock was standing out. Mason looked at it with fascination. Somehow, I was going to put these two together. 
 
    I went to the chair and very slowly removed my robe, which I cast onto a nearby armchair. I heard Mason gasp when he saw my naked body. I decided to leave my heels on for the moment. 
 
    “Like what you see?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, very much.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I picked up the whip, sat down on the spanking chair and crossed one leg over the other. I began to flex my toes slapping the heel of the mule against the sole of my foot. I knew this would drive Jake wild, and Mason wasn’t impervious to it either. 
 
    “Come here, Mason, in front of me.” I felt commanding, like a goddess. Mason certainly seemed to be regarding me in that light which simply made me feel good. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He walked over and stood before me, his cock hard as a nail. I wanted to suck him there and then, but it would have to wait. 
 
    “Kneel, kneel before your Mistress.” 
 
    With Mason on his knees, it was an empowering sight. I wanted to one day have Jake in that same position, although it seemed unlikely at this juncture. Feelings of such pleasure surged through me having a man kneel like that before me. 
 
    “Mason, you are going to be punished, for Jake’s behaviour but I’m pretty sure you’ve been a bad boy, haven’t you. So, confess it now, to me, go on.” 
 
    “Mistress, I…” he began. 
 
    “Tell me it all, let me punish you properly and let it all go, Mason, wouldn’t that be good?” 
 
    He swallowed and nodded. 
 
    “Well?” I smiled at him sweetly. I was rather like his confessor but his absolution would be infinitely more painful than the normal kind. 
 
    “I… well… I’ve been wanking in that chair where you whipped me, when Mrs Johnson was out of the office…” he started. Jake’s head jerked up at that, but he thought the better of saying anything. It turned out Mason was into watching porn, spanking porn and also men fucking men, going down on each other and more. He had also dipped his hands in the till more than once, because he wasn’t paid very much. He had been craving a spanking for years and was not very sexually experienced. At least I could rectify the first part. 
 
    “I see,” I said when he had finished. “I think that we’ll pass over all the porn, after all that’s pretty normal and nothing to be punished for. But wanking on Mrs Johnson’s chair was naughty, and also taking money. That is very bad, and you’ll be getting a sound whipping for it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Afterwards you are never to do it again, understand.” Actually, I did genuinely feel he had crossed a line and the whipping would be a salutary lesson as much as anything else.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He hung his head. 
 
    “If you are not being paid enough, get a better job. In fact, I am going to also whip you for not trying harder to do so. You need to push yourself. You are young, capable.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good.” I paused, ran whip over his naked skin. He trembled just a little. “You, young man, are about to get the spanking you so dearly craved. You’re going to get the whipping of your life in fact. Are you ready for it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Kiss my crop, the crop which is going to sting your backside very shortly.” 
 
    I don’t really know where these notions came from but it seemed like a goddess would demand such fealty.  
 
    I held the whip out to his mouth, and he pulled the tongue of it to him and kissed it almost passionately. 
 
    “Good, that’s the formalities over, now it’s time to begin. Stand up.” 
 
    Both of us got to our feet. In my heels, I was a little taller than him and he had to look up to me. I stepped to one side still holding the crop. 
 
    “Mason, I’m going to give you the bare bottom whipping you so richly deserve. Bend over and put your hands on the seat of the chair. Don’t you dare move them until I tell you, you can get up.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said meekly though his cock told a very different story. 
 
    “Go on then, bend over.” 
 
    I watched with satisfaction as he bent forward and put his hands on the seat. His bottom was nicely taught and rounded just right for a good whipping. His cock was hard and standing straight. I was going to have that cock in my pussy before the night was out. I teased the cock down the shaft of Mason’s cock a few times. He drew breath sharply. 
 
    I glanced at Jake whose gaze was fixed on his bottom and then positioned myself at the side. I felt free and liberated completely naked in high heeled mules, holding a whip. It was a glorious feeling. I lined the crop up on Mason’s bottom, with the tip in the centre of the far cheek. I knew I was going to enjoy this immensely and my pussy was pulsing with the pleasure of it. 
 
    “You have been a very naughty boy, Mason, and now you are going get a well-deserved sore bottom.’ 
 
    I took the crop back to a suitable distance, whipped it forward, and then as soon as it struck his backside pulled it off again to sting him as much as possible 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    It left a very nice red line on his backside and there would soon be many more. 
 
    “You may well say ow, and I’m sure this is going to hurt. It’s meant to. You have been extremely bad.” 
 
    I was going to make sure he was properly scolded for his behaviour as I administered the whipping. This was a part I really liked too, belittling, humiliating, and more. It turned me on no end, but in Mason’s case, it had another purpose too, to teach him a valuable lesson. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww fuckkkk” 
 
    “Stealing money from your employer. That’s theft and you are a bad bad boy.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww ohhhh owwww” 
 
    “How dare you? Mason. You little shit. You thief. I will teach you not to steal!” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww owww ohhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhh owwww owwwww” 
 
    “What would Mrs Johnson say? Hmmm? I bet she’d be pleased you were getting a good whipping for your trouble.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhh oowwww owwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Fucking hell owwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Oh owwww owwwwww owwww” 
 
    I was whipping him in an easy rhythm, not too fast so that he could feel the full effect of each stroke. I also laid it in a pattern and made sure the tongue hit alternating cheeks. His backside began to crisscross with red stripes and also go a delicate shade of pink. 
 
    “Owww, please Mistress, Mrs Johnson has mentioned it before.” 
 
    “Mentioned what?”  
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwww” 
 
    “Whipping my backside, once when I did something wrong. She said it as a joke but maybe she was serious.” 
 
    I laughed. That sounded rather like what I’d seen of her. I could imagine she was formidable in that regard. I could picture her giving poor Mason a good hiding on his bottom just like I was doing.  
 
    “Well, maybe you should have let her, then you wouldn’t have got yourself in this much trouble.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhh owwwww owwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhh Goddd oh Goddd noooo. She would whip my arse so hard if she did. Owww.” 
 
    “No more than you deserve frankly, Mason, and perhaps I should suggest she does it.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww oohhhhh owww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww ohhhhh fuckkk, no please, please, please don’t, please, Mistress I’m begging you.” 
 
    I giggled and ran my hand lightly over his buttocks which were starting to glow a little from the whipping so far. I was, however, far from finished. 
 
    “I’m teasing you, Mason. I would never do such a thing, although I’m sure you deserve it.” 
 
    I had no intention of involving Mrs Johnson in our game. That would be taking things too far. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress, thank you.” 
 
    “You won’t be thanking me soon, my lad. There is still the matter of wanking off in her office.” 
 
    “But you gave me a blow job…” he retorted. 
 
    “What did you just say? Did you just snap back at me? How dare you, Mr. Let me see how you like this!” 
 
    I brought the crop back even further and whipped his bottom harder with several strokes one after the other. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww oh owwww owwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “OH OWWW Please owwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhh oww fuckk owwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww owww, my God, owww it stings owwww” 
 
    “So, it should sting, it’s meant to sting, you little pervert.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwww owwwww” 
 
    “You depraved little degenerate” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww owwww owwwww” 
 
    “You little wanker.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhh owwww owww owww owww” 
 
    “You are a man whore.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    “A slut.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhh owwww owwww owwww” 
 
    “A fucking little bastard.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww howwww howww owwwww” 
 
    “Let this be a lesson to you.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwww oh owwwwwwww” 
 
    I stopped and surveyed my handiwork. It was certainly good. His bottom was starting to turn a nice shade of red now with some deeper crop marks. I had not finished, however. 
 
    “Do you think you’ve had enough, been punished enough?” I enquired playing with him a little, letting him think perhaps he’d got off more lightly than he had anticipated. It was not to be. 
 
    “Yes, please, Mistress, yes I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t, for a start, I haven’t punished you for Jake’s behaviour, yet.” 
 
    “Oh shit, oh God, ohhhhhh,” he cried a little anguished. 
 
    “Jake is a little bastard sometimes, he’s a childish little sulky toddler who needs a damn good spanking, like this.” 
 
    As soon as I thought of Jake’s various bad behaviours, I unleashed a volley of strokes on Mason’s poor red bottom. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Oh owww fuckkk fuckkkk” 
 
    “Jake is a baby, a big sad little baby.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww ohhhh owwww owwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww please ohhhh owwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    “He’s naughty, he’s willful and he deserves every stroke you are getting for him.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Noooo oh God noooo owwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww please oh please owwwwww” 
 
    “He’s a wimp, a pussy, who can’t take a spanking.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww my bottom owwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwww fuckkk fuckkkkkk” 
 
    “What a whiny little bitch he is.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhh owwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwww fuckk fuckkkkk” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww God oh Goddd owwwwww” 
 
    His backside was getting very red now and looked quite sore. I didn’t want to break the skin, so I eased back a little on it. I had given him a lot of strokes and my pussy was throbbing with desire. I couldn’t keep it up much longer, even if I wanted to. So, I decided to finish it with a dozen good strokes. 
 
    “Alright, Mason, now for your final twelve. Then your punishment will be over.” 
 
    He sighed a little. I checked his cock which was as hard as ever and I noticed some precum on the end. He was enjoying it, no matter how painful. 
 
    I lined up the crop. 
 
    “Let this be a lesson to you, Mason, to behave yourself in future. And let this be a lesson to you, Jake. This is what’s coming to you one day, and you know that it is.” 
 
    I took back the crop for the final part of the whipping. 
 
    “One” SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    “Two” SWISH CRACK “Oh God owwww owwwwwww” 
 
    “Three” SWISH CRACK “Owwww fuckkk fuckkk owwwww” 
 
    “Four” SWISH CRACK “Owww oh owwwww owwww” 
 
    “Five” SWISH CRACK “Owww my God owwww fuckkk shitttt” 
 
    “Six” SWISH CRACK “Owwwww fuckkkk owwwww owwwww” 
 
    Then just like that, Mason’s shoulders began to shake, and he started to sob.  
 
    “Ooooh hoooo hooo ooooh hoooo hooooo.” 
 
     I was terribly moved by this release of emotion and threw the crop to one side at once. I took hold of him gently. Perhaps because he was young, I felt moved to comfort him. 
 
    “Get up, now, come on, get up,” I said gently. 
 
    I sat on the chair and cradled his head to my bosom stroking his back. He was sobbing quite hard for a few moments, while I whispered quietly that it was OK. 
 
    “It’s done now, Mason, it’s done, it’s over,” I said several times until he had subsided. 
 
    Finally, he looked up at me with a tear-stained face. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress, I needed that, I really did.” 
 
    I tried not to laugh and embarrass him. It was a telling remark, but he did look funny saying it. 
 
    “It’s OK, you did so well, my darling, so very well.” 
 
    Before I could stop him, he prostrated himself and began to kiss my feet. Each toe delicately. 
 
    “I worship you, Mistress, you are so beautiful, so lovely, so harsh and so kind too,” he said between kisses. 
 
    I was quite overcome by this display as well as a little embarrassed myself. I felt it was time to call a halt, and get onto the sex part. 
 
    “Now, now, that’s enough, Mason, thank you. Get up and I think it’s time we all had some relief.” 
 
    He sat up on his haunches looking at me expectantly, his erection was unabated. 
 
    “Sit on the chair, Mason,” I said standing up myself. I went to the sideboard and opened a drawer. I pulled out the strap on I’d kept there for this evening. I had recently bought it. I started to slather it in lube as I walked to the centre of the room. 
 
    “Here is what is going to happen,” I said imperiously. “Jake, you are going to give Mason a blow job, and I am going to peg you.” 
 
    Jake opened his mouth and then closed it again thinking better of it. In any case his cock was dripping precum and he was obviously highly aroused by the whipping. 
 
    “Get on your knees, Jake, in front of Mason and suck him off.” 
 
    He stood there looking at me, quite stupidly. 
 
    “I said now!” 
 
    Jake moved, slowly, almost as if in a dream, knelt down and bent forward taking Mason’s cock into his mouth. Mason drew breath sharply as he did so. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Godddd, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, Goddd,” Mason said. 
 
    I got down myself behind Jake, kicking off my mules. And slowly began to insert the dildo into his backside. I slid in surprisingly easily. 
 
    “Ohhhh, fuckkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhh,” he cried as I began to fuck him. 
 
    “Don’t stop Jake, I need to you make Mason cum.” 
 
    Jake was sucking Mason like an expert. It made me wonder if he had done it before. Mason was crying out. 
 
    “Oh Godd, yess, yess, yesss, yesss.” 
 
    I was still fucking Jake and I reached in front to grab his cock and wank him at the same time. 
 
    “Ahhh, fuckkk, Delilahhhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhhhhh.” 
 
    The two of them filled the room with noise. 
 
    “Ahhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkk, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, ahhhhh, ahhhhhhh.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, fuckkk, Delilah, Oh God, oh fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkkk.” 
 
    I began to fuck and wank Jake harder and faster, he responded in kind with Mason. We made a strange trio as everything moved to a climax, except me. 
 
    “Ahhhh, fuckkk, Jake, oh Godddd, I’m cummmminnnng, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” Mason shouted out no doubt spunking hard into Jake’s mouth. 
 
    I felt Jake’s cock pulsing and the spunk wasn’t far behind, it shot out in great glops onto the carpet. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhh, fuckkkkkkk, you bitchhhhhh,” he cried out. 
 
    I responded by ramming hard into him and slapping his arse a couple of times 
 
    SMACK SMACK  
 
    “Ahhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Eventually, the two of them subsided and I withdrew the dildo, took it off and threw it aside. The spunk on the carpet could wait. I was going to fuck Mason, and nothing was going to prevent that. 
 
    Jake stood up and moved away. He looked red in the face and embarrassed. I was beyond caring, I had one desire to be fulfilled and my pussy was pent up with desire. I bent forward to Mason and began to wank his flaccid organ. It sprang to life at once. I knew he was young and would have a fast recycle time, thankfully. 
 
    “Now then, Mason, get hard for me, because I am going to fuck you. You know you want it, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, oh yes, Mistress, yes,” he cried joyfully as his cock went rock hard almost instantaneously at my words. 
 
    “Now I’m going to fuck you,” I said straddling him and inserting him into my wanton pussy which was still throbbing with need.  
 
    “Oh Goddddd, Mason, that’s so good,” I cried as I felt myself enfold his shaft and take it inside. It felt wonderful. Not stretchy but just nice. I began to fuck him slowly at first. 
 
    “Oh God, God, fuck, that’s good, ohhh, fuckkk, fuckkkk,” he cried. 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mason, mmmm, so nice, ahhhh fuckkk, yes.” 
 
    The sensations were coursing through me, and I could not prevent myself from going faster. I knew this was going to be quick but at the same time it was going to be a glorious orgasm, I could just feel it. 
 
    “Oh Mistress, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhh Godddd.” 
 
    “Oh Mason, I’m fucking you, I love fucking you, ohhhh Goddd, yesss, oh God yes, yes, yes, yes, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    The wave was cresting, and before I could stop it, it spilt over and crashed through me. 
 
    I literally screamed, “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk, Masonnnnnnnnnnn, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    As my muscles began to spasm and the wave upon wave ran through my body, Mason’s cock pulsed, and I felt his spunk filling up my pussy. It was wonderful. Beautiful in fact. I loved it. So much spunk and it felt amazing.  
 
    “Ahhhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh, ohhhh, I’m cumminnnng, Mistressss,” he shouted. 
 
    “I knowwwww, soooo gooodddd, ohhhhhhhhhhhh,” I replied still feeling the effects of the massive climax. 
 
    After a while, both of us came down from our high. Jake was nowhere to be seen but I didn’t care. I had had pretty much everything I wanted out of the session. I ruffled Mason’s hair and gave him a brief kiss, before getting off him. Later I would let him fuck me while I bent over the sofa, the back of the armchair and lying on the floor. I had him another five times and I didn’t give two hoots if Jake heard it or not. 
 
    Finally, sated beyond belief, I let Mason go. We said goodbye and I gave him a long lingering kiss. 
 
    “Will I ever see you again?” he asked me at the door.  
 
    “Maybe, I’m not making any promises. Try to behave yourself, darling. Don’t you dare ever steal any money again or I will give you a caning next time and you won’t sit down for two weeks.” 
 
    I don’t know where that came from, but it just entered my head. He looked at me and could tell I was serious. He smiled at the thought. 
 
    “I won’t,” he said. “I hope you do call me.” 
 
    “No promises.” 
 
    As I shut the door on him, I wondered if I really would ever call him up again for another cuckboy session. There was something about him. His submissiveness and youth were a great combination. Perhaps I would, one day. But for this day, I went and cleaned up Jake’s spunk, got into bed and snuggled up to him. He pretended to be asleep but did not push me away. I would find out what he really thought when I read his diary. On which note, I fell into a satisfied sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake’s Diary 
 
    Fucking Delilah. Why must she persist in this behaviour? She is tempting me, like the devil herself. I want it so badly. I want to be punished by her. She has no idea how close I came to consenting to a whipping from her with the crop. 
 
    Then when she slapped my face. I wanted her to do it again, over and over until my face was red and stinging. My cock was so hard, so wanton. What a fucking slut I am. A man whore like she says. I am a bad person with bad desires that I cannot control. I am a disgrace, a dirty perverted bastard. 
 
    I watched my wife whipping Mason and all I could think of was wishing it was me. I also wanted to fuck Mason. I wanted to feel his cock in me, fucking me hard, so hard. I hate myself for these feelings. I should not be feeling this way. I am a shameful man. Shameful. I hate myself for these feelings. 
 
    I looked up bisexual the other day. That is me but I don’t want it to be me. I cannot deal with this stuff. It’s perverted. It’s wrong. My mother always told me I was a dirty boy and I’d end up with another man. She said I should be ashamed if I ever do, and I am. She is right. I am nothing but a disgusting depraved person. 
 
    Yet I have such strong desires. I loved sucking Mason’s cock, swallowing his spunk. I loved it so much. I was so jealous that Delilah fucked him. I heard them. It should have been me. I want that. I loved the pegging she gave me. I just wished it was Mason’s cock and not her dildo.  
 
    She doesn’t know what I’ve been doing. After that last session, I started using tinder and having guys suck my cock. I’ve been sucking theirs and taking it up the arse. I’m a whore, a slut, a bad person. Fuck my life. Why did I end up like this?  
 
    She must never know how much I want her to spank me, hard, uncompromising. I want to be dominated by her. I want it so much. That is shameful. I am not a proper man. She must never know how much I want everything she is offering me. She must never ever know.   
 
    *** 
 
    

  

 
   
    Cuckboy gets caned (Book 4) 
 
    When I read Jake’s latest diary entry, which of course I had to, I felt as if the wind had been sucked out of me. It was a sucker punch in the gut. Jake had been going on tinder and seeing other men, without telling me. How could he have done it?  
 
    I told myself over and over how I was being an utter hypocrite when I’d been fucking other men in front of him and spanking them too. I tried to reconcile it, but it was hard, it hurt. What is sauce for the goose as they say, but I didn’t want it to be sauce for him. I wanted to spank him then, so badly. I wanted to put him across my knee and give his backside such a tanning. I knew of course I was wrong, and I wouldn’t be doing so. At least not yet. But there would be payback for this, in the future.  
 
    It was perhaps the fact he had concealed it which made it so hurtful. At least I had the decency to cuckold him in front of his face. Though to be fair, I had not told him about whipping Mason in the equestrian store or giving him a blow job. Not until it came out in the last spanking session. 
 
    And that was a glorious spanking session indeed. I loved every moment of it. Every minute of the whipping I delivered to Mason’s bottom. It was so red, striped and I bet it stung like mad. I hope so. Not because I’m particularly a sadist but what is the point of a spanking if not to make it sting? In any case, Mason had been stealing and he deserved to be punished, I felt. Hopefully, my dire warning about a caning would be sure he didn’t do it again. 
 
    Still angry about Jake, I decided to visit my favourite shoe shop. I love shoes, and I love feet. Female feet. I have nice sexy feet. Jake likes them and so have all the men I fucked while cucking him. Bare feet are sexy, and I often like to walk around the house without shoes. I also have plenty of nice sandals with heels, and mules. Some of these are now part of my Mistress gear. No matter how many shoes one has, there is always room for more. The shoe shop I love sells heels and all sorts of other lovely shoes. They make me feel very sexy when I wear them. Buying shoes would calm me down. 
 
    I drove to the mall, and then wandered along the rows of shoes contemplating what to buy. Some thong sandals caught my eye. I had thought about these before and now I really wanted a pair. They would be ideal for spanking and with Jake’s bottom at the forefront of my mind I decided to select some in earnest.  
 
    There were many to choose from, but I liked the ones with a hard but slightly flexible sole, and thin straps. I lightly tapped a few in the palm of my hand wondering which ones would sting the most. In the end, I chose a pair with pink thongs and one with black thongs too. They had thin synthetic soles, but I felt sure they would deliver a good spanking. Naturally, I was very turned on by the idea. I bought them, then immediately rushed home and wore them around the house, feeling utterly horny. 
 
    In my mind, I could see myself taking off the sandal, and spanking Jake’s bare bottom. The image was so strong I ran upstairs to the bedroom. I sat on the bed, took off the right sandal and imagined Jake was standing right in front of me, naked. I would tap the sole of the sandal lightly in my palm and order him across my knee. Then I would run the sandal lightly over the bare skin of his buttocks. He would be anticipating the first spank and so would I. It would be thrilling. The thought of it sent shivers down my spine. 
 
    I knelt on the bed and ran the sole of the sandal over my own bottom, to feel the sensation. It was as sexy as fuck. My pussy began to swell with desire. Without thinking, I lifted the sandal, and delivered six smart spanks to my own bare behind, three on each cheek. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    Oh God, the sensation was amazing. The sting of it and the sexual rush which ran through me. My fingers went down to my dripping pussy, and I began to finger myself while I spanked my bottom again. I liked it so much the first time. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    It felt deliciously naughty, incredibly arousing. I never realised how much it would do that. 
 
    “Oh fuck, oh God, oh my God, fuck, fuck, oh, shit, oh my God, oh,” I cried out as my fingers worked faster and faster through the slick wetness of my folds. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    I couldn’t stop, the sensation was amazing. I loved the feel of it, the sting of it. I cried out as I began to wank myself faster and more furiously. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh, oh God, God, God, God, oh, oh….” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    The last six smacks precipitated one of the hardest orgasms I’d ever had. I practically screamed as the waves rushed through me and I pitched forward onto the bed. 
 
    “Oh God, oh, oh, oh God, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhh, fuckkkk, oh, fuckkkkk, ahhhhh, oh my GODDDDDDDD, Oh, oh, oh, ohh, ohhh, ohhhh, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk.” 
 
    I lay on the bed feeling the afterglow of my self spanking session and from the amazing climax, I had experienced. It gave me food for thought. If I enjoyed it that much, then no wonder I liked doling it out. Also, perhaps there might be room for me to experience a spanking myself, sometime, somewhere, but definitely not from Jake. Possibly not even from a man. The thought of being spanked by a woman turned me on, now it had popped into my head. I shelved it for another day.  
 
    The sandals were excellent and would certainly be effective when I got to use them. I put them neatly on the floor and lay down for a post-orgasm nap. I had not long been asleep when I was rudely awakened by the phone. I fumbled for it and bleary-eyed saw that it was Mason. This was a surprise. I wasn’t expecting to hear from him at all. 
 
    “Mason?” I said answering it. 
 
    “Mistress,” he said as soon he heard my voice. 
 
    “Silly boy, you don’t have to call me that now, we’re not having a spanking session,” I laughed. 
 
    “I do,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Oh?” he sounded subdued. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Come on, Mason, whatever it is you can tell me,” I said lightly although I was starting to wake up and had a sneaking suspicion about what he wanted. 
 
    “I… I’ve done something, something I shouldn’t have,” he told me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Something you told me I wasn’t to do,” he continued in a tone which sounded as if he was ashamed. 
 
    “What did you do? Mason?” I said a little more severely. 
 
    There was a little more hesitation and then it came out in a rush. 
 
    “I stole some money… again… from the till.” 
 
    I said nothing. I was, if I am honest, a little shocked by this disclosure. 
 
    “Mistress?” he said when I didn’t speak. 
 
    “How much?” I asked him. 
 
    “One hundred…” he trailed off. 
 
    “Why, why did you do that?” I couldn’t help but be frustrated after I had told him not to do it again. 
 
    “I… I don’t know.” 
 
    I was thinking, rather quickly. My initial surprise was turning into anger. How dare he defy me like that?  
 
    “What are you doing now?” I asked him. 
 
    “I… nothing it’s a half-day.” 
 
    “Right, well you are to come to my house right away, do you understand, right now and be quick about it!”  
 
    He could hear the fury in my tone, I’m sure. There was nothing for it, punishment was immediately on my mind.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed, Mason. When you arrive, you’ll be going over my knee for a damn good spanking.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Now get over here!” 
 
    *** 
 
    I put on my robe, since I had been lying naked in the bed. I also put on the pink thong sandals. They would be getting used in earnest a lot sooner than I expected. I made myself a cup of tea and settled down to wait. I was completely furious with Mason, and he was going to feel my wrath. By the time the doorbell rang, I had built up quite a head of steam. 
 
    I opened the door, and he was looking at me, with a tentative smile. I didn’t smile back, and his face fell. 
 
    “Get in here, now!” I ordered him peremptorily. 
 
    He did so and I practically slammed the door behind him. Before he knew what I was about I seized his ear lobe and led him inexorably to the living room. I don’t know what came over me but the thought he had disobeyed suddenly turned me into an absolute bitch.  
 
    “Owwww,” he protested. 
 
    “Shut up, you little wanker,” I said. “You are in serious trouble, my lad, serious trouble indeed.” 
 
    Once in the living room, I closed the door, led him, still by the ear, to the centre of the room. 
 
    “Stay there and don’t you dare move,” I commanded him.  
 
    His face was already quite woebegone, and he looked a little tearful. My reaction had perhaps not been quite what he expected. I was in no mood to be conciliatory. 
 
    I picked up the spanking chair and placed it in the centre of the room, then stood in front of him. 
 
    “How dare you, Mason, how dare you disobey me!” I said to him. Then almost without conscious thought I raised my hand and delivered four well-placed slaps to his cheeks. 
 
    SLAP “Owwwww” 
 
    SLAP “Ohhhhh” 
 
    SLAP “AHHHHH” 
 
    SLAP “Owwwwwww” 
 
    Tears did start to his eyes at this treatment, but I ignored them.  
 
    “How could you steal money again, when I had expressly told you not to? What possessed you to do it? Mason?” 
 
    My tone did soften a little as my anger started to cool. Nevertheless, he wouldn’t be being let off the hook that was for sure. 
 
    “I don’t know, I needed the money, I’m sorry, Mistress… I didn’t mean to.” 
 
    “Didn’t mean to? Of course, you meant to, you don’t just steal money by accident. I told you to ask me and instead, you took money like a common thief.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whispered. 
 
    “Sorry isn’t good enough, not after I forbade you to do it. What do you think should happen to you now?” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “A spanking,” he said quietly. 
 
    “I can’t hear you, Mason” 
 
    “A spanking, Mistress,” he said much louder this time. 
 
    “Yes, a spanking, and that is exactly what you are going to get.” 
 
    I sat down on the chair, reached down and took off my right sandal, just as I had imagined it. Even though I was still angry, I experienced a rush of arousal with this action. I very deliberately tapped the sole of the sandal in my left hand while watching him. He regarded it with fascination. 
 
    “I just bought these today,” I told him. “I wasn’t expecting to be using them so soon, but it turns out it was very fortunate I did. Now I am going to christen them on your bare bottom with a spanking you won’t soon forget.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I watched him remove his clothing, cast it aside. I experienced once more the absolute desire for him once I saw him naked. However, first, he was going to be properly and fully punished. I was determined upon that. I waited a few moments more, letting my wrath simmer down. 
 
    “Come here, and get over my knee,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He settled himself across my lap, and when I had arranged him in a good position, I began to lightly run the sole of the sandal over his naked buttocks. They quivered a little in anticipation, and if I’m honest so did I, inside. I felt my pussy start to go damp.  
 
    “You are a bad boy, Mason. I’m doing what your mother should have done a long time ago. A few bare bottom spankings might have saved you one today. Now you are going to face the consequences of your actions, you little thief.” 
 
    I lifted the sandal and smacked it down smartly on first one buttock, then the other. Not rushed, but deliberate and hard. I lifted it off right away each time and two nice red marks appeared on his buttocks. 
 
    SMACK “Owwwwwwww” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhh” 
 
    The sound was amazing as it echoed around the room. It was horny as fuck, and my anger was at war with the desire which giving him a spanking was already starting to engender within me. 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhh” SMACK “AHHHHH” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Oh fuck” 
 
    SMACK “Owww shitttt” SMACK “Owww owww owww” 
 
    I was spanking hard, but not as hard as I was certainly intending to build up to. This was just a warmup while I got the measure of the sandal. It certainly felt good in my hand, holding it by the heel. The sole covered each buttock cheek well. It was already turning his bottom pink. 
 
    “When I tell you not to do something then you don’t do it, is that understood?” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWW” SMACK “Ahhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Oh oh oh oh” SMACK “Owww owww” 
 
    “I SMACK said SMACK is that SMACK understood? SMACK.” 
 
    “Owww, yes, yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Well, you obviously didn’t understand it that well, because you went ahead and stole money again! You little shit!” 
 
    On a whim, I changed my pace a little delivering four harder spanks in quick succession and then a pause. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Ohhh owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “OWWWW” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Oh owww fuckkkkk” 
 
    It was effective. He winced with each spanking volley, and I loved the reaction. Watching the sandal smack down and make his bottom increasingly red was turning me on. The sound of each spank was delicious to my ears. I began scolding him in earnest. 
 
    “You little thieving bastard.” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    “How dare you? You disobedient brat!” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Owwww ahhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Oh oww how how how howww” 
 
    “You SMACK deserve SMACK SMACK. Every bit SMACK of this SMACK spanking SMACK I’m SMACK giving you SMACK SMACK SMACK.” 
 
    “Oh, owwww owwww it hurts, owwwwww,” he complained. 
 
    I was unmoved. His bottom was getting soundly walloped whether he liked it or not. I certainly did like doing it as it happens. 
 
    “Good SMACK SMACK. I am happy SMACK SMACK it hurts SMACK SMACK. It’s meant to SMACK SMACK. Until you’ve learned SMACK SMACK your lesson SMACK SMACK.” 
 
    “Owww howwww, owwwwww, owwwwww, Mistress, owwwwww.” 
 
    His bottom was now a nice shade of red. I’d given him a lot of spanks so far and I was starting to feel that it might at least be somewhat effective.  
 
    “You may well say OW, Mason, because you need to understand in the strongest possible way that you don’t steal, and you do not defy me!” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Owww nooooo” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Ohhhh owwwww” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Ohhhh Mistressssss” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Owww oh owwww owwwww” 
 
    He was beginning to sound tearful now and I was determined to spank him to tears. He needed it and he needed to learn his lesson well, so I continued. Besides I was enjoying it too much to stop. Whether this was a good or bad thing I didn’t want to think.  
 
    “You SMACK will SMACK learn SMACK never to SMACK steal SMACK. Never SMACK do you SMACK understand? SMACK.” 
 
    “Owwww, yesss, owwww, yesss I dooo, please, owwwww.” 
 
    “I am going to teach you a lesson you will certainly remember, do you understand? You little brat, you little shit!” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Noooooooo” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “Owwwww owwww owwwww” 
 
    The sandal had found its natural second use as I spanked him a little harder. 
 
    “I SMACK am SMACK your SMACK Mistress SMACK and I will SMACK not be crossed SMACK or defied SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK.” 
 
    “Owwwww owwwwww owwwwww” 
 
    There was a sob in his voice and a few more smacks would do it, I knew. I would make them very hard, just to drive the lesson home. 
 
    “How dare you be so disobedient to me!” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwwww” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Owww ohhhhh” SMACK “Owwww owwww” 
 
    “You are a disgraceful, willful, naughty little boy!” 
 
    It was working, he was almost howling now as the sole of the sandal kissed his bottom each time. 
 
    SMACK “Ohhh owwwww” SMACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhh owwwww” SMACK “Ow please please owww owwww” 
 
    “I am so disappointed in you. You shitty shitty disrespectful little brat!” 
 
    SMACK “Nooo” SMACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Please owwwww” SMACK “Oh Godd owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Godddddd” SMACK “Fuckkkkkkk” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhh owwwww” SMACK “Owwwwww owwww” 
 
    Then just as I had anticipated he burst into floods of tears. 
 
    “Ooooh hoooo, I’m sorry, Mistress, ooooh hoooo, owwwww, ohhhh hooooo…” 
 
    He sobbed his heart out over my knee. I put the sandal down and lightly ran my hand over his bottom. It was warm and a nice shade of crimson. I had certainly not been holding back and the sandal had made a lasting impression. I knew from trying it myself how much each spank would sting, and so his bottom must surely be throbbing. I was happy to have achieved such an effect. I let him sob it out while I stroked his back. I was no longer angry, although if he thought this was the end of it, he was very much mistaken. There would be no more for today, however, at least. 
 
    Once he had recovered, I said gently. 
 
    “Get up, Mason, go and stand facing the wall. Put your hands on the wall and stay there until I say you can stop.” 
 
    He did so, and I resisted the urge to cuddle him. I wanted him to feel the effect of his punishment for a bit longer. However, in the meantime, some of my own needs had to be satisfied. I went over to the drawer where I now kept spanking things and some toys. In there was one of my favourite rabbits. I took it and sat back down on the chair. 
 
    “Don’t you dare turn around, Mason, or you’ll be over my knee for another dose of the sandal,” I told him. 
 
    He didn’t answer but kept his face firmly facing the wall. 
 
    I turned on the vibrator and saw his muscles tense. I inserted it into my wet pussy. It slipped in beautifully until the fronds were touching my clit. 
 
    “Oh God, oh my God,” I cried out at once. The rabbit wouldn’t take long to do its work, not with me being so aroused. “Oh my fucking God, oh, oh, oh, oh.” 
 
    I could see him straining a little, and no doubt his cock would be hard by now, listening to me pleasuring myself. The vibrations sent sensations all the way up through my body it was delicious. The spanking was replaying in my mind, and I was very close to orgasm in moments. 
 
    “Oh my God, oh, Mason, you naughty boy, oh, oh, fuck, oh God, ohhhh, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk, I gave you such a spanking, oh my Goddddddd, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    The climax cascaded through me wave after wave. The rabbit always did it to me but with added heightened arousal from doling out the spanking. I closed my eyes and laid back letting it take me, moaning softly, until I could stand it no more. I switched it off and allowed myself to recover. When I opened my eyes again, Mason was still standing with his hands on the wall. 
 
    I put down the vibrator. 
 
    “Good boy, Mason, for doing what you are told for a change,” I said. “Now come here, over to me, come on.” 
 
    He turned and I could see his cock was hard as a rock. It was slick with precum. His face was tearstained but there was also a good degree of lust in them too, which I presumed was over me. I opened my robe so he could see my naked breasts and body. This served to make his cock even more rigid. 
 
    “Come here and kneel down.” 
 
    He did so and watched me intently. 
 
    “Kiss my feet,” I told him. 
 
    He obeyed lifting each foot in turn and putting it down again, kissing each toe, up the side and all around the ankle. I enjoyed it immensely. I loved the feeling of dominance it gave me over him, a grown man at my feet, worshipping my body in that way. If only I could get Jake to do the same, I felt my life would be complete. 
 
    “Now tell me you are sorry, for what you did, and you had better mean it. Or I’ll take my sandal to you again and you won’t want that.” 
 
    He looked very much as if he’d definitely not want a repeat of the spanking he had just endured. I had certainly laid it on him, and I had enjoyed every spank. It was visceral for me and hugely erotically sexual too. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress, for stealing and for disobeying you. I was wrong and I deserved the spanking,” he said. 
 
    I scrutinised him for a moment, but he seemed to be genuine. 
 
    “Yes, you did, and I hope you are sorry.” 
 
    “I truly am. Really, I promise you, Mistress. I mean it. I was wrong and I am sorry for making you angry and for taking the money.” 
 
    I decided he had taken his spanking very well and perhaps deserved a reward. I could see from his cock that he needed some relief. 
 
    “Very well, I can see your cock needs some servicing. Let me put you out of your misery, lie down in front of me on your back.” 
 
    He lay down and I put my toes around his shaft, grasping it tightly. This was something I’d been wanting to try for a while having read it in an erotic story. The dominant woman had spanked a younger man, a bit like Mason, and then had foot fucked him afterwards. It sounded so horny I had been waiting for the opportunity to do it. It was every bit as good as I hoped it would be. 
 
    “Oh God, Mistress, oh fuck, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk.” 
 
    I began to wank him slowly with my feet and then getting faster. I enjoyed the sensation of his cock between my toes. I felt in control, and it was a nice feeling. 
 
    “Oh, Mistress, ohhhh, ohhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkk, ohhhh, fuckkkkk.” 
 
    I suspected it wouldn’t take long to bring him off, and it didn’t. A few more strokes up and down with my feet and his spunk came spurting out while his whole frame shuddered with his orgasm. The spunk covered my feet, but I had plans for that eventuality. He was crying out with the release. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, Goddddd, ohhhhh, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    When he had finished and his climax had subsided, I said, “Now lick your spunk off my feet, nice and clean.” 
 
    He obliged willingly, taking his time, licking my feet slowly and gently as if really savouring them. I became aroused all over again. When my feet were clean, I pushed myself forward and opened my legs. I wanted him, and I wanted his tongue. 
 
    “Now my pussy,” I said softly. 
 
    He needed no second bidding but buried his head between my legs. His tongue began an insistent lapping of my already soaking wet pussy. I knew I would cum almost immediately. 
 
    “Oh God, yes, Mason, oh God, God, that was a really good spanking, I loved it, oh, oh, oh, Mason, Mason, Masonnn, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ohhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I shuddered as wave after wave washed through me until I had to push his head away. It was glorious, beautiful. Giving the spanking had simply enhanced all my senses. After my orgasm had calmed down, I led him by the hand and took him to the sofa. I cuddled him gently so that he had some aftercare. 
 
    “Is your bottom sore?” I asked him after a while. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, very sore.” 
 
    He nodded and shot me a rueful smile. 
 
    “Good, it’s no more than you deserved.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    After a few more moments, I dropped the little bombshell which I had been saving until after the spanking. He was probably not going to like it, but this was not the end of his punishment as he was about to discover. 
 
    “Do you remember, Mason, what I said to you, what I would do if you stole again?” I asked him. I sat up and took his hands in mine. “Do you?” 
 
    He shook his head and then looked at me. Then he did recall it and his eyes widened. 
 
    “You said I would get a caning, Mistress, but surely…” he said slowly. 
 
    I smiled at him.  
 
    “Surely I didn’t mean it? Yes, I did, and the bad news is that you are still going to get that caning.” 
 
    He looked slightly chagrined but tried not to show it. No doubt he didn’t want a caning after the spanking he’d just had.  
 
    “But, Mistress, you…” 
 
    I put up my hand. 
 
    “I spanked you, yes, but you are still going to get what I promised you. You are going to get the cane. Your Mistress keeps her promises, Mason, and this is one I am very much looking forward to keeping.” 
 
    He swallowed hard at this. I squeezed his hands gently. Put one hand on his cheek and stroked it.  
 
    “When?” 
 
    I paused. I hadn’t actually got a cane so that would be a reprieve for him while I obtained one. 
 
    “When I say… in a few days.” 
 
    He sighed, in a resigned sort of way. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I felt it needed at least a little explanation. 
 
    “You need to learn, Mason, that you can’t steal, and you cannot disobey me. I’m going to cane you so that you thoroughly learn the lesson. I also keep my promises as you will find out.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He dropped his eyes. 
 
    I felt a little for him. He looked quite forlorn.  
 
    “Oh, come here, darling.” I kissed him then for a while, holding him, embracing him, just to reassure him I suppose that I didn’t hate him.  
 
    “It’s for your own good, you know that don’t you?” I told him at length. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “I care for you, Mason. I wouldn’t be doing this otherwise. I’ve not done it to any other cuckboy, so think of yourself as special. Alright then. Come on, let’s get you showered and cleaned up. If you are good, I will let you fuck me in the shower.” 
 
    “Please Mistress, I would love that, if you would allow it.” 
 
    *** 
 
    I did let Mason fuck me in the shower. I couldn’t help it. He aroused me in so many ways.  
 
    There I was with my hands against the shower glass, pushing out my bottom and my legs apart. Mason’s nice hard cock was pounding me hard while the hot water poured over us. 
 
    “Oh God, Mason, oh yes, harder, harder, my darling, yes, fuck me, that’s it, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh God.” 
 
    “Oh Mistress, oh fuck, oh yes, oh God, God, ahhhhh, fuckkkkk, ahhhhh.” 
 
    I reached down fingering myself feeling his cock driving home with each thrust rocking my body while he grabbed my hips to go even faster. 
 
    “Oh God, Masonnnnn, ohhhhhhh, ahhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhh my Goddddd, Masonnnnnnnn, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I screamed as we climaxed together. 
 
    “Oh Mistress, oh I’m cummminggggg, oh, Mistresssss, ohhhhhhh, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkk.” 
 
    His spunk filled me while his cock pulsed within me until we both were sated. I washed him clean, and he washed me. It was a beautiful moment after the spanking session we had just had.  
 
    Then I sent him home, after kissing him again. He was a sweet kisser, and the thing is that I liked him. He needed taking in hand though, and the lot had fallen on me. I was determined to cure him of his stealing. I told him I would be in touch soon and that he had best not dare to even think about stealing. He reassured me he wouldn’t and that his very sore bottom would remind him. I smiled and hoped it was true.  
 
    My next mission was to procure myself a cane. I went online, naturally, to find a bewildering array of canes available. I had read that one should get a rattan cane, and they came in various sizes and diameters. In the end, I opted for a thinner whippy metre long cane with a straight bound handle. Although the school style ones appealed to me, I felt that the straight one would probably be easier to use. After all, it was my first purchase too of such an implement, I could always get more if I wanted. Well, satisfied I could hardly wait to receive it but instead forced myself back into work mode. This was easier said than done, since I had memories of the spanking I had just given Mason surfacing quite often. This made me wet and horny and want to wank myself off several times over. But I refrained. 
 
    To be fair I was feeling very horny while wearing a very short skirt with no knickers, a t-shirt and my new sandals when Jake returned home. He noticed the sandals at once when he came into the kitchen where I was preparing dinner. 
 
    “Are those new?” he asked me putting his arms around me. It always felt nice when he did that. I turned my head up to kiss him. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Very sexy!” 
 
    I knew Jake loved my feet. I just wanted him to love them in the way Mason did, kneeling in front of them and kissing them in submission. I held my peace though and continued with the cooking. 
 
    Jake went upstairs to change and came down with just a dressing gown on. This was immediately arousing knowing he had nothing underneath. I was perhaps a precursor to something more, and I was not wrong. 
 
    “How long is dinner going to be?” he asked as his hands came up to my breasts. 
 
    I gasped as I love him touching them and my nipples grew hard under the ministrations of his thumbs. 
 
    “Oh, a little while yet,” I replied. 
 
    “Oh good!” 
 
    Without warning my skirt was lifted and his hand moved down to my pussy. I was instantly wet though taken by surprise, but in a good way. Those are the kinds of surprises I like from Jake. 
 
    “Oh God, fuckkkkk, Jakkeee, you are so bad.” 
 
    “Mmmm, but you love it don’t you?” he growled in my ear.  
 
    "Ah, yes, ohhhh, yes, I do, oh my God, Jake, oh Jake, Jake!!!” 
 
    I felt his hard cock between my thighs and opened them even wider to let him in. I pushed my bottom back and leaned over the counter to give him access. Without further ado he rammed it home, I cried out loving the assertiveness of it. There was no preamble but sometimes it’s just what I wanted, and he seemed to want it as well. 
 
    “Oh God, Jake!!! Ohhhhhhhh.” 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you, Delilah, the way you need to be fucked,” he said starting to thrust. 
 
    I was beyond rational thought as his cock began to slide into me and out again. All I could feel was the sensations overtaking me.  
 
    “Oh, Jake, oh, ohhhhh, ohhhh, fuckkkk, Jakkkkkeee, ohhhhhh, oh God, oh God, oh God, Jake, oh Goddddd.” 
 
    I was crying out with every thrust while he grunted and started to go faster and harder. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me, fuck me, Jake, oh God, yes, yes, yes!” 
 
    “I’m fucking you, you bitch, you slut, you little whore,” he said growling. “You cuckolding little fucking bitch!” 
 
    “Oh Jake, oh God, you bastard, ohhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, oh God, fuckkkkkk, you bastard, ohhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock was stretching me, pushing in hard and then out. It felt amazing. Just the absolute horniness of doing it in the kitchen like that. 
 
    “Take it bitch! Take my hard cock, you know you want it.” 
 
    “Ahhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkk.” 
 
    Even though ordinarily I wouldn’t want him to call me those names, I was indescribably turned on at that moment. I was out of it, every word he said was incredibly horny and I was very close to orgasm. The feeling of him dominating me like that was different, and I found I also liked it. 
 
    “Oh God, yes, yes, Jake, Jake, ohhhhh, I love you, I love youuuuuu, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    The wave burst inside me and through me. I began to climax, and my muscles began to tense and untense. While Jake continued to pound me harder and harder. 
 
    “Oh God, Delilahhhhhh youuuuuu bitchhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock was pulsing then, and his spunk filled me up. I loved that feeling, his strings of creamy spunk in my wet wet pussy.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh Jake, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh.” 
 
    My climax renewed itself once he started to cum inside me. It took us both some time to climb down from the high. Eventually, he withdrew, and I turned around to kiss him. He had a cheeky grin on his face as if he’d done something very special. In a way he had. He had certainly shown me a new side to him and one I quite liked, at least while we were having sex. 
 
    I kissed him and held him close, then shooed him to a chair while I finished the dinner. I ladled out the stew I had been making, some mash and steamed broccoli. I put a plate in front of him and he looked at it appreciatively. 
 
    “You are lucky it’s not burnt,” I said smiling. 
 
    He grunted a note of thanks and started to eat with gusto. Evidently, the sex had given him an appetite. 
 
    I sat down opposite and ate my portion a little more daintily. 
 
    After a while, and when we had both finished, I said conversationally, “I actually bought these sandals for a specific purpose, other than to turn you on.” 
 
    He shot me a look. 
 
    “Don’t tell me,” he said with a sigh. 
 
    “Oh, you know, you’ve guessed, darling. I got them for spanking your bottom.” 
 
    He grimaced. 
 
    “How many times are we going to go over this?” 
 
    “I ought to give you a spanking too for calling me all those names.” 
 
    I was teasing, of course, but he looked a little disconcerted. 
 
    “You liked it, you certainly sounded that way.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, but you need to know your place,” I said implacably. 
 
    “And what place is that?” 
 
    “At my feet, and you will be there one day, kissing them.” 
 
    He laughed and snorted. 
 
    “In your dreams!” 
 
    This was the banter we now had, but his diary told a different story. Every time we brought this up, I was on the brink of telling him I knew and then I chickened out. Somehow it wasn’t the right time. 
 
    “Well, I already christened the sandals as it goes.” I smiled sweetly. 
 
    “What? On who?” 
 
    “On Mason. You remember Mason. He stole more money, so I made him come around today and I gave him a bloody sound spanking.” 
 
    “Right,” he said. “I suppose you fucked him?” 
 
    “I gave him a foot job. Then, yes, I fucked him in the shower.” 
 
    “Fuck!” he exclaimed sounding annoyed. 
 
    “Would you like a foot job too?” I enquired. 
 
    “Bitch.” 
 
    “Careful,” I warned him. We weren’t having sex anymore and he wasn’t going to be allowed to disrespect me. I had already slapped his face before now for saying something like that. 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “Just what I said.” 
 
    He made a face, got up and cleared the dishes, and bent down to put them in the dishwasher. I seized my chance with his bare bottom exposed. I picked up a wooden spoon off the counter and delivered six spanks to his bottom. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Hey!” Jake stood up and caught my wrist with the spoon in it. 
 
    “That was for calling me a bitch!” I told him. 
 
    “Damn it! I said I don’t agree with you spanking me!”  
 
    “Let go of me, Jake.” 
 
    He dropped my wrist. 
 
    “Sorry, it was a reflex reaction.” 
 
    I tapped the spoon in my palm. 
 
    “You know and I know that one day you are going to be over my knee for a spanking, why don’t you just accept it?” 
 
    “Never!” he snapped. 
 
    “In any case, very shortly I’ll be getting the cane I ordered. Mason is going to get a caning and you will be there to watch.” 
 
    “Honestly, Delilah, you have an obsession, perhaps you need help!” 
 
    “I don’t need help, Jake, I just need you to realise that your place in the world is to submit to me.” 
 
    He flung out of the room at this. 
 
    “I’m going to watch TV!” 
 
    “You can fuck me again when you’ve stopped being grumpy,” I said to his retreating back. 
 
    I had learned not to get mad at him. There was going to be payback. I finished up in the kitchen and went into the living room where he was watching sport. I went to my special drawer and pulled out a hardcover book. I sat down nearby and started to write. He flicked a suspicious glance at me. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m writing down what you did today, how you disrespected me and the words you called me. It’s a record of your misdemeanours so that when you finally submit to a spanking, I’ll remember to spank you for them.” 
 
    “Write what you want,” he scoffed. “Ain’t going to happen.” 
 
    I simply smiled at him finished writing and put the book back in its place. I knew he would look at it later. I knew it would turn him on. He could deny it all he wanted but I was sure that one day, it would all come to a head. I just wasn’t sure how. On that day would be a reckoning for his bottom which he would not soon forget. 
 
    *** 
 
    A few days late the cane arrived. I removed it from its packaging tingling with excitement. I ran my fingers up and down the smooth round surface. It was a beautiful thing. When I hefted it, it felt so good in my hand nicely balanced too. A few experimental swishes made a delicious sound as it cut through the air. I took it upstairs and arranged a cushion in the position of someone bending over. Then I tried a few strokes. I had read up on caning and knew that one had to make sure the end of the cane was centred on one of the buttocks. If not, it would wrap around and cause some damage. 
 
    I had also read that a spanking first warms up the bottom and reduces the bruising. I loved the sound as I delivered a few mock strokes with the cane to the cushion imagining it was Jake’s bottom as I did so. I became horny at once. I was dying to use it for real. In short order, I had to relieve myself of the pent up need that using the cane had built up. 
 
    I lay back on the bed, holding the cane with one hand and wanking off with the other. I ran my fingers up and down the shaft of the cane, holding it as if it was a cock, mimicking the masturbating action. Meanwhile, my other hand found my clit. 
 
    “Oh, God, oh fuck, ohhhh, fuck, fuck, oh God, oh fuck, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    My hand on the cane moved faster while images flashed through my mind of the caning I would give to Mason. His bottom striped with cane marks as each stroke fell. 
 
    “Oh God, fuck, oh my, oh God, ohhhhh, fuckkk, ohhhh, ohhhh, fuck, ahhhhh.” 
 
    Unable to hold back the tide, my nipples went hard, and my toes curled as I started to cum. 
 
    “Ahhh, fuckkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, oh God, oh my God, oh God, ohhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    The images were so horny, I could hardly imagine how I would feel when I caned Mason for real. I knew it would be soon. As I lay there panting, I contemplated the excitement of the caning to come. It would be wonderful, at least for me. 
 
    I put the cane away and determined on a date and time the following week for Mason’s caning. Then I texted him a photo of the cane. 
 
    “This is waiting for you Mason, darling, this is the time and day you must arrive xxxxx” 
 
    I tempered it with an endearment. I felt that would perhaps make him feel better about the impending fate of his bottom. 
 
    Then over the course of the week, I texted him each day in the following vein. 
 
    “Only four more days until your sound bare bottom caning. I’m looking forward to it. Xxxxx” 
 
    “Only three more days until your bare bottom feels the sting of my cane, my sweet. Xxxxx” 
 
    “Only two more days and then your bottom is going to be properly punished with a sound caning. Xxxxx” 
 
    “Tomorrow is your caning. I can hardly wait. Don’t be late, my darling. I’ll be waiting for you and so will my cane. Xxxxx” 
 
    I wanted to build up his anticipation and although he did not answer, I was sure it would have an effect. It certainly did on me. I grew wet when I sent the texts and thought about the caning to come. 
 
    On the appointed day, I prepared myself with care. I had a bath, washed and dried my hair. I straightened it nicely and put on a little makeup. I painted my toenails and fingernails scarlet. Then I put on a red satin wired corset which pushed up my breasts nicely. It was inlaid with fine patterns and looked quite beautiful and sexy. I put on high heeled red mules to complete things and play the part of a Mistress. I must admit I did look every inch a dominatrix. In the living room, I placed the spanking chair in the centre with the cane and my pink sandals on it.  
 
    I had told Jake that morning to be sure to be home on time and I texted him again. 
 
    “Don’t forget, today is Mason’s caning. You are to be home on time and behave. It will be the worse for you if not!” 
 
    The veiled warning was to do with slapping his face. This was something he would tolerate or at least had done so up to now. I could use that to discipline him until he submitted to a spanking. 
 
    He didn’t reply either, but I knew he received it and I was sure he would be there. In fact, he would be eager to be there if his diary was anything to go by. 
 
    At the appointed hour Mason arrived. He had dressed up for the occasion in a suit and tie. I liked him better for it. 
 
    “You scrub up well,” I said admiringly taking him into the living room. His eyes were drawn to the cane, and he paled a little. 
 
    “Yes, darling that is all for you very soon, let’s be comfortable until then.” 
 
    We sat together on the sofa, and I held his hand. 
 
    “Have you been good?” I said meaningfully. 
 
    “I haven’t stolen anything, I promise… or done anything else. Thank you for the texts, I liked them.” 
 
    “Good boy, that’s my good boy. I’m glad you liked them, I hoped they turned you on as much as me. I didn’t want you to forget the caning you were going to be getting.”  
 
    He nodded and I leaned over and lightly touched his lips with mine. He quivered a little. 
 
    “What made you wear a suit? Not that I’m complaining. You look very well in it.”  
 
    “I suppose I felt it was a special occasion.” He blushed. 
 
    “I suppose you are right. Your first caning, and mine too. That is very special, let’s make it a good one.” 
 
    “I’m not exactly looking forward to it,” he admitted sheepishly. 
 
    “Do you want to back out, of our agreement?” I asked him, though I hoped not. 
 
    “No… not that… no,” he replied at once looking hurt. 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t look forward to it. It’s going to hurt I am sure and teach you a valuable lesson. I, on the other hand, am looking forward to it immensely.” 
 
    “I’m sure you are,” he said sardonically. 
 
    “Cheeky boy.” 
 
    I touched his cheek and held it. 
 
    “I do like you, Mason, a lot. I wouldn’t be taking the trouble to school you otherwise. You’re not like the others, the other cuckboys.” 
 
    He blushed furiously. 
 
    “What is it?” I smiled. 
 
    “I… I love you, Delilah… I can’t help it, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to.” 
 
    I kissed him again.  
 
    “I know, I guessed. I can’t love you the way you want, you know that. I love Jake, and he’s my man. You and I can’t have a proper relationship. At least I don’t think so… and besides…” I eyed him speculatively. 
 
    “Besides?” 
 
    “I want you to fuck Jake, after your caning. I’m going to leave you two together. I think it will be good for you both.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “Do you want to?” 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. “I want to, very much.” 
 
    “I knew it. Anyway, that’s for later and there’s the front door. Jake is home. From now on I am Mistress to you, until your caning is over.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    “I don’t mind if you can’t love me,” he said quickly. “Just let me worship you sometimes, please?” 
 
    “Just don’t stalk me. Silly boy. You’re a special cuckboy now, I will let you… sometimes.” 
 
    A sneaking suspicion raised its head. Had he stolen money just to get punished? I wondered. I pondered about asking him but then Jake entered the room. 
 
    “Jake,” I said. “Good of you to come when asked.” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied. 
 
    I stood up and I could see him undressing me with his eyes. I smiled at him, letting him know I approved of his behaviour. I turned a little this way and that to give him a proper eyeful. 
 
    “Very well you can both strip off, see how Mason wore a nice suit for his caning.” 
 
    Jake nodded and even smiled at Mason.  
 
    “Very nice,” he said. 
 
    I guessed maybe he was trying at least. Trying to make up for his behaviour the other day. If so, then I was gratified. 
 
    The two of them took off their clothes, Jake was his well-muscled self and Mason with his slim body. So attractive in such different ways. Mason folded his suit up neatly and put it over the back of the armchair. Jake just dropped his clothes to the ground. He was a bit of a slob, something else I needed to spank out of him in time. There was starting to be a list. However, it was time to start something else, Mason’s long-awaited caning. 
 
    “Now then, Mason, you know what you did don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he nodded. “I stole money from my employer.” 
 
    “Again, Mason, again!”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress and I am sorry for it.” 
 
    “That’s as maybe. You were spanked and rightfully so but now you are to receive a caning just as I promised you. Jake is going to watch you being caned.” 
 
    I think for once Jake was happy, I wasn’t caning someone on his behalf. His cock certainly looked happy and was standing proud. Mason’s was also nice and stiff it seemed. The two of them were aroused by the prospect of Mason’s punishment. 
 
    I picked up the cane and placed it on the sofa. Then I took the sandals, put the left one on the ground and picked up the other. 
 
    Mason looked at me puzzled. 
 
    “Oh, this is just to warm your bottom for the main event,” I informed him with a smile. 
 
    I sat down on the chair and beckoned to him. 
 
    “Come here, Mason, you know what you’ve done, and you know what you are going to get.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He stood in front of me waiting in anticipation. 
 
    “Get over my knee, you know what to do.” 
 
    Mason lay across my lap in the now familiar position. I placed the sole of the sandal against his naked buttock cheek. Jake was watching fascinated. 
 
    “Just a few spanks to get your bottom ready for the cane, Mason. You’ve been a naughty boy, and this is the second part of your lesson.” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwwww” SMACK “Ooohhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhh” SMACK “Oww owwww” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkkkk” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Nooooo” SMACK “Owww ow ow ow” 
 
    I was anxious to get onto the caning but didn’t want to rush this part. I made the spanks deliberate and hard, waiting between each. Nice red marks sprang up immediately upon each spank impacting his bare behind. I wasn’t sure how many spanks to do but thought that certainly, a few would be in order. 
 
    SMACK “Nooooo” SMACK “Ahhhhhh owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Owww Goddddd” SMACK “Oh noooooo” 
 
    SMACK “Ouchhhhh” SMACK “Shitttttttt” 
 
    SMACK “Ah fuck fuckkk” SMACK “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    His backside was turning pink already and so I figured perhaps one more set might be enough to prepare him. 
 
    “You think this is hard, wait until you feel the sting of my cane, my boy!” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhhh owww” SMACK “Ohhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Ow ow ow ow ow” SMACK “Owww fuckkkk” 
 
    SMACK “Ow oh owwww fuckkk fuckkkk” SMACK “Ohhhh owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Nooooo owwww” SMACK “Please oww ohhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Owww God Goddddd” SMACK “Ah ah ow owwwwww” 
 
    I stopped. His bottom was nicely red, and he’d had a good two dozen probably which seemed sufficient to me. His bottom would be stinging nicely. I dropped the sandal to the floor. 
 
    “Stand up, Mason, there’s a good boy.” 
 
    He climbed gingerly off my lap. When he was once more on his feet. I went and picked up the cane. I walked a little bit around the room flexing it with both hands. Mason and Jake watched my every move. 
 
    “Now for the main event, Mason. I’ve been waiting for this for days.” 
 
    I touched the tip of the cane to the end of his cock. 
 
    “Imagine, Mason, this cane across your bottom. It’s going to hurt for sure.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said quietly. 
 
    I ran the tip of the cane up and down his shaft. He gasped and his cock became wet with precum. 
 
    “But first, I think perhaps a little milking is in order,” I told him. I had looked into milking before which is the process of making a submissive cum before a spanking. Apparently, it made the spanking hurt more. “Let’s relieve the pressure of this nice hard cock before we begin.” 
 
    I squatted on my haunches and took his cock into my mouth. I felt it quiver as I began to suck it.  
 
    “Oh Mistress, ohhhh Mistresssss.” 
 
    Knowing he could not hold it, I wanked him fast and hard with my other hand while keeping up the movement of his cock in and out of my mouth. 
 
    He cried out at once as his cock began pulsing and I was gratified by a full load of his spunk. I swallowed it with relish. I like spunk, which perhaps makes me unusual but it’s far more convenient if you do. 
 
    “Oh, oh, oh, oh, Mistressssss, ohhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    After a few moments, his cock went limp, and I released it.  
 
    “That’s better,” I said standing once more. “Now we can begin.” 
 
    I stood to one side. 
 
    “Bend over and put your hands on the chair seat. Do not take them off until you are told, understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    “Go on then, do it, now!” 
 
    I always find myself getting a little assertive when I give a spanking. I can’t help it. Jake was glued to the scene and his cock was certainly wanting to be milked too by the look of it. However, he was going to have to wait. 
 
    I moved to Mason’s left side, and lined up the cane on his bare bottom. This was a seminal moment for me. I experienced a rush of lightheadedness, of extreme anticipation. How would it be when I finally started to cane him? 
 
    “You are about to get your first caning, Mason. I’m going to make sure that you won’t forget this lesson in a long time. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered. 
 
    I wondered what he could be feeling. Some form of apprehension for sure before the cane bit into his backside for real. I had read about the reaction. It first feels like nothing, then a white searing heat spreads right through the buttocks and continues. It’s a flash of intense pain before a feeling of warmth and stillness before the next stroke. I was going to be sure to wait and give each stroke its full measure of effect before delivering the next.  
 
    I took the cane back to what I felt was a good distance and then whipped it forward. It swished slicing through the air and made a satisfying crack as it impacted his buttocks. I lifted it off straight away and saw first a white line replaced by a red one with ridges spring up across his bare bottom. His reaction too was delayed before the intense pain hit him and he screamed out. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    I waited marking time. Lining up the cane again. 
 
    “How did that feel, Mason, the first stroke?” 
 
    “Owwww, Mistress, it fucking hurt like fuck!” 
 
    I laughed at the way he said it, I couldn’t help it. Perhaps that made me sound cruel. I enjoyed the fact it had such an effect on him. I’m not cruel though. I just like to spank.  
 
    “Good, that’s what is meant to happen so that you understand the gravity of your offence.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    Once more the delay and once more a very loud response. 
 
    “You are a bad boy. Good boys don’t steal. Good boys obey their Mistress. When you are bad you get punished. When you are very bad you get the cane.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww ohhhhh owwwwwww” 
 
    Three red ridges on his bottom, three marks to define his punishment so far. One very very wet pussy filled with longing, and it had only been three strokes.  
 
    “You are never going to steal again, do you understand, otherwise, you’ll be back over the chair for the cane.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    “I said… do you understand?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ow ow ow ow ow ow owwwwwwwww, yes, yes Mistress, I understand.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Good, so make sure you heed it and don’t misbehave like that again.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    “So will you?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwww owwwwwww” 
 
    “Will you misbehave again, Mason, yes, or no?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhh owwwwww owwwww owwwwww, no I won’t, no Mistress, please, please it hurts so much.” 
 
    I was unimpressed. I had become a bitch once more, focusing on only one thing. Giving him a damn good caning. 
 
    “Do you promise me, you won’t steal again?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww howww, owwwww owwwwww” 
 
    “YES, OR NO?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHHH, yes, yes I promise, I do, please please, please can you stop?” 
 
    I paused. To give him time to recover. I was also feeling flushed. I was so aroused it wasn’t funny. The adrenaline was coursing through my body. I wanted my own release, but it would also have to wait. 
 
    “I will stop when it pleases me, not you. I am the Mistress here!” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Oh owwwww owwwww owwwwwww” 
 
    “Are you sorry for what you did?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww ohhhhhh Goddddddd” 
 
    He was panting a little after every stroke. His bottom was marked with not quite neat tramlines. I supposed that would take practice. It was also turning a nice shade of red. 
 
    “I said ARE… YOU…. SORRY?” 
 
    SWISH CRACK  
 
    “Owww ohhhh owwwwwwwwww, yes, yes I’m sorry, please, please I’m sorry, I didn’t know it would hurt so much, owwww, please.” 
 
    I tapped the cane lightly against his bottom for a few moments. 
 
    “Didn’t you? Well now you do and now you know what will happen if you steal again. A good hard sound caning.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Oh Owwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhh ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    Three in quick succession just to break the rhythm. I paused. Nearly eighteen strokes. That seemed a lot for the cane. I wondered if he could take much more. I walked around in front of him. 
 
    “Tell me, Mason, the truth now. Did you steal just so you could get punished?” 
 
    I wanted to know and now seemed a good time to get it out of him. 
 
    “No, Mistress, I didn’t I….” 
 
    “I’ll ask you again. If you lie to me then you’ll be getting many more strokes. If you tell the truth, then I’ll be lenient. So did you do it because you wanted, deep down, to receive a caning?” 
 
    He hesitated, looking up at me, perhaps considering his answer. I gave him some time. 
 
    “Partly,” he said at length. “But the other part is that I couldn’t help myself. I tried to stop myself, but I couldn’t.” 
 
    “I see. Well, thank you for telling me the truth. I’m not pleased with you, but you’ve got your wish, a caning and I hope it’s all you imagined it to be.” 
 
    “It’s worse, Mistress, far worse.” 
 
    I laughed at this. I could see the funny side. I returned to my caning position and once more levelled the cane picking my target.  
 
    “Now, Mason, you are going to have to try harder to stop yourself from stealing. Or you are going to find yourself receiving another caning, harder than this and longer, understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    I thought for a moment, and then decided what to do. 
 
    “Four more strokes for what you did. If you had lied it would have been six or even more.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. I am glad to hear you being obedient.” 
 
    I lifted the cane once more. 
 
    “One” SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    I waited and then gave him the next. 
 
    “Two” SWISH CRACKKK “Owwww oh owwww owwwwwww” 
 
    I made it intentionally harder, swinging from further away and faster. The next would be harder still. 
 
    “Three” SWISH CRACKKKKK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    The final one was going to be the hardest, I put everything into it. 
 
    “Four” SWISH CRACKKKKK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh oh fuckkkk, ohhhhhhh, ooooh hoooooooo, ooooh hooooooooo.” 
 
    He burst into tears once more, and I hoped these might be tears of remorse. I let him cry it out without letting him get up. He had to learn. Once he began to stop sobbing, I put the cane aside. Glancing at Jake I saw his brow glistened with sweat. The head of his cock was slick with precum, and his eyes were a little glazed. He was obviously well into the caning as much as I was. 
 
    “Get up,” I told Mason.  
 
    When he obeyed, I sat on the chair. 
 
    “Now on your knees and show Jake what a proper submissive does when he submits to his mistress.” 
 
    Mason took the mule off each of my feet, one at a time. He kissed them all over, licking around the instep and kissing all the way up to the ankles before replacing the mule. When he had done both, I picked up the cane and held the tip out to him. 
 
    “Kiss the cane and thank me for your punishment.” 
 
    “I thank you, Mistress, for showing me the error of my ways.” 
 
    He pulled the cane towards him, which had so well ravaged his bottom, and kissed it. I had him now completely in my power and it was a heady feeling. I wanted to show Jake what he was missing by refusing to give in to his submissive desires, so I pushed the boundaries just a little. 
 
    “You understand that if you disobey me again, you will be punished?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “And do you agree to that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “Because I worship the ground you walk on. I love you, Mistress. I am yours to command.” 
 
    I smiled at this almost naïve response.  
 
    “That is how you submit to me, Jake.” I smiled at him sweetly. 
 
    Jake just looked at me, not quite horrified, but fascinated to see what I had become. A cuckolding spanking bitch perhaps? Yet I also loved him so passionately and deeply. 
 
    I stood up and addressed Mason once more. 
 
    “Because you’ve taken your punishment so well, you can spend some time alone, with Jake. Jake you are free to fuck Mason or be fucked or whatever you want to do. I’ll allow it.” 
 
    Jake stared at me as I stepped over to the living room door. As I did so, Mason got up from his kneeling position and went over to Jake. The two of them looked at each other and then suddenly they were kissing frantically and fervently, while Mason’s hand went down to Jake’s rock-hard cock. 
 
    “Oh Jake, I want you, I’ve wanted you for so long.” 
 
    “Oh Mason, I want you, I want to fuck you so hard, so fucking hard, you little bitch.” 
 
    I shut the door behind me hearing them moan, and as I mounted the stairs, I heard Jake crying out in what I assumed was ecstasy as he orgasmed. I wondered what they were doing, but upstairs my vibrator was waiting, and I needed it for sure. In my head the caning would replay many times over, turning me on so much. I knew it would not be long before I was screaming my orgasm too. I could hardly wait. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake’s Diary 
 
    I don’t know how much longer I can hold out against Delilah. Every week she pushes the boundaries. What am I, a pussy? I allowed her to slap my face and I did nothing. In fact, I enjoyed it and I wanted it again, and again. She has not done it since, but it doesn’t mean I’ve not been wanking and thinking about it. 
 
    Then she bought those sandals, I nearly died and went to heaven. Her feet looked so sexy in them and all I could do was imagine she was spanking my backside with them until it turned red like a beetroot. When she told me what she bought them for I was this close to admitting my desires. I can hardly stand it. I am glad she does not know what a poor man she has for a husband. A man who has cheated on her with other men. A shameful man, who hates himself beyond anything. 
 
    I am a sinful person. Then I came home the other day and fucked her. I called her a bitch and all kinds of things for which I should be punished. I feel almost as if I’m pushing her to do so. No matter how much I tell her there isn’t going to be any spanking as far as I am concerned, she just ignores it and continues as if it’s a foregone conclusion. I can’t help but be ashamed of what I have become inside. 
 
    Then she let me fuck Mason. I wanted to so much and she just walked off and left us. I kissed him and I fucked him so hard, then he fucked me. It’s almost as if she knows and isn’t saying, but that can’t be true. I loved watching her giving Mason a spanking and then a caning. I just wished it was me. I wanted it to be me kneeling in submission to her. I love her so deeply and I have such deep desires to have her rule me completely.  
 
    I am not a man. I’m a wuss, a wimp, a cuckolding prick. There is no alternative but to continue to deny myself to Delilah. It makes me a fraud, but I would rather be that than less of a man. I don’t want to be a pussy whipped weakling, no matter how much I desire it. How much longer I can stand against it though, I am not too sure. 
 
    *** 
 
    

  

 
   
    Red bottom for a cuckboy (Book 5) 
 
    I read Jake’s diary again, of course. I made a point of checking it at least once a week. I wasn’t shocked to find that he had mentioned my sandals and that he loved them. I was gratified he loves my feet and finds them sexy. I hoped he would like them enough to be on his knees kissing them one day, as I was determined he would be.  
 
    I wanted to spank him though, with the sandals and more. More than anything I wanted to have him over my knee while I turned his bottom scarlet. The thought of it made me so wet and horny. He said he wants me to rule him completely and then that he hates himself for having those desires. The exact same desires that I want. Yes, I want to rule him. Not so that he’s less of a man but that he’s mine, that I own him. I want his submission and the incredible feeling it gives me to think about it. Can I explain it? Not really but it made me so aroused that I found myself wanking over the idea of it quite often. 
 
    But I was still not ready to confront him. I don’t know what would really tip me over that edge so that I would finally lay this to rest. What would it take for me to tell him, “Jake I know, I know what you want, I’ve read your diary and now I’m going to spank your bare bottom until you can’t sit down for a week.” He has no idea what’s coming to him once I got started, it would probably be so hard for me to stop, to contain these pent-up emotions and desires. His bottom would feel the full force of my contained desires, in between ordering him to fuck me hard, and kneel to lick my pussy with his tongue. 
 
    Oh God, I really was so wet after that. My hand stole down to my pussy once more and felt the sopping wetness filling my knickers. My fingers went to work, and I started to moan. 
 
    “Oh God, fuck, oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuckkkkkkk, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh.” 
 
    My fingers went faster. 
 
    “Oh shit, oh fuck, fuck, God, ah, fuck, ahhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkk.” 
 
    I shouted as I climaxed and the waves rushed through me, just like they always do. Then I licked my fingers and enjoyed the taste of me. I felt bad, so very very bad, naughty but also good. 
 
    I had many such episodes after the last cuckolding session. The caning I gave to Mason was as memorable for me as it was for him. I loved the swish of the cane before the crack as it laid a line across his bare backside. When I had finished, he had a nice set of lines, and I was so horny I could hardly contain myself. He and Jake had sex together while I left them to it. I ran down the charge on my rabbit listening to them and replaying the caning session in my mind. It was amazing. Jake fulfilled his bisexual needs, and I was happy to let him. He is almost ready to crack I felt, just not quite yet. 
 
    Another thing was gnawing at the back of my mind. Ever since I had spanked myself with my sandal, I was craving the sensation. I wanted to feel what it was like to have someone else do it to me. Of course, not Jake, that goes without saying. Not any man really because I feel that I’m not really what they call a switch. The thought of submitting to a woman, however, was something I could do, and it made me very horny. I decided to set about putting out tentative feelers, just to see what I could find. I went back onto my special sites to find that special someone who might fulfil my need.  
 
    It didn’t take long to find out there were many such women who would willingly administer a sound spanking to another female who desired it. The only thing was none of them, for one reason or another, inspired me greatly. I had put a discreet little advert out on one site in particular but the bites I had were not what I wanted. 
 
    Shortly after, I was about to give up when I was contacted by a man called Mathew. He said he was calling me on behalf of his wife. His hotwife to be exact. He said she was into exactly the experiences I was after and suggested we meet, he could talk to me and if things seemed as if they were a good fit, then perhaps they could progress. Intrigued at such an arrangement I agreed. 
 
    *** 
 
    We met for coffee at a local place I know. It’s intimate and one can be secluded, not easily overheard. 
 
    Mathew was good looking, perhaps a little older than I expected. He was certainly fuckable and if I was his wife I would. 
 
    “So, Delilah,” he said, over coffee and cake. “You’re looking for a woman who would like to spank you, am I right?” 
 
    “That’s the gist of it, yes. I’m actually very dominant but I want to try it, just once. I think a woman will give me the experience I’m craving.” 
 
    I sipped my coffee. Did I just say craving? I did not realise just how deep the desire had gone. It was true, it was a craving gnawing at me, a real hunger for the sensation. The same sensation I’d imposed on my cuckboys, but I wanted to feel it for myself. A spanking, a hard one, perhaps with different implements to sample each kind. 
 
    “My wife, Lucy, I’m sure would be delighted to fulfil your desires,” he said with a smile.  
 
    “Do you have a picture?”  
 
    I had not seen her yet and though I’m not shallow, looks are important when fulfilling a fantasy at least. It had to be right. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He passed his phone over and I saw her. It took my breath away. She was utterly beautiful, red hair, great lips, and sensuous sexy eyes. God, I wanted her so much, just from a photo, what would it be like in person? 
 
    “Like what you see?” he asked me smirking a little. 
 
    “God, yes, she’s stunning.” 
 
    “I like to think so,” he replied. “I can assure you the rest of her more than matches up.” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    It seemed bizarre to be talking of her as if she was a transaction. She was a real person, flesh and blood, part of me felt this just wasn’t right. 
 
    “What’s the deal with you and your wife. I mean she’s so hot… why?” 
 
    “Why do I want her to fuck other men?” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose that’s what I mean.” 
 
    I was curious because here was a man the opposite of Jake. Jake didn’t want me to fuck other men, even though I had, and in front of him. Although it secretly turned him on, he would never have asked me to do it willingly. Yet, Mathew seemed super cool with his wife doing it. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. He sipped his own drink for a few moments as if considering it. “Lucy found out by accident, about my kink, I suppose you could call it that. Let’s just say she pressed me to admit it and I did. Then things just snowballed from there.” 
 
    “Snowballed?” 
 
    He laughed. Obviously, that painted a rather different picture from what I had imagined. 
 
    “Oh, nothing like that. She’s not seeing men every week or anything of the sort. We have an agreement. I make the arrangements and if I’m happy then she gets the go-ahead and the final choice, of course.” 
 
    “And you don’t want to watch?” 
 
    He shook his head.  
 
    “No, I couldn’t bear that, but I like to hear about it. I’m living between two worlds, I suppose. One where I’m not really happy that my wife is fucking other people, and the other where it turns me on like nothing else. The latter world wins, and Lucy likes it. I love her so…” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    I smiled reassuringly. 
 
    “Has she been with a woman?”  
 
    This was important. 
 
    “Yes, and also a threesome.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I was relieved at least. She wasn’t averse to spanking or sleeping with another woman. That was good. Though, I guess if she had been then Mathew and I wouldn’t be talking. 
 
    “Is there anything else, you want to know?” 
 
    “No, I would love to meet her, discuss arrangements.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to her, show her your photo, and I’m sure she’ll be in touch.” 
 
    We finished our coffee, talked about more mundane things, like what I do for a job, and so forth.  
 
    We said goodbye and I was left to wait. As it turns out I did not have to wait long. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucy contacted me the next day. The sound of her voice sent a thrill through me. We agreed to meet and have coffee, so that we could discuss things further and set the scene. I picked the same place I had taken Mason, since it was very discreet. 
 
    Lucy was even more beautiful in person, and I felt a rush of arousal when I saw her. She was wearing a summery short dress, flip flop sandals like me, and her hair was flowing loose. She smiled at me, and my heart gave several flips. I spontaneously stood up to greet her and she hugged me without hesitation. 
 
    “God, you are so fucking beautiful,” I whispered without thinking. It came out in a rush, unbidden. 
 
    As she held me, I could hardly contain myself, it was probably one of the most instantaneous attractions I’ve ever had. The feeling was something akin to when I first met Jake. All that was going through my mind was how much I wanted to fuck her.  
 
    “Why thank you, you’re not so bad yourself.” 
 
    Her laughter tinkled around the booth.  
 
    “Shall we?” I said indicating the seats. I had chosen a semi-circular secluded booth.  
 
    Lucy inclined her head, still smiling and slid across to the middle of the seat. I was almost reluctant to let her go but I did and sat down beside her, quite close. She didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    We ordered Salad Niçoise for lunch and a glass of white wine each. When the waiter had gone, Lucy turned to me and spoke with unexpected frankness. 
 
    “So, Delilah, Mathew tells me you want a spanking?”  
 
    The way she said it send shivers down my spine. The very sound of her voice seemed to resonate all the way down to my pussy. I felt bereft of speech. 
 
    “Yes, well it’s just that…” 
 
    “Just that?” She continued to smile encouragingly. 
 
    “Can I start at the beginning?” I felt like a foolish schoolgirl with her very first crush. 
 
    “It’s a very good place to start.” 
 
    We both laughed. The sexual tension eased for me. I began, telling her how the cuckolding had come about and after a short while I was confessing my deepest desires to her as if she was an old friend. She listened without revealing what she thought about what I had told her.  
 
    The waiter brought our food and I surreptitiously watched her as she ate, everything about her was so sensual. In the meantime, we had made small talk about this and that. Finally, we both finished, and Lucy pushed her plate away. 
 
    “If I understand you, you want a spanking to experience what a spanking is like? Am I right?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s exactly right. I just feel as if it’s something I need but only from the right person, a woman. Even though I’m the one handing out the spankings, I feel that I need this.” 
 
    Her eyes twinkled.  
 
    “Do you think I’m the right woman?” 
 
    I nodded almost too eagerly. What must she think of me?  
 
    “Yes, from the moment I saw your picture and now meeting you in person. I have to confess… to confess…” 
 
    “To confess? You may as well tell me, because I’ll only spank it out of you in any case,” she laughed softly. 
 
    I noticed she had moved almost imperceptibly closer. Her leg was touching mine sending a frisson of electricity through me. 
 
    “I am so aroused by you, I wanted you from the moment you walked in here. And you’re making me horny talking like that,” I said softly. 
 
    “Really? How horny?” Her voice went lower, softer, so sexy. 
 
    Her face was close to mine, lips so temptingly within reach. 
 
    “I’m so wet thinking of what you could do to me,” I whispered. 
 
    “How wet, is wet?”  
 
    Her lips were practically on mine now, one more millimetre and… 
 
    “My panties are soaking,” I moaned softly. 
 
    “Oh God, Oh Delilah, I’m teasing you, I’ve been teasing you, I want you so fucking much,” she said in a voice suddenly filled with emotion. 
 
    Then she kissed me. The world exploded, fireworks. I had never experienced anything like it. Her lips were so soft, sensual. Her tongue reached in to find mine and I could almost have cum on the spot. 
 
    “Is there somewhere we could?” she asked tentatively pulling away ever so slightly. 
 
    “The toilets, they have private cubicles.” 
 
    She laughed. “Sordid but perhaps fitting, shall we?” 
 
    I practically dragged her to the toilets, once in the cubicle slammed and locked the door. Before I could say or do any more, she had pinned me to the wall kissing me hard. 
 
    “Oh God, oh fuck, fuck, God.” 
 
    “Make no mistake, I want you, Delilah, I was playing it cool, but I fancy the fucking pants off you. The minute I saw you, I wanted to take you somewhere and fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, God, do you, oh my, oh really, oh.” 
 
    I was speechless. She had seemed so sophisticated out there and all the time harbouring the same overriding impulse that I had for her.  
 
    As if on a casual afterthought, she suddenly said, “Bend over.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Put your hands on the seat and bend over the toilet.” 
 
    She stood back with her arms folded. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do it!” 
 
    She was suddenly quite assertive, in control, I was wetter than ever hearing her talk like that. 
 
    She leaned down quite deliberately making sure I was watching and took off her right sandal. 
 
    “Why aren’t you bending over like I told you?” she demanded brandishing the sandal and tapping it in the palm of her left hand. 
 
    “OK, OK!” I said and bent forward placing my hands on the cold toilet seat. It wasn’t what I had expected but I liked it just the same. 
 
    “You might as well get a taste of what you’ll be getting,” she said. 
 
    “What here, now?” 
 
    “Oh yes, no time like the present.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” 
 
    I was in a different space, and loving it. Loving the feeling of being told what to do, my legs were practically shaking as she lifted up my skirt and pulled down my panties.  
 
    “What a nice bottom you have, so good to spank.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I breathed 
 
    I felt the sole of her sandal on my bare backside. 
 
    “Just six of the best I think,” she said out loud. 
 
    The sandal left my buttock cheek and then came down with a smack, first one then the other cheek. 
 
    SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Owww Oh God, ohhhh.” 
 
    It stung for sure, nothing like the self-spanking at all. It was far more intense. Just as I was enjoying the after sting spreading through to my loins another two spanks came. 
 
    SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Owww, oh God, owww.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but say something, the sharp sting of it was unexpected each time but glorious. I felt the glow but not for long. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Owww, owww, you said six.” 
 
    “I changed my mind,” said Lucy. “Now get up.” 
 
    As I rose, I caught a glimpse of my bottom in the mirror, it had red marks on it already. That was horny.  
 
    I had no time to think as Lucy pulled me back into her and kissed me again. Her fingers stole down to my pussy and began to finger me. I was fit to burst. I backed up to the wall while her fingers continued their relentless pursuit. 
 
    “Oh, God, fuck, fuck, oh God, fuck, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh,” I cried out. 
 
    “I’m going to enjoy spanking your bottom,” Lucy breathed, her lips on mine. 
 
    “Oh fuck, Jesus, fuck, fuck, fuckkk, oh my God, fuck.” 
 
    “I am going to spank your bottom until it’s red and so sore. You won’t be sitting down for a week.” 
 
    “Oh Jesus Christ, oh my God, oh, oh, oh, fuck.” 
 
    “You are going to be my bitch!” She said fiercely. 
 
    It was too much, I was overcome, and the waves crashed through me, while I cried out unable to contain the incredible orgasm, she had unleashed in me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    Lucy kissed me until the waves and spasms subsided. I opened my eyes, and she was looking at me smiling. I started to move my hand down between her thighs. She didn’t stop me. I reached under her dress and found she wasn’t wearing any panties at all. My eyes widened. 
 
    “I came prepared,” she whispered, closing her eyes and leaning her head back. 
 
    I had never touched a woman’s pussy before, but it was all too familiar even so. My fingers moved in the fashion I was used to doing on myself. It seemed to work. 
 
    “Oh God, yes, that’s good, oh yes, oh my, yes, yes that’s good, oh fuck, ohhhhhhh.” 
 
    Her pussy was sopping wet, and my fingers were slick with her juices. I began to go faster just as I would have if it was me. 
 
    “Oh shit, fuck, oh God, yes, fuck, yes, oh Christ, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuckkkkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, yesssssss.” 
 
    I felt her squeeze her thighs together on my hand and her body tensed, then un tensed. I let her cum, enjoying every moment of it, until she too relaxed. 
 
    “Well,” she laughed. “Let’s hope this doesn’t get us thrown out of here.” 
 
    I laughed too. Then I very deliberately sucked her juices off my fingers while she watched me smiling. She tasted nice. 
 
    Once seated back in the booth with satisfied smiles on both our faces, we ordered coffee and dessert. I ordered a velvet chocolatey mousse and she a lemon cheesecake. 
 
    As we sat once more sipping our drinks, I carefully spooned some mousse into her sensual lips. Her hand crept into mine and held it. 
 
    “You know, when we do this there will be rules.” 
 
    “Of course,” I replied. 
 
    “You will address me only as Mistress for the whole session and do exactly as I tell you, everything I tell you, understood?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    She fed me some cheesecake and it felt so sexual. I must have looked hungry for more… or her. 
 
    “Easy tiger, save it for the session.” She giggled. “Do you want me to verbally humiliate you too?” 
 
    “I ought to try everything.” I nodded. 
 
    “OK, I just want to be sure. I guess you want to be punished with a variety of implements.” 
 
    “Yes, please, I have some I could bring.” 
 
    “OK, and I’ll supply the rest, if any more are required.” 
 
    “Where are we going to do this?” I wondered, since my place would be out and from what I gathered she usually went to other people’s houses. 
 
    “I will figure something out, don’t you worry.” 
 
    “When will it be?” 
 
    She giggled again and touched her finger lightly to my lips. 
 
    “Soon. So impatient to get the spanking of your life.” 
 
    “Don’t you’re just making me horny all over again.” 
 
    She laughed, leaned over and kissed me. 
 
    “I like you. I like you very much. I’m very much looking forward to spanking your backside for you.” 
 
    “I like you too.” 
 
    “Then it’s settled, you’ll await my instructions just as a good submissive should.” 
 
    “Yes… Mistress.” 
 
    I smiled loving every moment of this and being hardly able to wait until that day arrived. 
 
    *** 
 
    I was distracted, all week. Jake noticed it I’m sure, but said nothing. He most probably thought I was dreaming of cuckolding him again. I was, in a way but in such an incredibly different and horny way. Plus, I wasn’t doing it for him or even because of him, this was purely for me. To satisfy my own desires.  
 
    Finally, the text I had been waiting for came.  
 
    “You are to come to this address, at five p.m. sharp on Saturday night. Bring whatever implements you wish but don’t be late. I will be the worse for you if you are. It’s my house, and Mathew is away on business. You can stay the night if you want. Xxxx” 
 
    I stared at it in sheer delight. A whole evening and night with her! 
 
    I texted back, “Yes Mistress xxx” at once. 
 
    For which I received the reply, “Good girl xxx” 
 
    It was a few days away and at the weekend too. Jake wouldn’t be happy, but I did not care.  
 
    On the Saturday, I packed a bag of clothes, and toiletries, including my sandals, paddle, belt, riding crop and cane. I put my sexy underwear and mules in there too. 
 
    “I’m going out for the night,” I said to Jake that afternoon. 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “A friend.” I shrugged. He didn’t need to know. 
 
    “Are you going to fuck some guy again, Delilah, for fuck’s sake, I’m sick of this! Sheesh, how many times? I mean just how many more of these guys are you going to fuck!” His voice became incredibly whiny, and I was annoyed.  
 
    I said nothing but fetched the notebook in which I wrote his misdemeanours from the drawer. I had started to do this, in front of him. I knew it turned him on. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he said with great suspicion. 
 
    “Making a note of your misbehaviour, Jake, for the day of reckoning. I’ve never cuckolded you in secret, and this is a girlfriend, not a man!”  
 
    He visibly relaxed at once, “Oh, oh well, sure, I guess.” 
 
    “You guess? I hardly ever go out, so don’t begrudge me this one time.” 
 
    He sighed, “Fine, I’m sorry. I guess I overreacted.” 
 
    “Too late for sorry, Jake, it’s in the book now,” I said implacably. 
 
    “And what?” 
 
    “And one day your bottom is going to pay the price for all of it.” 
 
    He snorted. I put the book away knowing full well he would read it later to check what was in it. I had tabulated it nicely so that each thing said how many strokes or spanks it was worth. Currently, his total was already going to mean several spankings, not just one.  
 
    “Come here,” I said quietly.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Just come here.” 
 
    He obliged me and I started to undo his trousers. 
 
    “I told you, you’re not spanking me.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “I’m not going to spank you this time, I’m just going to give you a parting gift to tide you over, so you don’t miss me too much.” 
 
    “What? Oh!” 
 
    His cock sprung forth, hard and proud. I squatted down and took hold of his nice firm thick shaft. I began to wank him while I put my lips on the head of his cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, Delilah, oh God, fuck, oh.” 
 
    I began to suck him in earnest but slowly worked my mouth over the head and brought his shaft into my mouth and then out again, over and over. 
 
    “Oh God, oh fuck, oh Delilah, ohhhh fuckkkkk, ohhhhh, oh God, ohhhhh.” 
 
    I started to go faster, moving my hand too, wanking and sucking in rhythm but quickening the pace. 
 
    “Ahhh, fuckkkk, ohhhh, Godddd, ohhhh, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh, ahhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhh.” 
 
    He was near, I could tell. I had sucked his cock so many times, that I knew exactly how and when to do what. I notched up the speed just a little and was rewarded with the pulsing which preceded his orgasm. 
 
    “Oh, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, oh God, fuckkkk, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    He cried out, a guttural cry while thick strings of spunk spurted out from the end. I swallowed it down since I’m quite fond of his cum and let him finish before letting him go. 
 
    “There,” I said planting a kiss on his lips. “Now be a good boy and don’t make me have to put something else in the book.” 
 
    “Bye,” he said. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    I smiled, leaving him to do himself up, well satisfied with my handiwork. It would keep him happy until I got back home and then I’d let him fuck me.  
 
    He thought if I was seeing a woman, it wouldn’t mean anything like sex. I was happy to let him think that, for the moment. 
 
    I closed the front door behind me tingling with excitement at the impending adventure. 
 
    *** 
 
    Lucy and her husband lived in the same town, by some stroke of providence. She wasn’t far away, in fact. Her house was nice though nothing particularly out of the ordinary. In fact, you would hardly imagine from the well-kept driveway, and flowerbeds in the front that anything kinky happened inside. It goes to show how wrong you can be. 
 
    I rang the doorbell, and shortly Lucy answered it. She was barefoot and wearing a long t-shirt, and from what I could tell nothing underneath. My eyes could not help roving over the shapes it made. 
 
    “Hi, come in.” 
 
    She pulled me inside and kissed me soundly. The fireworks exploded once more, and I knew this was going to be an amazing night. 
 
    “I wondered if you were hungry, before we start, you know, we might not be in the mood for eating later.” 
 
    “Yes, yes I am.” I nodded. 
 
    She led me by the hand through to the kitchen, and motioning me to sit down, busied herself at the stove. 
 
    “How do you like your steak?” she asked me. 
 
    “Medium.” 
 
    “I do too.” 
 
    We ate steak, French fries and salad. It was delicious and filling but no doubt the protein was exactly what we needed. I had removed my sandals too and was barefoot. I was wearing a light dress but with underwear. During the meal, Lucy was flirtatious and ran her foot up and down my calf. We talked about our lives almost studiously avoiding what was to come, and afterwards, I felt I knew her better. It felt nice, intimate. Once the dinner was over and things put away, Lucy smiled. 
 
    “Right then, are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes, yes I am.” 
 
    “Bring your things and come upstairs.” 
 
    She took me to a large bedroom with windows facing the garden. She shut the curtains and I put my bag on the floor. 
 
    “This is the spare room but today it’s our playroom,” she informed me. 
 
    It housed a large double bed, ample space in front of it for all kinds of activities. A dressing table with a straight-backed wooden chair. 
 
    “That’s new,” she said of the chair. “I bought it for your spanking.” 
 
    “Oh…”  
 
    “Indeed, now lay your toys on the bed, please.” 
 
    She had assumed a more matter of fact tone and this was a precursor to the main event. 
 
    I put the sandals, paddle, belt, crop and cane on the bed. She picked them up and handled them with a look of approval. 
 
    “Very nice, I’m going to enjoy using these. I have my own paddle but this one’s nicer. Very good riding crop too, the proper kind. You will also be getting the hairbrush.” 
 
    I glanced over at the dressing table and saw a large wooden oval hairbrush. The old-fashioned kind. I regarded it with a fascinated kind of dread. I had read about hairbrush spankings, and they sounded severe. 
 
    “I bought that for your bottom as well, I want to make this as memorable as possible.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “I hope you’ll thank me when your bottom is red and stinging like a bees’ nest,” she laughed lightly. 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    She nodded and could not resist kissing me again. 
 
    “I’m going to get changed and when I return, I want you to be naked, and kneeling on the floor waiting for me, OK?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “When I’m back in this room, I am your Mistress. You will call me Mistress, and obey me implicitly.” 
 
    “Yes, yes I will,” I breathed wanting her so desperately already. 
 
    “The fucking will come later, after the spanking.” 
 
    We kissed again, at her behest, she seemed as enamoured of me as I was of her. Then she left. I removed all of my clothes as I had been told to do and knelt down on the floor waiting in great anticipation. 
 
    *** 
 
    When Lucy entered the room again, my heart was in my mouth. She was wearing a red satin tight corset with lace trimming, and red high-heeled mules. They matched her red nail polish, and lipstick. Of course, her flaming red hair too stood out and she looked every inch a mistress.  
 
    “I see you’ve obeyed my instructions,” she said quietly standing in front of me. The sight of her sexy feet in those shoes was almost more than I could bear. I was wet already and wanting her.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good girl. Now stand up.” 
 
    I obeyed her and she looked me over, walking all around me, examining me. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Very sexy too. I was wondering what you looked like naked. I’ve been thinking about it for days. Don’t speak!” 
 
    She put her finger to my lips as I was about to say something. 
 
    “You don’t say anything unless I give you permission.” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    She went to the dressing table and opened it. She withdrew something which I saw was a red leather collar. I caught my breath as she walked over to me, placed it around my neck and fastened it. 
 
    “Now, I own you. At least for this session, you are mine, understood?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mistress.” 
 
    I cannot tell you how incredible it felt to be made to feel submissive. It was a heady feeling. I had read about subspace but to start to experience it was something else. I liked it and simultaneously almost hated it. Hated that I had agreed to submit to her but at the same time I wanted it, to experience it desperately. I knew I was experiencing what submissives had done when I had spanked them. The sexual rush from it was, however, incredible. I don’t think I had ever felt so wet. 
 
    “On your knees, didn’t you hear me?” Lucy was saying. 
 
    “What, no, sorry.” 
 
    I had been miles away. 
 
    She was on me in a flash. Her hand whipped up and dealt me a sharp slap across the cheek, and she didn’t hold back. 
 
    SLAP 
 
    It stung like fuck. Tears sprung to my eyes. It was so unexpected. 
 
    “How dare you! Pay attention to me when I am in the room, now get on your knees you little slut!” 
 
    “Oh shit, I mean, yes Mistress, I’m sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    Without warning, she delivered a slap to the other cheek. 
 
    SLAP 
 
    That stung equally but I was kind of ready for it and it wasn’t such a shock. 
 
    “Owwww.” 
 
    “When I say now, I mean now!” 
 
    I dropped to my knees without further do wanting to avoid another slap, my cheek was smarting. I looked up at Lucy whose eyes were fierce and flaming with something I did not recognise. Except I did, because that was me when I was being a bitch. It must be what I looked like. 
 
    “You are a lazy inattentive little slut, what are you?” Lucy said. 
 
    “A lazy inattentive little slut, Mistress,” I replied at once.  
 
    I did not wish to be slapped again. This is what the slaps I gave to Jake felt like to him I’m sure, but he liked them. I wasn’t so certain I liked them, but I had started down this road and I would have to follow it to the end. 
 
    “You are a very naughty girl, from what you’ve told me,” Lucy continued. She began to pace the room affording me an amazing view of her incredible body and feet in that outfit.  
 
    “For a start, you seduced me into fingering you in the toilet. You’ve been cuckolding your husband. Spanking other men and fucking them. You are a whore and a little wanton slut. What do you think you deserve?” 
 
    She stopped then, in front of me and looked at me expectantly.  
 
    “I, I don’t know, Mistress.” 
 
    The truth was I couldn’t think. Lucy’s transformation was so complete, the role so convincing I had lost the power of intellectual thought. All I could think of was how desirable she was, and how much it was turning me on. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t? Well, I do. You deserve a damn good spanking, and a sound spanking is what you are going to get!” 
 
    The last few words were punched home and I could only stare at her dumbly. This really was it. I wanted her to spank me and now I was going to get it. I had said the words myself many times but it’s nothing to the effect they have, I now discovered, when they are said to you. No matter how much I had wanted it, it now dawned on me that I really was going to get a spanking. The spanking I had asked for. 
 
    No matter what misgivings were going through my head, it was too late to back out now. Also, there was a very big part of it that didn’t want to, in fact, quite the opposite, I positively craved what was coming to me. 
 
    “Stand up, get the spanking chair and put it in the centre of the room facing the bed. Do it now!” 
 
    It was an order and I almost jumped to my feet. I picked up the chair placed it where I was told and waited with my hands folded in front of me. Lucy sat down on the chair.  
 
    “Come here to my right side.” 
 
    I did as I was bid and I knew this was it, the point of real submission was about to happen. I realised it must be the same for every submissive. Going over the knee is symbolic of allowing the other person to spank you with your full consent. 
 
    “Bend over my knee.” 
 
    Lucy looked up at me, a smile playing on her lips. I wondered if she was enjoying this. I was starting too although I was the one who was now going to be getting a full-on spanking. 
 
    I knelt down and settled myself across her lap. Lucy adjusted me until she felt I was in the right position. 
 
    “You will stay there until I tell you otherwise. I’m going to give the spanking you obviously richly deserve, my girl, starting now!” 
 
    I felt her hand on my bare bottom and that in itself was utterly sensual, and so very sexual. She ran her palm lightly over my skin and the sensation was electric. I positively shivered with anticipation. I felt her palm lift off and then came a volley of spanks. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Owwww,” I cried out not realising how much spanking with a hand would hurt. 
 
    “Really?” said Lucy. “We’ve only just got started, if you think that hurts just you wait.” 
 
    “Oh God!” 
 
    It stung alright but that reminder filled me partly with dread and with a strange kind of eagerness to experience more. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, owwwww.” 
 
    It certainly did sting but I had no time to think about it. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    Lucy ran her hand over my bottom again, lightly. My pussy began to feel quite wet. 
 
    “That’s a nice start,” she said. “Your bottom turns pink quite easily. I think it’s time for the sandal. Go and fetch it for me, then get back over my knee.” 
 
    I stood up a little gingerly and walked over to the sofa. 
 
    “God, you have a fantastic arse,” said Lucy.  
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    “Did I say you could speak?” 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “Bring me that sandal!” 
 
    I picked up the right foot pink thong sandal. The same one I had spanked Mason with. Now I was going to feel it on my backside in earnest. 
 
    I walked back to her and was about to hand it to her when she said. 
 
    “Kneel before your Mistress, and offer it up to me.” 
 
    A small spark of defiance sprung up in me and I quashed it. I knelt down and offered the sandal with both hands in supplication. Lucy smiled. She was beautiful and like this, I was completely in awe of her. It was amazing how submission changes your demeanour. I had to remember that, in fact, all of this. 
 
    “Over my knee,” Lucy told me. “You’re going to get it with this sandal and no mistake.” 
 
    I settled across her lap once again and almost immediately felt the sole of the sandal lightly caressing my backside. It was incredibly arousing and the anticipation of the first spank was almost killing me. 
 
    “You are a very naughty little girl, and this is what happens to naughty girls.” 
 
    SMACK “Owwww” SMACK “Ohhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “ahhhhhh” SMACK “Ouchhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Oww owwww” SMACK “Ohhhhhh owwww” 
 
    Six smart hard spanks on alternating cheeks. The sting was immediate from the sandal, and I could not help but cry out at each smack. It made a satisfying noise, and I loved the noise of the spank, somehow coupled with the sting made it even hornier.  
 
    “You are a little bitch, and little bitches get spanked!” 
 
    SMACK “Shittttt” SMACK “Fuckkkkkk” 
 
    SMACK “Owww ohhhhh” SMACK “Ahhhhhh owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Fuck ittttttt” SMACK “Ouchhhhhhhh” 
 
    Lucy certainly wasn’t holding back, and my bottom was starting to smart quite a bit from the onslaught. I knew there was a long way to go in the spanking, but it certainly was sore already. 
 
    “You weren’t late today but no matter, I’m going to spank you anyway.” 
 
    SMACK “Ayyyyy” SMACK “Oooohhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Ouch oh owwwww” SMACK “Fuckkkk owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Yeowwwwww” SMACK “Noooooo” 
 
    Then Lucy uttered the immortal lines I’ve heard myself but so different to hear them said to you. 
 
    “Does it hurt? 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good, it’s supposed to!” 
 
    This simply reinforced her dominance over me, and I just felt myself getting wetter and wetter over it. 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhhh owww” SMACK “Owww pleasseeee” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhh nooooo” SMACK “Owwww owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Godddd oh Goddddd” SMACK “Please owwww owwwww” 
 
    Lucy laughed lightly. 
 
    “Begging for me to stop already? This spanking is far from over, and it won’t be over until I say it is.” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhh nooooo” SMACK “Owww howwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Wowwwwww” SMACK “Ohhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “Owww owwwwwww” 
 
    There was a pause. I felt my bottom start to throb or at least it was the sensation. It was burning stinging like I’d never experienced before. But beneath that was a good feeling, a feeling of sexual release and sexual longing waiting to come out. 
 
    “That’s enough of the sandal, I think,” said Lucy. “Get up, and go and stand in the corner.” 
 
    I had not anticipated this. I stood up and went to the corner of the room she indicated facing the wall. 
 
    “Hands on your head and don’t you dare to touch your bottom.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Lucy was behind me now, caressing my skin electrifying me to her touch. I felt her run her fingers lightly over my bottom. 
 
    “So nice and red,” she said. “So lovely and smooth.” 
 
    I felt her hand move in front of me and then touch my breasts. I gasped as she thumbed my nipples, and I went hard. Then her hand stole between my legs. I moaned softly as her fingers began to work moving suddenly hard and fast.  
 
    “Oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh,” I cried out and then just as abruptly she stopped. I sighed with disappointment. 
 
    “Not yet, my lovely, there’s still more to come. It’s time for the belt.” 
 
    My attention jerked back to the present at these words. I was completely in another world occupied only by Lucy and me. Lucy was my everything and I was hers completely for this time, to do anything she wanted, and I wanted her to. It was an incredible feeling and so unexpected. 
 
    “Come here, put your hands on the seat of the chair and bend over,” she said quietly but assertively. 
 
    I walked over to the chair while she picked up the belt. She folded it in half and snapped it. 
 
    “This will do very nicely,” she said. “Bend over, like I told you.” 
 
    I did so, wondering exactly what it was going to feel like when she unleashed it on me. I felt the hardness of the wood under my palms, the exact position of my body and all my senses were heightened, waiting, waiting for the first strike. Lucy stood to my left. I saw her in my peripheral vision presumably picking her target. 
 
    “Bad girls get the belt, didn’t you know? And you, my lass, are a very bad girl indeed.” 
 
    There was no real sound and then 
 
    CRACK 
 
    I felt the leather kiss my buttocks and it felt like a firebrand.  
 
    “Owwwwwww”  
 
    I let out a yell, it was unexpected. 
 
    CRACK 
 
    “Owwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    The second one burned just as much as the first, if not more. The sensation radiated through my buttocks and into my body. 
 
    CRACK 
 
    CRACK  
 
    CRACK 
 
    “Owwww howww owwww owww owwwwww” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, tears started to my eyes. The pain was real and intense. It was nothing like I had ever felt before.  
 
    “Getting through to you, are we?” Lucy enquired. “Perhaps you are learning to behave better you slut” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWWW” 
 
    “Whore” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    “Lazy tiresome little bitch” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhh owwwwwwwww” 
 
    Even though nothing she was saying was really true, it felt real enough at that moment. The role she had adopted was real to me. I felt like a terribly bad girl who deserved to be severely punished. In fact, I wanted it, even more.  
 
    “Yes, please, Mistress, punish me, punish me harder, I deserve it,” I blurted out not knowing what I was saying, caught up in the moment. 
 
    “You dare to speak without my permission, again! Very well!” 
 
    CRACK “Owwww howwww owwww” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHH OWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWWWWWW” 
 
    “You will be punished and every severely as you’ve asked. It’s no more than you deserve.” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWW OWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “OH OWWW OWWW OWWWW” 
 
    The last three strikes were hard, very hard indeed. They laid a line of fire right across my bottom which was now burning and throbbing with a vengeance. 
 
    I heard Lucy walk away to the bed and then return. I dared not look. She was my Mistress, I must not look, was all I could think. All the while my bottom was burning like a coal fire. 
 
    “Time for the crop you disobedient brat, and see how you like that.” 
 
    I felt the thin leather of the whip on my buttocks and then without further ado, she struck. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 
 
    The crop imparted a sting like a scorpion. I heard it swish, felt the crack and the strike went through me in one intense wave. Followed by the next. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “OWWWWWW OWWWWW” 
 
    I was very vocal by now because my bottom was extremely sore. Each stroke piled on the heat and the intensity of pain which was almost unbearable but at the same time utterly exquisite and beautiful.  
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ah oh owww owww owww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “OWWW OH OWWWWWW” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhh owwww owwwwwwwww” 
 
    Lucy fired the strokes onto my backside in quick succession. I did not have time to think. It was just one sting building on another 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ow fuckkkkk fuckkkkkk fuckkkkk” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Oh God, fuckking hellll fuckkkkkkkk” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Please oh God, please please owwwwwww” 
 
    There was a pause in the onslaught. I felt the tongue of the crop running lightly over my skin. The sensation of it was so sensuous. I felt it go between my legs, and lightly move up and down my pussy.  
 
    “Oh, oh God, oohhhhh, ohhhhhh, God.” 
 
    “As I said, not yet” Lucy stopped and took the crop away. “And what do you say, my little bitch, do you think you’ve been punished enough yet?” 
 
    “Whatever pleases you, Mistress,” I replied not daring to move or take my hands from the chair. My bottom still burned like fire, but I was certain it was not over. Part of me didn’t want it to be over either, I wanted to see how much I could really take. 
 
    “Good answer, slut,” she replied. “Well, it doesn’t please me and it’s not over. It’s time for your caning.” 
 
    I hissed in a breath at this. I was sure the cane was going to really hurt. I had read so, and Mason could vouch for it. I had administered a hard caning to his backside not long since. 
 
    “You may well be concerned about the cane,” said Lucy returning from the bed once more. “It’s certainly going to hurt.” 
 
    I said nothing, steeling myself for it, knowing it was probably going to be quite a shock to the system. 
 
    I felt the thin rattan against my backside as Lucy took her aim. 
 
    “Six of the best, I think, that will suffice. Your bottom is well punished, and you’ve still got the hairbrush to come.” 
 
    I groaned inwardly. I had forgotten about the hairbrush. How was I ever going to take it? 
 
    “Oh yes, the hairbrush is a must,” said Lucy implacably. “But for now, let’s focus on this shall we?” 
 
    I felt the cane lift off and tried not to clench against it. It would be far worse to do so I had read. 
 
    The familiar sound assailed my ears and then came the strike 
 
    SWISH CRACK 
 
    At first, there was nothing, and then within a second or more came the most indescribable intensity of feeling which rushed right through me. It was pain mixed with so many other things. I couldn’t help but cry out. 
 
    “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    “That’s one,” said Lucy. “Five more.” 
 
    “Oh God…” 
 
    “He won’t help you now.” 
 
    The cane was lined up again, lifted off and then, 
 
    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    The pain on top of the first one was even more intense. My bottom burned as if in the very fires of hell itself.  
 
    Lucy was pacing the strokes, ensuring that I felt the full effect before delivering the next. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Fucckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk” 
 
    “Good girl, three more to go.” 
 
    I didn’t know how I could stand it, but I was determined to. Nothing existed for me just then except me, the chair, Lucy and the cane.  
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwww owwwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    I could have sworn that was harder, but I couldn’t judge. My body and mind were swamped by a sensation overload. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwww ohh owwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    I vaguely wondered if that was the last when the cane was placed against my bottom yet again. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    I screamed as the last one hit. It was almost just too much. I stood there absorbing it, trying to make sense of it and get back to reality. Then Lucy’s voice cut through me. 
 
    “Get up, the caning is over, go to the corner, put your hands on your head.” 
 
    I did as she asked without a word. I was too far gone into my own space and thoughts. My bottom hurt like anything. I stood in the corner thinking of nothing and a tear trickled down my cheek. 
 
    I had asked for this, and I got it. In spades. Gradually the throb was replaced by a glow, a glow which spread through me like a drug. I became aware of the sound behind me. 
 
    “Oh, God, I can’t wait, that was so horny, oh fuck, fuck oh, sorry, Delilah, ohhhhh, oh Godddd, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    Lucy was wanking herself off. I dared not look around but listened intently to the sound of her orgasm. 
 
    “Oh fuck. Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhh, aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhh, aaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh, ohhhhhh, oh, oh, oh, oh.” 
 
    Gradually it subsided. I felt her once more behind me. Putting her arms around me, leaning her head on my back.  
 
    “I don’t know if I can give you the hairbrush, I think you’ve had enough,” she whispered, “And I want you so much.” 
 
    I turned then, and kissed her, softly.  
 
    “Please, just to try, maybe just six.” 
 
    I don’t know what possessed me to say it. She had given me an out and yet I wanted more. She looked up at me. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I nodded, “I need to find out.” 
 
    “OK, go and get it but only six.” 
 
    I went to the dressing table and picked up the brush. It felt good in my hand. I was going to get one. Jake deserved a hairbrush spanking and I wanted to find out what it would be like. 
 
    I walked over to Lucy and handed it to her. 
 
    “Over my knee,” she said quietly, smiling softly.  
 
    I settled on her lap once more, felt the cold hard surface of the brush on my naked backside. 
 
    “This is going to hurt, my darling, I’m sorry,” said Lucy with such tenderness I nearly cried.  
 
    The brush lifted off and smacked down 
 
    SMACK “Owwwwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    She wasn’t kidding. It imparted a deep intense sting to my buttock cheek which penetrated it like a missile. 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    Once more the dreadful brush landed and cemented its formidable reputation. 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWWWWWW” 
 
    Lucy was giving it to me very hard and not holding back. On top of all spanking, I had endured this was more than just painful.  
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWWWWW OWWWWWWW” 
 
    SMACK “Oh Goddddd, owwwwwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    Somehow that last deep painful spank unleashed something within me, a powerful release and I began to cry. 
 
    I broke out into a fit of sobbing not even really knowing what I was sobbing about. 
 
    Lucy pulled me gently off her lap and cradled me softly in her arms. 
 
    “Oh darling, oh my darling, oh my darling,” she said over and over while I cried until it seemed my heart would break. 
 
    Eventually, I lifted up my tear-stained face to hers and she kissed away my tears. Licking the salt from my cheeks and then kissing me more intensely. 
 
    It seemed as if I had had a catharsis of sorts. I began to kiss her back, harder. My pussy was throbbing with need. 
 
    Lucy led me to the bed and lay me down. I felt her moving down between my legs and then the indescribable wonderful sensation of the flicking of her tongue. 
 
    “Oh Godddd, oh my Godddd, fuckkkk, oh, Lucy, oh, oh, God, fuckkkk, oh, oh.” 
 
    I had had oral sex before, but this was different, she was incredibly good at it and after the spanking, my sexual arousal had gone through the roof. I was ready to climax, and the wave built inside me like a crescendo. 
 
    “Oh God, fuck, fuck, ahhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkk, ohhhhh.” 
 
    Her tongue continued to flick moving me ever closer to the edge. The sensations coupled with my throbbing bottom were amazing.  
 
    “Oh fuck, shittt, fuckkk, fuckkk, oh my God, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I felt myself go and the wave wash through me as I let out a long loud scream of pleasure. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    “Fuckkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh” 
 
    I felt my muscles tensing and my toes curling. The energy drained from my body as did all my tension and I relaxed completely. 
 
    Lucy moved up the bed until she was lying beside me. I turned to kiss her and move my hand down. She stopped me. 
 
    “Later, darling. This isn’t about me. This is about you.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I kissed her. “Thank you for everything.” 
 
    My bottom was still on fire, but it was more of a warm glow, what they call the afterglow of a spanking. 
 
    “It was my pleasure. How did you find it?” 
 
    “Painful.” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “But perversely I enjoyed it. It was a huge turn-on. I loved it when you were the mistress, that was fantastic.” 
 
    “I’ve been working on it, but thank you for the compliment,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful, Lucy.” 
 
    “So are you, incredibly beautiful.” 
 
    We kissed for a while, lazily and softly. There was a great deal of tenderness between us after the intensity of the roleplay. 
 
    “Can I see you again?” I asked her tentatively. 
 
    “I’m not supposed to,” she said frowning. “Mathew doesn’t want me to get too attached.” 
 
    “Oh,” I must have looked crestfallen because she smiled, kissed me again and pulled me close.  
 
    “I want to see you again. I want us to be friends. Perhaps a little more than just… friends” 
 
    Her eyes held a promise of something special. Different, perhaps to just a friendship. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    I fell into a deep sleep and woke in the early hours to find Lucy still beside me, holding me gently. I thought about what we had just gone through and how it changed my viewpoint on spanking. Now I had been on the receiving end I began to understand things from the submissives’ point of view. I would be more aware in future, understand their triggers better and their needs. I would still dole out a damn good spanking, but I would recognise their journey into subspace and how that feels. I could help to intensify that too. It would make me a better dominant than I had been before. I thought about Lucy and a great idea occurred to me. 
 
    “Are you OK?” Lucy whispered. I turned to see her looking at me in the half-light. 
 
    “Never better.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “I wondered,” I said. “If you’d like to come and spank a cuckboy with me.” 
 
    “What, together?” 
 
    “Yes, as mistresses together, with my husband watching.” 
 
    She thought about it for a moment, giggled delightedly and said, “Alright.” 
 
    “It’s a date.” 
 
    I smiled and kissed her. 
 
    “Now I need to make up for what I didn’t do earlier,” I whispered. 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    My hand stole between her thighs, and she moaned softly in expectation. 
 
    *** 
 
    The double Mistress spanking absorbed my mind for several days. Lucy and I had made love several times before I left, and I returned late that Sunday. We had a tearful goodbye. The two of us had bonded in a very special way. I was sure we would see more of each other in the future, even just to talk about our latest adventure, hotwife or cuckold. 
 
    Jake had been sulky when I got home, so I wrote some more things in his book. Then I took him upstairs and fucked him. There were cane marks on my bottom, and it was a little bruised but if he noticed he never asked. 
 
    I found a suitable cuckboy, and explained the whole arrangement to him. Set up a night and informed Jake there was going to be another cuckboy evening. He made a face but didn’t say anything. I did not tell him about Lucy. 
 
    The day arrived at long last, and Lucy was, as arranged, the first to arrive. I had specially made myself up in Mistress gear with a leather corset, black mules, straightened hair, red lips.  
 
    “Oh God, you look stunning,” she exclaimed when I opened the door. 
 
    “Come here,” I said pulling her to me and kissing her soundly.  
 
    The fireworks were still there, it was surprising and in fact even better than the first time. 
 
    “I missed you,” I told her when our lips parted. 
 
    “I missed you too.” She smiled. 
 
    Lucy changed into a red leather corset, and red mules, we fixed each other’s makeup and waited for the cuckboy. 
 
    Carter was a well-muscled, fit-looking youngish guy. He had brown eyes, a handsome face with a stubbly beard. His hair was undercut, and he looked very much as if he worked out regularly.  
 
    I had picked him particularly to find someone both myself and Lucy would like. He fitted the bill and by all accounts, he had a large cock, something I was interested to see. 
 
    “Hi Carter, this is Lucy who will be your other Mistress today.” 
 
    He smiled and greeted her very politely. He was dressed in jeans, a t-shirt, and trainers. His clothes looked well on him accentuating his frame. 
 
    “Hi,” he said.  
 
    We sat together in the lounge and went over the scenario once more. I was waiting for Jake to arrive, and I had already placed the spanking chair in its position. I had not quite decided what implements to use on Carter and thought we would play it by ear. I had them all ready just in case.  
 
    Very shortly the front door opened and shut, and I looked at Lucy. 
 
    “Jake,” I called out. “We’re in here.” 
 
    There was no answer for a few moments, and I wondered if Jake was going to play up again but then he appeared in the room and shut the door behind him. 
 
    “Oh!” he said on seeing Lucy. 
 
    “Jake, this is Lucy, she’s my friend.” 
 
    “I see.” He shot me a significant look but said nothing more. 
 
    “There will be two mistresses tonight,” I informed him. 
 
    With a nod to Lucy, I stood up. 
 
    “Let us begin. Carter here will remove his clothes and so will you, Jake.” 
 
    He looked at me once more but then, without further ado, began to strip, as did Carter. 
 
    They measured up pretty well against each other in stature and physique. But when Carter took his boxers off, he revealed a monster underneath. I stared at it, as did Lucy. 
 
    “Oh,” he said deprecatingly. “You did ask if I was well endowed, and I suppose I was a bit blessed in that department.” 
 
    “Yes, I see,” I said.  
 
    Jake stared at it. His was nowhere even close, but that did not matter, Jake’s cock was big and thick, and certainly big enough for me. 
 
    “Carter,” I said taking control of things. “Kneel down Carter.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He did so and I stood side by side with Lucy in front of him. 
 
    “Have you been a bad boy, Carter, do you need to be punished?” I asked him. 
 
    I liked to set up a scenario, it helped to make it more real for all of us. Usually, this is play-acting except with Mason who was punished for really stealing from his boss. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said at once. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “I’m fucking the boss’ sister at the gym,” he said. 
 
    There was a stunned silence while we digested it. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I’m fucking the sister of my boss who works at the gym.” 
 
    “How old is his sister?” Lucy asked at once. 
 
    “She’s twenty, Mistress.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    Lucy and I looked at each other, it didn’t seem that big a deal. 
 
    “The boss doesn’t know?” 
 
    “No, Mistress. He’s my friend and I don’t know how to tell him, but I can’t help it and we kind of love each other. Well, apart from me doing this stuff, of course. I don’t know if she’s into… spanking.” 
 
    Lucy glanced at me again, this wasn’t what we were expecting at all.  
 
    “Why do you think you should be punished for this?” I asked him curiously. 
 
    “I feel bad about it, and I should have told him. He’s going to be as mad as fire. Maybe if you punished me, I’d feel better about it.” 
 
    “OK. What do you think, Mistress Lucy?” 
 
    She smiled and her eyes twinkled wickedly. 
 
    “I think we should punish him. I will give him a dose of the belt and you can give him the riding crop.” 
 
    “Good plan,” I agreed. “We can take turns.” 
 
    I turned to Carter. 
 
    “Get up, Carter and bend over the chair. Put your hands on the seat.” 
 
    He obeyed and I saw his cock twitch just a little and start to harden. 
 
    Lucy handed the riding crop to me and picked up the belt. 
 
    “Shall I go first?” she asked me. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I stood back and watched her as she took up her position. She doubled the belt over and hefted it, while measuring the distance to his bottom. I was interested to see her technique. She pulled the end of it back with her left hand and got it ready to strike. 
 
    I glanced at Jake to see him watching intently with his cock at half-mast already. 
 
    “You are a bad boy, Carter, some might even call you a sly little bastard,” said Lucy. “You deserve to be punished and you’re going to get it.” 
 
    She swung the belt in an arc. 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwww”  
 
    It made contact and left a red mark on his backside as she followed through and drew it back again. 
 
    CRACK “Owwwww fuckkkkkk” 
 
    “That is for betraying your boss.” 
 
    CRACK “Owww owwww owwww” 
 
    “That is for being dishonest.” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhh fuckkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Owwww shitt” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    She paused. His bottom was already turning pink with nice wide stripes on it. She had swung hard and certainly landed the belt quite precisely. I was sure it was pretty hard too, and could vouch for it from personal experience. 
 
    “Your turn, Mistress Delilah.” 
 
    She moved aside while I took up my position with the crop and lined it up. I wanted to do an equally good job. 
 
    “You little shit,” I said bringing back the crop. 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwww wwwwwww” 
 
    “You should show more loyalty.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “AHHHHHH” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww fuck owwww” 
 
    “You’re going to get a damn good hiding for what you’ve done.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhh owwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owww fuckkkkkk” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ohhhhh oowwww” 
 
    I stood aside admiring the stripes I had made on his backside. I looked over and Jake’s cock was hard as a nail. So was Carter’s, the walloping was turning him on. 
 
    Lucy took my place and lined up the belt. 
 
    “You are a shitty little bastard who betrays their friends,” she told him. 
 
    Then she delivered six fast and precise strokes to his backside, each turning it a deeper shade of red. 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwwww” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhh fuckkkkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “Ohhhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    CRACK “Owww ohhhhh owwww” 
 
    CRACK “Owwww fuck owwwwwww” 
 
    CRACK “Oh God owwwwwwww owwwwwww” 
 
    “That’s more like it,” she said, standing aside for my turn. 
 
    I lined up the crop once more. 
 
    “How dare you. Thinking with your cock and not your head.” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwwwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Fuckkkkk owwwwwwwww” 
 
    SWISH CRACK “Owwww fuckkkkkkkkk” 
 
    I stepped back. His backside was red with criss-cross stripes.  
 
    I looked at Lucy wondering if we should continue this way and for how long. Carter’s cock was hard, I was wet and I was sure Lucy was too. 
 
    “Let’s finish him with a double spanking,” she said picking up a sandal and giving me the other.  
 
    “Good idea.” 
 
    We stood each behind a buttock and gave him a swift hard spanking, alternating strikes. 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHH” SMACK “Owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkkkk” SMACK “Ouchhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “OWWW OH OWWWW” SMACK “OWWWWWw” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHH OUCH” SMACK “Owww oh owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhh owwwww” SMACK “Owwww owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhh owwwwwwww” SMACK “Owwww owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “Fuckkkk fuckkkkk” 
 
    SMACK “Owww ouchhh owwww” SMACK “Owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhhh” SMACK “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhhhhhh” SMACK “Fuckkkkkkkk” 
 
    It had been swift, measured and deadly. Each of us spanked as hard as we could turning his backside a nice shade of crimson. 
 
    “What shall we do now?” I asked her. 
 
    “Have you learned your lesson, Carter?” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    “You should be. I’ve a mind to cane you.” 
 
    I touched her hand, “We can do that later, why don’t we…” I whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Stand up, Carter,” she said. “You and Jake can go and face the wall, don’t you dare look around.” 
 
    As soon as they were settled, we began to kiss and fondle each other. 
 
    “Oh Lucy, God, I want you, I want to lick you.” 
 
    “I’m so wet from that spanking,” Lucy breathed. “And I want you to lick me, go on.” 
 
    She sat in the chair while I knelt in front of her. 
 
    “No peeking boys,” she said as my tongue found its mark. 
 
    “Oh God, oh fuckkkkkkk, ahhhh, you’re good, you are so good, ahhhhh,” she cried as I lapped at her with light flicks of my tongue. 
 
    I had never licked a woman before, but this wasn’t my first time for Lucy. I had done it several times in fact, before I left that weekend, so I was more used to her responses. I began to flick faster. 
 
    “Oh, God, fuck, ahhhh, fuck, fuck, Delilahhhh, ahhhhh,” she cried out and her legs came up around my neck pulling me in harder. 
 
    I continued tasting her, enjoying the sensation of her on my tongue. The feel of her pussy and the sweetness of her juices. 
 
    “Ah, ohhhhh, ahhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ahhhhh, yesssss, oh God, oh my God, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, I’m close, I’m so close.” 
 
    I went faster and just then she pushed my head hard against her pussy. She began to grind her pelvis against my mouth while screaming out as she climaxed. 
 
    “Oh, fuckkkkkk, fuckkkkkkk, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I let her subside and looked up at her smiling. 
 
    “Have the boys been good?” she asked me. 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Then maybe I should suck Jake’s cock while you let Carter fuck you.” She shot me a saucy smile. 
 
    I nodded and stood up. Lucy went over to Jake. 
 
    “Turn around Jake, come on.” 
 
    As he did so, she knelt and started to take him in her mouth. He gasped. 
 
    “Carter,” I said. “Come here now and fuck me with that massive cock of yours.” 
 
    He turned around at once and his cock was indeed huge. I bent forward over the chair. In no time he was behind me, and I felt the head of his cock against my folds. I could hear Jake crying out. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuckkk, oh God, yes, that’s good, oh fuckkk, fuckkk, ohhhhh.” 
 
    Then I was lost as Carter pushed his cock into me. I felt it filling me up stretching me, it felt glorious. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh fuckkkkkk,” I shouted. “Fuck me, fuck me with your massive fucking cock!” 
 
    He began to thrust, grunting as he did so, harder and harder, while I felt it fill me, stretch me even further. I cried out with each thrust and my cries mingled with Jake’s. 
 
    “Oh fuck, fuck, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkk.” 
 
    “Oh God, Lucy, ohhhhh, Lucy, ohhhh, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, ohhhhhh.” 
 
    Carter was starting to pound into me, and his hands grabbed my waist as he thrust even harder. I was close, so close to climax. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, Lucy, I am gonnnaaaa, cummmmmmmm, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh.,” shouted Jake. 
 
    That sound tipped me over the edge, and I screamed. 
 
    “Oh, Goddddd, Carterrrrr, Carterrrrrr, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhh, ohhhhh.” 
 
    Carter’s cock was pulsing hard and filling me with ribbons of spunk while he roared like a lion. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    After which the four of us collapsed on the sofa. I cuddled up to Lucy and we all lay there catching our breath. 
 
    Suffice to say, Carter got his caning and a thorough one at that. He returned home with a sore bottom leaving two very well fucked women and one man behind. He had had each of us in turn. 
 
    Eventually, I sadly said goodbye to Lucy, and we promised to meet again soon. I lay that night with Jake and wondered what was going to become of us. I would have to bite the bullet on his submissiveness now I had fulfilled myself. It was the final hurdle in our relationship and the thing I desired most of all. It was time to stop procrastinating and take Jake in hand. His spanking was overdue and much needed. He had to be honest with himself and come clean He needed to accept his submissive desires as normal and then both of us could be happy. On which note I went to sleep, resolving that soon things must come to a head in more ways than one. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake’s Diary 
 
    I liked it when Delilah brought Lucy around. Has she been fucking her, was that where she went that weekend? I felt the ridges on her backside, did Lucy do that? I did not like to say. 
 
    That last session was so horny and for once was not about me. Lucy was the best head I’ve ever had though Delilah is second best. It’s the first time I felt comfortable with the whole spanking thing, watching those two. 
 
    I am perhaps beginning to come around, who knows. Am I really so bad? I can’t be such a bad person if there are so many others who enjoy it. At first, I thought Delilah was a pervert, but I am beginning to understand her. If she was to bring it up, perhaps I wouldn’t say no. Who knows? 
 
    *** 
 
    

  

 
   
    Hubby’s cuck spanking humiliation (Book 6) 
 
    If you want to know the truth, my pussy burned for Lucy. After our two very hot encounters I wanted her again, and again. I don’t know if she felt the same, but I wore down my rabbit battery thinking of her and what I’d like to do to her and with her. I had not seen her since our last spanking encounter where we spanked my latest cuckboy together.  
 
    She had given me the hottest spanking. It was truly amazing. I had nothing to compare it to, of course, but the memory of it was etched in my psyche. I did not think things could not really go much further with her even though I had feelings for her. Practically speaking what could that be anyway? She was married and so was I. I didn’t think we could form a relationship, even if we both wanted to.  
 
    I know about things like polyamorous relationships but I’m not sure how they work or how it could work in our case? For one thing, I didn’t know how she felt about me, and I didn’t really want to ask her and open Pandora’s box.  
 
    In any case, I loved Jake with a passion, that was a given. I would not give him up and who is to say that what I felt for Lucy was really lust and not love. I don’t know about that, but I do know she had ignited a fire inside me which was not easily quenched. 
 
    Perhaps it was this which pushed me to think about breaking the final barrier between myself and Jake. The one thing I did not have was his willing submission to me and it was the thing I craved more than anything. The spankings I wanted to give him were events I had gone over and over in my mind, many times. His bottom would have been burning for weeks if I really had carried out my desires. 
 
    I read his diary, of course. From what he said, it seemed as if he might actually come around to my ideas. I am not sure what was stopping me from taking the plunge. Perhaps it needed an act of fate to precipitate things further. 
 
    *** 
 
    The act of fate came sooner than I thought. Little did I expect when we went out to dinner together that it would be a defining moment for us both. One day, I booked a posh restaurant just for the hell of it really. I had, in fact, gone to a lot of trouble. It wasn’t an easy place to get a table and I thought it would be nice to do something special together. 
 
    I told Jake we were going out and he asked what the occasion was, I told him the occasion was simply ‘us’. This should have been enough but instead of delight, he made a face which ought to have made me a little prescient about what was to come. 
 
    On the evening we were to go out, I dressed up beautifully for him. I brushed my hair and straightened it. I put on my very sexy black dress which hugged my figure like a glove. I wore black stiletto mules and red nail polish, red lipstick. I was looking pretty hot, I told myself, when I looked in the mirror. In fact, I took a photo intending to send it to Lucy. I’m a bad girl, I know. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted it to be super romantic then come home and fuck Jake’s brains out. 
 
    However, instead of matching my flair for style, Jake came downstairs in jeans, a t-shirt and trainers. I stared at him aghast. 
 
    “What?” he asked a little defiantly. It was almost as if he’d done it on purpose to goad me. I was determined, though, not to let him spoil it. 
 
    “Is that what you are intending to wear?” I demanded mildly. 
 
    “Yes, why?” 
 
    “Well, look at me and now look at you.” 
 
    I smiled my best smile and held my irritation in check. This was going to be a good night and I was determined to make it so.  
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Either he was pretending to be completely obtuse, or he really was. I knew Jake better than that. 
 
    I sighed, and explained it to him without being too patronising. 
 
    “This is a special night, Jake, I’ve dressed up for you. The least you could do is dress up for me.” 
 
    It seemed to dawn on him that I wasn’t joking, he shrugged and went upstairs again. Shortly he returned wearing a nice black suit, open shirt, shiny black shoes, and looking massively hot. I appreciated the change and that he had done it without much demur. I decided to forget about the earlier behaviour and concentrate on having a good night. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s so much better.” 
 
    I curled my arms around his neck and gave him a lazy kiss. 
 
    “Couldn’t we just, skip dinner?” he asked me. 
 
    I felt the bulge in his trousers, but I wanted to have our night out just the same. 
 
    “No, I booked this restaurant specially. I promise to fuck you later, if you promise to behave,” I whispered. 
 
    “Oh, so now I’ve got to behave have I, to have sex?” He pulled away. 
 
    My face must have fallen. I was just playing around, and he seemed a little on edge all of a sudden. It was unlike him to take umbrage.  
 
    “No, Jake. It was just a way of talking. A little joke.” 
 
    “Sure, OK… sorry, just had a difficult day at work, you know.”  
 
    I had not realised he was so touchy. Was that the real reason? In any case, he must have seen I was a little upset and took my hand. 
 
    “You look beautiful, Delilah,” he said by way of recompense. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He smiled and all seemed well once more. 
 
    The very fancy restaurant was in an up-market part of town. We took a taxi so neither of us had to drink, and it dropped us outside the swanky establishment with an ornate frontage, gold framed windows and a very imposing entrance. 
 
    Once inside we were escorted by the Maître d’hôtel to our table which was discreetly placed at the side on a raised part of the floor and afforded a view of the rest of the spacious dining area. We perused the menus, and both ordered steaks, frites and salad with a bottle of Merlot. I’m not a great drinker but I like a nice red. It would put me in the mood for later. 
 
    Things began on a good footing, auguring well for the after-dinner romp I had planned. The starter of buttered prawns with little toast triangles arrived and I bit into them hungrily. The food was delicious just as I had hoped. An answering murmur of satisfaction from Jake confirmed it. 
 
    The conversation was flowing, and we were quite in the best mood with each other. What I had not noticed immediately, was that Jake was not going easy on the wine. Before I knew it, he was ordering another bottle. 
 
    “Are you sure we need another?” I asked him. “Won’t it make you… you know?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that darlin’, I’ll be as stiff as a fucking rock when we get home. I’m going to fuck your brains out bitch.” 
 
    I nearly dropped my fork. It came out of nowhere. This was said quite loudly, and I looked around worried others might hear. I like dirty talk with the best of them but in the right place and at the right time, not in a crowded very posh restaurant.  
 
    “Jake, do you have to?” I said quietly. 
 
    “Have to what?” 
 
    “Speak quite so loudly?” 
 
    “Oh, was I? Sorry.” 
 
    He was clearly a little tipsy and I really didn’t want him to drink any more wine. However, stopping him without an argument might be difficult so I held my peace and hoped for the best. 
 
    The main course arrived and happily, he subsided. I prayed the food would counteract the effects of the wine and for a while, it was working. The conversation veered back to normal topics, until he spied a rather shapely buxom redhead walking across the restaurant. 
 
    “Fuck me, look at the arse on her, I would fucking do her I would!” he said suddenly. 
 
    “Jake!” I stared at him aghast. He had been loud, and the woman was pretending not to hear while her partner was glaring in our direction. 
 
    “Well, wouldn’t you? You’ve fucked another woman. I know you have. You would fuck her wouldn’t you, like Lucy.” 
 
    “Jake, stop it,” I said trying to keep my voice low. 
 
    “Stop what? Come on Del, you are trying to act the prude while all the time you are screwing other blokes.” 
 
    This was too much. Before I could do anything, he took a slug of wine and poured himself another glass. 
 
    “Jake, please, you are making a spectacle of us, please stop.” 
 
    Jake was suddenly in a belligerent mood. 
 
    “No, fuck it, Delilah, you’ve cuckolded me, acted the bitch and now you bring me here thinking it’ll make up for it, well it doesn’t!” 
 
    “Jake! What are you saying? Stop it, please. I wanted us to have a nice time together, I wanted…” 
 
    He cut in getting louder all the time. I’m sure I must have coloured up with embarrassment. 
 
    “Not so assertive now, are we, bitch, eh, bitch? What do you have to say about it now, you fucking whore!” 
 
    This was challenging, insulting and worse. It was also enough. People were looking and something inside me snapped. Before I knew what I was doing, I retaliated. 
 
    “How dare you? How dare you speak to me like that.” 
 
    Without thinking, I stood up, took a couple steps forward and delivered a resounding slap to his face. 
 
    It echoed around the restaurant, and it seemed almost as if time stood still. Everything was suspended and all eyes were on us. The evening was ruined. Tears sprung to my eyes, and Jake was looking at me stunned. Everyone in the room was staring. You could have heard a pin drop. 
 
    There was nothing for it but to beat a retreat. I wanted to get out as fast as possible, and away from there.  
 
    “I’m going home,” I said. “You’ve ruined everything!” 
 
    With that, I turned on my heel and strode out of the restaurant not daring to look left or right. 
 
    “Is everything alright, Madame?” asked the Maître d’hôtel as I reached the door. 
 
    “No, not it is not. He’ll pay the bill, I’m going home!” I informed him resolutely. With that, I marched away, and the doorman hailed me a cab. 
 
    *** 
 
    I’m not too proud to say I bawled my eyes out when I got back home. I sat in the living room in the dark sobbing at what had just happened. I couldn’t understand it and then, of course, I began to blame myself. I thought it must have been my fault and tried to think about when it had all gone wrong. What had I done which was so wrong?  
 
    Jake did not return home, so I kicked off my shoes, lay down and went to sleep on the sofa. 
 
    A long while later, I felt myself being lifted up and carried upstairs. I opened my eyes, saw it was Jake and shut them again. I was emotionally drained and did not resist. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” Jake whispered, putting me gently into bed. He covered me up and left me there. I was too tired to think and went back to sleep. 
 
    In the morning I awoke. Jake’s side of the bed had not been slept in. He wasn’t there. I sat up slowly and the events of the previous night came flooding back to me.  
 
    It was horrible remembering, I almost cried all over again. Then Jake was in the room, carrying a cup of tea. He held it out to me, and I took it gratefully. 
 
    He sat gingerly on the edge of the bed. I sipped my tea and said nothing. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said at length. “I was out of line.” 
 
    “Is that what you call it?” I shot back quietly.  
 
    “Yes, well I was a bastard, I was terrible. I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
    “You hurt me, deeply, with the things you said. I wanted us to have a nice evening out and come home, make love, then you did that.”  
 
    I did not raise my voice. I was still a little in shock at the turn of events. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” he sighed. “I had too much to drink.” 
 
    “How could you say what you said? In public too?” I asked him, still unable to understand his motivation for doing it. 
 
    “I don’t know.” He shook his head a little miserably. 
 
    “Are you unhappy, with us? Is that what this is about? Is there something you are not telling me?” I said to him, trying to probe a little further. 
 
    “No, it’s not that…” 
 
    “Then what? Don’t you… love me?” I asked the question which was on my mind. Wondering where this conversation would lead. 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    “Of course, I do, I love you to death. How do you think I could be so hurt otherwise?”  
 
    He was silent for a while, then said, “I do love you, Delilah.” 
 
    I was waiting for the ‘but’. He said no more.  
 
    This was not getting us anywhere.  
 
    “What is it, Jake? Are you unhappy, about our marriage? Tell me,” I said. 
 
    Might as well be hung for a sheep as a lamb, I thought. Now we’d started talking I might as well know what was really on his mind. 
 
    “It’s nothing.” He shook his head. 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” I replied. “These things don’t come from nowhere. They come from something. Is it the cuckolding, what?” 
 
    He shook his head and refused to say more. 
 
    There was an insistent voice nagging in my head, telling me to simply open up. But once I did so, what would eventuate? We seemed at a crossroads. I sighed inwardly and decided to go for it. 
 
    “I know about your diary, Jake,” I said. 
 
    His head snapped up sharply and he shot me a stricken look. 
 
    “I’ve read it. I know about your desires and how you have been fighting them all this time.” 
 
    “You read my diary?” he said staring. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “My private stuff?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He looked at me a moment longer, then got up and walked out of the room. 
 
    “That went well, I think,” I said to myself sarcastically. 
 
    What was I thinking? It seemed to have made things worse, not better. Almost as if we really were at a watershed in our marriage, all of a sudden. But not the way I imagined. More like perhaps our whole relationship was in question. The front door slammed and confirmed my worst fears. 
 
    Trying not to cry all over again, I went downstairs and made myself some breakfast. If I’m honest, I felt bereft. Almost as if my world was ripping apart at the seams and it was all my fault. I had started the cuckolding and now I was going to have to pay the price. Jake would come back, and then we’d have to have a serious talk. I had to face the fact he might just move out. With life seemingly crashing around me, I took another spoonful of porridge. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake did not appear for the rest of the day. It was the weekend, fortunately, but at the same time, I had a long time to think about things. Perhaps I was going to have to give up the cuckolding and the spanking, all of it, to save my marriage. If that’s what it took. At the same time, it made me feel desperately unhappy, as if I would be burying a part of myself which I had finally set free. I would save my marriage, but I wouldn’t be completely me. If I carried on, then perhaps Jake would never be happy. So, in the inimitable way of overthinking everything, I started to feel perhaps we’d be better apart and all that it might entail. 
 
    It was with a heavy heart that I made dinner, in the hope Jake would return. He hadn’t appeared for the entire day nor got in touch. I felt it best to leave him alone, so I did. Finally, as I was setting the table, I heard the front door open and close quite softly. Then Jake was in the room. 
 
    “Hi, do you want some dinner?” I asked him trying to keep the sob out of my voice. 
 
    “I would,” he said. “But first we need to talk.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I had been hoping for this but dreading it too. 
 
    “In the living room.” 
 
    I followed him there and sat down on the sofa while he took an armchair. 
 
    “Jake, I…” 
 
    He cut me off. 
 
    “No, Delilah. Let me talk or perhaps I never will say what I’m going to say.” 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    I subsided. I choked back the tears and waited to hear the worst. 
 
    “I’m not happy that you read my diary,” he began holding up a hand to stop me interrupting. “But you have and now you know, how I feel about… things.” 
 
    He stopped and I remained silent, waiting for more. 
 
    “I’ve been out all day, just thinking. About everything really, what’s happened between us and more. About me and why I should be so afraid of my own deep desires. You’ve expressed yours very fully and sincerely.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said quietly. 
 
    “And I respect that,” he gave a faint smile. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I think it’s time…” he continued and then stopped again, almost as if he could not quite finish the thought. 
 
    “For what?” I was expecting him to now say he couldn’t live with it, and it was time for us to break up. Sometimes it’s better to know. 
 
    He paused a moment longer. 
 
    “Jake, if you don’t want to be with me…” I couldn’t bear the agony. I needed him to rip off the band-aid. 
 
    “Don’t want to be with you?” He was incredulous. “Is that what you think? Of course, I want to be with you.” 
 
    “Then what were you going to say, you said it’s time…” 
 
    He sighed, “It’s time for me to accept myself for what I am and what I want, Delilah.” 
 
    “Oh…” this was unexpected, and I still wasn’t sure if he meant what I thought he meant. I was soon in no doubt with what he said next. 
 
    “I want you… to punish me… spank me… do your worst with me. All the things you’ve been wanting, I want you to do them and I’m pretty sure I deserve them,” he said finally. 
 
    I stared, the last thing I had expected was this. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked him, in surprise. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure. I’ve thought about it a lot and it’s what I need, what I want. You’ve read my diary. You know it’s true.” 
 
    “So, you are willing to submit to me, let me spank you, anything I want, any way I want?” I asked him. 
 
    ‘Yes.” He nodded. His brow had cleared, and he looked almost as if a weight had lifted from him. 
 
    “You are willing to accept me as your Mistress. You know what that means don’t you? You’ll do whatever I want you to do, accept any punishment or humiliation I decide?” 
 
    “I know and yes.” 
 
    “I can be a real bitch, you know.” 
 
    “Yes, I know.” 
 
    I still couldn’t quite believe it, but I persevered. 
 
    “This is going to change things between us, you know that don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I’m going to be your Mistress, make demands. I’m going to spank your bottom whenever I think you need it without mercy.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said quietly, and I noticed a bulge in his trousers at my words. 
 
    “I will still want to cuckold you, spank and fuck other men, or women.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you’re OK with all of this?” 
 
    “Yes…” he paused. “As long as you still love me.” 
 
    I nearly cried. 
 
    “Of course, I love you, Jake. I love you more than anything in the world.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, I got up and went to him. Put my arms around him, and kissed him with relief. 
 
    “I love you too, Delilah, don’t think I don’t.” 
 
    “I hope you’ll still love me when I take my sandal to your bottom,” I said ruffling his hair and smiling. 
 
    “Even more…” 
 
    His cock was hard, straining against his trousers, it seemed rude not to do something about it. I unzipped his flies, and his cock sprang out stiff as a board, just ready to be sucked. 
 
    “Oh Delilah, oh fuck, I love you.” 
 
    I took hold of the shaft in my hand and began to wank him slowly. 
 
    “I hope you’re not going to regret what you’ve agreed to. I hope you won’t regret it when I put you across my knee. You are going to get the biggest spanking you’ve ever had in your life…” 
 
    “Oh fuck, Delilah, oh God, yes, I want it, I want it so much, oh God, ohhhhh.” 
 
    He drew breath sharply as I wanked him harder. 
 
    “I’m going to spank you, give you beltings, canings, whippings, the works, my boy, everything you deserve.” I warmed to my theme. 
 
    “Oh yes, God, yes, yes, oh fuck, fuck. Yes, I want it, I need it.” 
 
    I was wanking him harder now, I could tell he was close. 
 
    “I am going to be your Mistress, and you will obey me in all things!” 
 
    “Oh God, yes, fuck, yes, I’m close, oh fuck, yes, yes, yes, yes.” 
 
    I could feel him start to pulse and I put my mouth around his cock. 
 
    “Ahhhhh fuckkkkk, ahhhh, fuckkk, fuckkk, Delilahhhh, ahhhhhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk, I’m cumming, ahhhhhhhhhh, yes, yes, yes, yes.” 
 
    I felt his strings of cum shooting into my mouth and I greedily swallowed them. I was happy, ecstatic. I felt as if I had been reprieved from something terrible. It was going to work out and finally, I was going to give Jake the spanking he deserved. 
 
    His cock began to go flaccid, and I let go.  
 
    “Come, darling, let’s have dinner and go to bed,” I said to him. 
 
    “Aren’t we? Going to…” he wondered. 
 
    “Not today, no. We will start tomorrow. I think it would be best. Do your pants up. You’ll not be wearing them much on Sunday and your bottom is going to be red as a beetroot,” I informed. 
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    I laughed, and so did he. Somehow all the angst rolled away. The two of us were going to unleash our true selves, on each other. It would be truly memorable, a moment to savour. 
 
    *** 
 
    That night we made love. It was different, as if we were on the cusp of something new. I began by wanking his cock slowly making it hard. He lay on his back and closed his eyes. 
 
    “Tomorrow,” I said. “You are going to pay for all the naughty things you did.” 
 
    “Yes, oh yes, ohhh, fuckkkkk, mmmm.” 
 
    “I’m going to put you across my knee… naked.” I was warming to my theme and his cock was engorged, thicker than I’d ever known it. 
 
    “Yes, oh God, yes, fuckkk, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhh.” 
 
    “I am going to give you such a spanking.” 
 
    I straddled him, and gasped as he entered me filling me up. I loved it, felt him stretching me like he’d never done before. I began to fuck him slowly hardly able to contain myself. 
 
    “God, I can’t wait, I can’t wait to spank your bottom, hard, make it red and sore. Oh, oh, oh, ohhhhh, fuckkkk, ahhhhhhh.” 
 
    “Yes, yes please, oh yes, fuckkk, yesssss, I want it, oh fuckkkkkkk.”  
 
    He was moaning with pleasure as I fucked him harder, faster. I could not help it. I was unleashed, and I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
    “Ohhh, fuckkk, Jake, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk, God, I’m so going to spank you, spank you, spank youuuuu, ahhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I was pounding him now, my arse slapping his thighs but I didn’t care, the sensations were amazing. Better than ever before. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, I can hardly wait, ahhhhh, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkk, ahhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock was pulsing, throbbing and I felt his cum shooting into me, filling me up, hot and sticky. 
 
    “Oh fuckkkkk, Jakkkkkkke, ohhhhhhhhh my fucking Godddddd, ahhhhhh, ahhhhh, fuckkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    The wave broke through me, and I was still pounding his cock. The sensations were amazing, I felt my toes curl, my head lift off. It was intense and so lovely. I kept going until I could take it no more and pitched forward onto his chest. 
 
    “Oh, Jake, Jake, oh fuckkkk, Jake, I love you, I love youuuuuuu.” 
 
    “I love you too, my darling, so much, my beautiful Delilah.” 
 
    We remained like that for a long while until the sensations subsided. I let out a deep shuddering sigh and moved to his side. I lay there cradled in his embrace, almost ecstatic that I was finally going to get my wish and he was going to get his. It was almost perfect. What would the next day bring when we did it for real? On that note, I fell into a deep and dreamless sleep. 
 
    The following morning there was some definite sexual tension in the air, anticipation. Jake kissed me but did not join me in the shower. I wanted him to but also, I wanted to wait. Today was the beginning of his submission and I wanted to prepare myself. For weeks I had been thinking about this day and all the many ways it might pan out. But now it was here I was at a loss at what to do. How should I begin this, what should I wear? There were so many options. I put on makeup, unusual for a Sunday but this was special. I pulled on a summery flimsy dress and my thong sandals. No underwear. It would do, I felt, at least to start. 
 
    I went downstairs and Jake had made us breakfast. This was unusual in itself but I accepted the bacon, eggs, tomatoes and toast gratefully, along with a cup of coffee. 
 
    “This is wonderful, darling,” I told him. 
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    He smiled at me, he was waiting for me to take the lead, unsure of where things were going. He had showered separately and was wearing just a dressing gown. I suspected he was naked underneath. I ate my food, and we talked a little about nothing important. The impending spanking was on both our minds, I’m sure.  
 
    As I sipped my coffee, I decided it was time. 
 
    “After coffee, you will be getting your first spanking,” I informed him lightly. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    “I will go to the living room to get ready. When I call you, you must come immediately, don’t delay. As soon as you enter the room, I am your Mistress. You will call me Mistress, or Mistress Delilah until the spanking and whatever I decide to do afterwards is over. Do you understand?”  
 
    I said this very formally, in a matter of fact way.  
 
    “You will do what I tell you no matter what. That’s what you’ve agreed. I am very likely to be a bitch, say things, you know…” 
 
    He nodded and smiled in reassurance.  He had seen me in action, and he knew exactly how I could be. Now I would be doing it to him. 
 
    “I expect you to obey me without question, and to submit to me, understood?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I couldn’t see his cock but the tell-tale signs on his face were that he was getting aroused. I certainly was and I was now eager to begin. 
 
    “I said this is your first spanking, there will be more.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Just so we are clear, before I go in there and before we start.” 
 
    “It’s clear, I promise you,” he replied. 
 
    “No matter what, I love you, remember I love you so much, I really do.”  
 
    I felt emotional at that moment, at a beginning of something new, almost unknown. Our relationship was about to become something different. Neither of us perhaps knew exactly what it would be. 
 
    “I love you too, Delilah, always.” 
 
    “Good. Then it’s time. I’ll call you shortly.” 
 
    I drained my cup, got up from the table and with one last look at his face left the room. I deliberately swayed my hips a little to arouse him, although I could guarantee he was aroused. I certainly felt horny but then spanking always does that to me. With Jake, though, it would be extra special. 
 
    I made sure to empty my bladder, and wash myself clean for his tongue later. Then I went into the lounge. I had decided that I would give him a sandal spanking to begin. We would be using all the implements I had but not at once. I wanted to spread the spankings out, through the week to give us both time to savour them. It was going to be quite a week.  
 
    I moved the spanking chair into the centre of the room. There was also his book of misdemeanours, but I decided that would keep. He’d already done enough at the dinner to merit a red bottom. It would suffice.  
 
    “Come in here, Jake,” I called out. 
 
    I waited, wondering if he would come, but sure enough, he was there in a trice, and he shut the door behind him. 
 
    “Come here, stand in front of me,” I told him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He did so and looked at me expectantly. 
 
    “Take off your dressing gown.” 
 
    He smiled a little smile and removed it. He cast it aside and his cock was standing out thick and proud. He was hard already. 
 
    “On your knees.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Finally, there he was kneeling in front of me, just as I had fantasised for so long. 
 
    “You are going to be punished, you know why don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Very well, why are you being punished?” I demanded. 
 
    “Because of the restaurant, what I did.” 
 
    I wanted him to spell it out, this was important, to establish the reason for the spanking. It was part of the ritual and I needed it, we both did.  
 
    “And what exactly did you do?” I replied with a hard stare. I was starting to become the spank bitch who lurked inside of me waiting for the right moment. 
 
    “I was rude to you, I was loud, I was disrespectful. I called you some very nasty names. I’m sorry… Mistress.” 
 
    I looked at him, he was certainly entering into the spirit of it, as was I. 
 
    “That’s sugar coating it. You were a bastard. I wanted a nice evening and you ruined it for both of us. You called me a bitch, a whore in public. That’s almost unforgivable. And sure, you are sorry but it’s too late for that.” I let my anger flow remembering it, and I needed that goad to do justice to his backside. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He lowered his eyes. 
 
    “Look at me when I’m talking to you,” I said at once. He did so. 
 
    “I’m going to give you the spanking you so richly deserve for all of that.” 
 
    I leant down very deliberately and removed my right sandal. I held it by the heel and tapped the sole of it in my left hand. 
 
    He flinched just slightly at the sight of me doing it, but his cock seemed as if it was ready to burst. 
 
    “Yes, you are getting the sandal today, on your bare bottom until you can’t sit down.” 
 
    He licked his lips at this. 
 
    I decided there was no point in waiting any longer. I hitched up my skirt to reveal my bare thighs.  
 
    “Come here and stand beside me.”  
 
    I indicated my right knee. He got up at once and did so waiting for that final moment, the moment of real submission as he went across my lap. 
 
    “Get over my knee,” I said quietly but firmly. 
 
    Jake lay across me, his bottom nicely placed and bare. I moved him until he was in a comfortable position and ready to spank. It felt good, amazing to finally have him at my mercy and the mercy of my sandal. I started to run the sole of it over his bare buttocks. 
 
    “You’re going to get a sound spanking. You know that. It’s been coming to you for a long time and now I’m going to give your bottom a long overdue spanking.” 
 
    He gasped a little at the touch and I felt his cock twitching next to my bare leg. I put it from my mind. I’d be fucking him soon enough, but first, he was getting a bare bottom spanking of no mean order. 
 
    “You are a very bad boy, and this is how bad boys get punished,” I told him as I lifted up the sandal for the first strike. 
 
    I brought down quite hard on his backside, lifted it off and struck the other cheek. 
 
    SMACK “OWWWW” SMACK “Ooooh” 
 
    The sound was delicious, beautiful. The feeling of spanking his bottom was everything I had imagined it to be. Two nice red marks sprung up on his creamy flesh. My pussy swelled up and I felt myself to be very wet already. 
 
    SMACK “AHHHH” SMACK “OHHHH” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Ouchhhhhh” 
 
    I decided to spank deliberately and hard enough to make an impression from the start. It felt so good. The power of it surged through me. I continued. 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhh” SMACK “Ouch fuckkkk” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhh fucking hell” SMACK “Owww oww owwww” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkk” SMACK “OWWWW” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhhh” SMACK “Oooohhhhhh” 
 
    “Does it hurt, Jake?” I asked him lightly pausing for a moment. 
 
    “Yes, yes it does…” he said with feeling. 
 
    “Yes SMACK what SMACK?” I shot back spanking his backside again. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, it hurts, a lot.” 
 
    I stroked his back. 
 
    “And didn’t you expect it to hurt? Hmmm?” 
 
    He let out a sigh. 
 
    “I knew it was going to hurt, Mistress, but not quite so much.” 
 
    I laughed a little at this, Jake could be sardonic even now across my knee and getting a spanking. 
 
    I lifted the sandal spanked and started to scold. 
 
    “Damn SMACK right SMACK it hurts SMACK Mister SMACK. It’s meant to SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK. I want SMACK it SMACK to hurt SMACK because SMACK it teaches SMACK you SMACK how much SMACK you’ve hurt me SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK.” 
 
    “Owwww, Jesusss, fuckkkkk, owww, owwww, owwww.” He yelled through this tirade. 
 
    It was satisfying, wholly so. His bottom was already turning a nice shade of red. I had not been sparing him at all. I had been spanking hard, I wanted him to feel it. It felt damn good to me, as if all the things I was mad at him for were being taken off my chest with every spank he got. 
 
    “You can be such a little bastard Jake.” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhh” SMACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhh fuckkkk” SMACK “Owwww owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhhhh” SMACK “Ahhhhhh” 
 
    “You’ve hurt me more than once and last night was the limit. You fucking wanker.” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwww” SMACK “Noooo owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Owww ohhhh owwwww” SMACK “Owww please owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkkkk” SMACK “Owwwwww” 
 
    But I wasn’t in a mood to listen to his cries, I was warming to my theme. 
 
    “Fucking bastard!” 
 
    SMACK “Ahhhhhh” SMACK “Owwwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Owww ahhhh owwwww” SMACK “Ahhhhhh” 
 
    “Areshole!” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhhh” SMACK “Ahhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwwww” SMACK “Ahhhhhh” 
 
    His hand crept back almost involuntarily to his bottom, I grabbed his wrist and pinned it to his back. 
 
    “Don’t SMACK you dare SMACK touch SMACK your bottom SMACK without SMACK my permission SMACK. I’ll show you SMACK. Disobedient SMACK brat SMACK.” 
 
    I had no idea where this was coming from, as usual, once I was unleashed, I became this other person. A bitch, a spanking bitch. I let fly a volley of very hard spanks one of the other against his now crimson buttocks. 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Ahhhhh fuckkkk fuckkkkk that stingssss ahhhhhhhh” 
 
    “Does it? Well good!” 
 
    SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK 
 
    “Owww please owwww owwww fuckkk owwww owwwww owwww” 
 
    He was literally howling with the spanking and far from upsetting me, it filled me with a perverse pleasure. 
 
    “You SMACK fucking SMACK little SMACK boy SMACK. You SMACK are getting SMACK the spanking SMACK you’ve needed SMACK for a long SMACK time SMACK. You SMACK won’t SMACK be sitting down SMACK for days SMACK.” 
 
    He cried out at each of these loudly and vociferously. 
 
    “Owwwww owwwww owwww please please I’m sorry please please I’m sorry.” 
 
    I felt quite ruthless as I lifted the sandal again impervious to his pleas. 
 
    “Sorry, are you? Well, I will make you even sorrier, just you wait.” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHHH” SMACK “OWWWWW” 
 
    SMACK “NOOOOOOO” SMACK “FUCKKKKKK” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWWW” SMACK “OHHHHHH” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHHHH” SMACK “Nooooooooo” 
 
    SMACK “Owwww fuckkkkkk” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Noooooo” SMACK “Please noooooooooo” 
 
    I had really no idea how many spanks I had given him, but it seemed an awful lot. My ire was starting to cool, and his bottom was a deep shade of red. I had not spared him with the sandal, I wanted the first spanking to make an impression.  
 
    “Are you really sorry, for what you did?” I asked him letting up just a little. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I am, I truly am,” he said panting a little. 
 
    “Do you think you’ve learned a lesson, yet?” 
 
    “Yes, yes I have, I have,” he said eagerly. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I mused running the sandal over his bottom again. 
 
    “Please Mistress, please,” he said. 
 
    I lifted up the sandal and spanked him some more. I wasn’t ready to finish. Somehow, I felt he just needed it, that extra bit. 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWW” SMACK “NOOOOOOO” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwwwwww” SMACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “Owwwww Owwwww” SMACK “Ouchhhh fuckkk” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkk fuckkkk” SMACK “Owwww owwwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhh owwwww” SMACK “Owwww fuckkkkk owwwww” 
 
    SMACK “Ohhhhhh owwwwwww” SMACK “Owwwwww” 
 
    All of a sudden, his shoulders started to heave and he broke out into loud sobs. This was unexpected. I dropped the sandal at once. 
 
    “Get up, Jake, get up,” I said softly.  
 
    He got to his knees, and he was crying, real tears. I took him in my arms. Held him while he cried into my breast. I stroked his hair. 
 
    “It’s OK, it’s OK, Jake, the spanking is over now, I think you’ve learned your lesson for today.” 
 
    His arms came around me and held me tight almost as if he couldn’t let go. 
 
    “I love you, sweetheart, I love you, you know that I do.” 
 
    He nodded and cried for a very long while. Eventually, he looked up at me and I kissed him. It was sweet and joyful, a release for us both.  
 
    “Oh Delilah,” he murmured. 
 
    I had planned to make him kneel, kiss my feet and submit but I shelved those for another day. I was overcome with lust. I was practically dripping, and I knew his cock was hard. I pulled off my dress and got down on the floor, opening my legs. 
 
    “Fuck me, Jake, fuck me, go on, fuck me.” 
 
    He needed no encouragement. He lay down and I felt his hard cock now fully engorged slide into me. I was wet and wanton, as he began to fuck me. 
 
    “Go on, harder, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” I practically screamed it now he was in me, all I wanted was to be fucked hard. The sensations which were running through me were amazing, incredible from giving him the spanking. 
 
    “Oh fuck, yes, oh God, I will fuck you, yes, so hard, so fucking harrddddd.” 
 
    He growled it out as he began thrusting with all his might like a piston, pumping in and out of me. I almost couldn’t stand it and the wave was building like a tsunami. 
 
    “Ohhhh, fuckkk, Jakkkkee, yesssss, yesssss, yesssss, ohhhhhh, fuckkkkkk.” 
 
    “Delilah, oh God, fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, fuckkk, yessssss, I’m gonna… ahhhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhhh.” 
 
    His cock swelled and pulsed, his hot spunk spurted into me, and I went over the edge. The dam broke and wave after wave crashed through me. I had never felt such an intense orgasm, it was deep and took me to places I had never been. The union between us and the spanking had opened a dam which neither of us knew was there. 
 
    “Oh Jakeeeeee, fuckkkkkk, ahhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkkkkk.” 
 
    I screamed out at the height of my climax. It was amazing. Beautiful. As if all my senses had been enhanced by giving Jake the spanking. This was the best ever and it could only get better. I loved it, every moment of it. Every spank, every cry he made, the sound of the sandal on his naked backside. All of it was beautiful and sensual, making both of us hornier than I could have imagined. It was better than I ever thought it could be. 
 
    Eventually, we both lay still, panting, laughing even. 
 
    “You can get up now, the spanking session is over I think,” I told him, kissing him softly. 
 
    “OK.” 
 
    He stood up, and looked at me shyly. 
 
    “Let me see your bottom, turn around.” 
 
    Jake obliged and it was definitely a very nice deep shade of red. 
 
    “Does it sting?” I enquired standing up. 
 
    “Yes, very much.” 
 
    I snaked my arms around him.  
 
    “You realise that is only the beginning.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    He kissed me, more lovingly than he’d ever done before. 
 
    “That was some of the best sex we’ve had,” he said quietly. 
 
    “So, spanking does have some benefits,” I laughed. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Come, then let’s have some coffee, see how you get on sitting down.” 
 
    “Not very well I imagine.” 
 
    We both laughed. It was strange to be talking about it in such ordinary terms. A Rubicon had been crossed. We would never go back. Spanking was now part of our lives. We both knew it. I also knew that in a day or two, I was going to be spanking him again. I hadn’t finished, not by a long chalk. Besides which I was definitely going to get him to lick me after we’d had a coffee.  
 
    *** 
 
    Around three days passed, and things were good between us. Jake had suddenly become far more attentive and nicer to me since I had spanked him. This was a new Jake, a different Jake. Perhaps because we had both recognised and acknowledged the needs within ourselves, we could finally let go and be ourselves.  
 
    I knew, however, that I had to make good on my promises, and he would need to get another dose. Not only that I wanted to spank him again, and, moreover, I needed to. I was like a drug, a high that both of us were probably destined to become addicted to. So much better when your spouse is in tune, and it seems we certainly were. 
 
    Besides I hadn’t even begun to broach all the things I had written in my book. There was a lot and he needed to be punished for all of it, just as I had promised. I also felt that I should up the ante and the next time he would be getting the belt.  
 
    In order to test the waters of our newfound relationship, I texted Jake during the day. 
 
    “Your next spanking is tonight, don’t be late xxxxx” 
 
    There was quite a long pause and I wondered if he would respond when sure enough, a message came. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good boy xxxx” 
 
    I texted back, to which I received a smile emoji. He was still on board and ready to continue, this made me happier than ever. 
 
    The stage was set. A belting and then a fucking was in order, I was looking forward to it. Hopefully, Jake was too. I readied myself by making sure I had dinner prepared early since I was working from home. Then I had a shower thinking about what was to come. That in itself made me hot, and it was all I could to stop myself from fingering my pussy there and then. I wanted to wait, to allow the feelings of arousal to spiral out of control which I knew they would. Then I’d have another amazing orgasm I was sure. 
 
    I put red varnish on my nails, red lipstick, and my red leather corset which I had recently acquired. I put on red shiny mules and looked every inch the part of a Mistress. Downstairs in the living room, I placed the spanking chair in the centre of the room. I draped the thick leather belt I used for spanking over the back of it. I put Jake’s misdemeanours book on the seat. Then I waited. 
 
    Jake arrived home right on cue, and very shortly he appeared in the room, obviously looking for me. He took in my attire at once, and of course the chair, the belt, the book. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Yes, Jake,” I told him standing up. “You are getting another spanking. Afterwards, we’ll have dinner. Go upstairs, take off your clothes and come back down. Remember when you do, I am your Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said and left without demur.  
 
    It was a new experience to have him so compliant and I liked it. I liked the feeling he would obey me, and I felt it was time for him to submit properly. Today would be the day. 
 
    Jake reappeared with nothing on, as requested. He was handsome, sexy, well built. I loved it and I loved him naked. Even more, I loved the idea of belting his bare bottom. I picked up the book and sat down on the chair. 
 
    “Come here, kneel in front of me like a good boy,” I told him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He did so, without objection and knelt with his cock hard and stiff. It seems that these occasions really did arouse him massively. 
 
    “You remember this book?” I asked him, showing him at the same time. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “What’s in it?” 
 
    “Things I’ve done, bad things, naughty things, Mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed and for each of these I promised that one day you would be punished, did I not?” 
 
    He nodded slowly. 
 
    “Well today, I’m going to start. When you’ve been punished enough for them, I will tick them off, but until then they remain unpaid.” 
 
    He frowned ever so slightly and then it was gone, after all, he had agreed to this. I was going to make him live up to it. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “How will you pay, do you think?” 
 
    I wanted to string it out, make him participate in his own spanking. It turned me on to do so, and empowered me somehow. 
 
    “Punishment,” he replied without hesitation. 
 
    “Yes, a spanking or in the case of today, you are getting a damn good belting.” 
 
    He didn’t seem fazed by this. I recalled he had seen what a belting looks like. Though it’s another thing altogether to receive it, and I knew that from my time with Lucy.  
 
    “Remember how you wouldn’t let me use your belt, and I bought my own?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, now you are going to feel that belt across your backside.” 
 
    He said nothing, regarding me impassively but who knew what emotions were going through his mind. I was certainly a well of emotions at what I was about to do. Both positive and negative. The sense of power was strong, and the anger too reading the book. It helped to get me in the mood. 
 
    I began to read from the list of his misdeeds from the first one I had recorded. I stopped after a goodly number. 
 
    “That’s all for today, that’s what you are going to be punished for, and I’ve decided on thirty-six strokes of the belt. Hard strokes.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    I stood up, walked around him, let him watch me. I wanted him to see me, in all my glory. I picked up the belt, doubled it and snapped it a few times while he was watching. 
 
    “Can’t wait to use this on your bottom,” I informed him smiling. “You are going to be very very sorry for what you’ve done.” 
 
    He said nothing but swallowed a little apprehensively. I was getting to him just a bit. I liked that. I didn’t want him to like it too much. I wanted the belt to hurt him just a bit and to thus assuage the hurt he had given to me.  
 
    “Get up and stand in front of the chair,” I told him. 
 
    He obeyed without a word. 
 
    “Bend over, put your hands on the seat and don’t you dare take them off.” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    When he was in position, I looked him over, walked around the chair a few times, to savour the moment and build the anticipation for both of us. 
 
    “I’m going to give you a belting you won’t forget in a hurry,” I told him as I took up my position on his right side. I was almost shaking with the anticipation of doing it. It had been so long and so many times I had fantasised about this moment. It made me go weak at the knees. I steadied myself and prepared to deliver a belting to remember. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    I lined up the belt, and then drew it back with the other hand. My heart was thumping as I readied myself for the first stroke. 
 
    “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” he said a little sardonically. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I let fly hard and the belt struck his backside with a satisfying thwacking sound. I followed through and noticed a nice pink stripe appear at once. 
 
    CRACK “Owwwww fuckkkkkkk” 
 
    “That’s one,” I told him. “Thirty-five to go.” 
 
    He sighed clenched his buttocks a little and waited for the next. I was going to space the strokes out, making each of them count.  
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhhhhhh” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWW FUCKKKKK” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “Fucking hellllllll” 
 
    CRACK “Ouchhhhhhh” 
 
    “That’s the first six,” I said. “Not too bad now, was it?” 
 
    “For who, Mistress?” he shot back. 
 
    I laughed. He could still be funny even though his backside must be hurting already. The sound the belt made was so sweet, and it made me so very wet. I loved it. I love what it was doing to his backside. So nice and pinker with each stroke. I had struck hard and waited a few seconds between each so that he could feel the effects of every strike. 
 
    “Well good for me at least, I’m enjoying this a lot.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue? Hmmm. Well, you know why you are being punished, you little bastard. You’ve misbehaved for far too long. Now you’re getting exactly what you deserve. A damn good dose of the belt.” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhhhhh” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “Oouchhhh.” 
 
    His bottom was a nice shade of pink now and I was certain it would burn. I knew exactly how the strap burned. Lucy had used it to very good effect on my bottom and I could recall it even now. The afterburn of the strike of the leather on your bare skin. There was nothing like it. 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwww” 
 
    CRACK “Fuckkkkkk” 
 
    I paused. Walking around him again. 
 
    “That’s twelve you’ve had now, I bet your backside is burning nicely now, isn’t it?” I stopped in front of him. 
 
    He looked up at me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, it stings like fuck.” 
 
    I smiled satisfied with this response. It didn’t seem, though, as if he was disliking it that much. I could understand having received it and knowing how the pain intermingled with the sheer pleasure. Two edges of the same knife. 
 
    “That’s good because then I know you are learning your lesson. You’ve got a lot of lessons coming to you, of which this is just one and it’s by no means over.” 
 
    I returned to my position, raised the belt once more. He was really going to get it. I was loving it way too much. I let myself go and let the inner bitch rule. 
 
    “You are a bastard!” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWWW” 
 
    “A selfish oaf who didn’t care about my feelings.” 
 
    CRACK “Ahhhh fuckkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWWW” 
 
    “You’ve been rude and disrespectful, all those times I wrote down, you little wanker.” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “Owww owwwwww” 
 
    I stopped. I had been counting but stretching it out. That was better for both of us. I wanted the belting to last. I was loving every moment of it.  
 
    “That’s eighteen, halfway there now.” 
 
    He let out a sigh, of relief or perhaps resignation that there were eighteen more to go. 
 
    “These are going to hurt. I mean them to hurt a lot because that’s how you’ll learn to behave better in future.” 
 
    I decided to hit him even harder now, really let him have it with the second lot. His backside was going to feel every one of the strikes. I was going to make them count. 
 
    CRACK “Owww fuckkkkkkkkk” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “Owww fuckkkk fuckkkk fuckkkk” 
 
    “I told you,” I said implacably. “I told you that you were going to be soundly punished and you are. I am your Mistress, and you are going to understand exactly what that means.” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “OWWW OWWW OWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “OWWW AHHHHHH AHHHHH” 
 
    I walked around him again, letting the last volley of strokes sink in. Noting his now red backside with satisfaction. I can’t describe the feelings inside me, of power and control. Of sheer exhilaration at walloping his backside with the thick leather. It was a thing of beauty all of its own. I was so turned on I’m surprised the juices weren’t running down my legs. 
 
    “Am I bitch, do you think? Is that what you’re thinking?” I asked him gently, running my nails down his spine. “Hmmm?” 
 
    He hissed in a breath. I knew how much he loved me doing that, particularly when we were fucking. 
 
    “I don’t like to say,” he replied diplomatically. 
 
    “Don’t like to or don’t want to?” 
 
    “I don’t dare to, if I’m honest, Mistress,” he admitted 
 
    I gave a low laugh. He didn’t want me to add any strokes.  
 
    “You’re learning at least.” 
 
    I took up my position. Brought the belt back yet again. 
 
    “I am a bitch, of course, especially when I’m doing this.” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “OWWW FUCKKKKKKK” 
 
    “That’s what bitches do, bitches like me, they spank hard, they punish naughty boys until they cannot sit down.” 
 
    CRACK “AHHHHHH” 
 
    CRACK “OWWWW FUCKKKK FUCKKKK” 
 
    CRACK “Owwwwwwww ohhhhh owwwwww” 
 
    I paused, smiling to myself. It was hugely satisfying so far. His bottom was scarlet, and I had not quite finished. Jake’s cock was still stiff and hard, so evidently, he was enjoying the belting in spite of his yells. I knew he liked me saying the things I said. I wanted to say them, it was horny, it was powerful.  
 
    “The last six, Jake, from your bitch Mistress, are you ready?” 
 
    “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” he said quietly. 
 
    I decided to wallop him with all my might for these last strokes. I drew back the belt as far as I could and brought it down full force. 
 
    CRACK “AHHHH OWWWWWWWW” 
 
    CRACK “Ohhhhh fuckkkkkkk” 
 
    CRACKK “AHH FUCKING HELLLLLL” 
 
    CRACKKK “OWWWWWW OWWWW OWWWW” 
 
    CRACKKKK “Owww fuck fuckkkkkkk fuckkkkkk” 
 
    CRACKKKK “OWWWW YOU BITCHHHHHHHHHHHH” 
 
    The last one was a humdinger of a strike and must have really hurt. It would have burned like nothing else. So much that he forgot himself and swore at me. I threw the belt onto the sofa. 
 
    “Oh, dear,” I said to Jake, in mild tones. “Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, Mr Potty Mouth.” 
 
    “Sorry, it just came out, sorry, Mistress,” he replied realising what he’d done. 
 
    I began to run my hand over his red backside. It was hot and undoubtedly very sore indeed. I had belted him hard, and he must have felt it. However, he had sworn at me and a Mistress can’t ignore that, certainly not Mistress Delilah even if she was a bitch. 
 
    “All very well but I cannot allow that to go unpunished, such a pity as I thought we were done here, but obviously not.” 
 
    He didn’t look happy at what I had just said but I wasn’t going to let him get away with calling me a bitch. No way. Particularly not while I was spanking him. However, it was time for a change of implement, to make him really howl.  
 
    I went to my drawer of implements and took out something I’d recently bought. A bone-handled hairbrush with a very large head. After the hairbrushing from Lucy, I had wanted one of these. I found it in an antique shop, and it suited the purpose very nicely. Now it was going to see some action. I had mused at the time it probably had been used to spank already.  
 
    “I’ve been saving this,” I said. “For when you were really naughty, but I think on balance you deserve it now.” 
 
    “What’s that?” he eyed it with misgiving. 
 
    I showed him and ran my hand up the smooth side. 
 
    “A hairbrush and I can assure you it’s going to sting your backside like fuck.” 
 
    “Shit… I mean, shit… Mistress.”  
 
    His reaction confirmed to me he possibly had been checking up on spanking, and anyone who read about hairbrush spankings would know they hurt like the devil.  
 
    “Indeed.” 
 
    I walked around the back of him and decided I would just administer it while he was bending over, rather than the traditional over the knee position. I placed the back of the brush against his bottom so that he could feel it. I moved it slowly over his flesh noting him wince. His bottom was already sore, now it was going to sting even more.  
 
    “This is going to hurt, but you deserve it. Twelve of the best I think.” 
 
    He tensed. I knew the feeling of the brush. Lucy had given me six at my behest. It stung like hell. I raised it and brought it back. Jake was about to find out why the hairbrush was one of the most feared spanking implements of all. I brought it down hard, snapped it off alternating cheeks. I made the most beautiful sound as it smacked his bare flesh.  
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWWW” SMACK “AHHHHHHHH” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWWW” SMACK “Oucchhhhhhhhh” 
 
    It left deep red marks even on his undoubtedly sore red bottom. It would be having an impact for sure. 
 
    I spanked hard and measured the spanks. I let each one register before giving another and lifted the brush off right away for the maximum sting. 
 
    “You will not call me a bitch, understood, no matter how tempting it might be.” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWWW FUCKKKK” SMACK “Yessss Mistress owwwww” 
 
    “I am your Mistress you will treat me with respect or suffer the consequences.” 
 
    SMACK “OUCHHHHH” SMACK “AHHHHHHH” 
 
    “You are my bitch, in fact, Jake, my submissive little bitch and let this be a lesson to you.” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHHHH” SMACK “OWWWW OWWWWW” 
 
    “Next time you swear at me, you’ll be getting a full-on very long spanking over my knee with this hairbrush and you would do well to remember that.” 
 
    SMACK “AHHHHHHH” SMACK “OWWWWWWW” 
 
    SMACK “Fuckkkkkkkk” SMACK “Ouchhhhhhhh” 
 
    SMACK “OWWWW FUCKKKK” SMACK “Owwwwwwww” 
 
    I had given him some extra, and he’d obviously counted it. He also must have felt those spanks quite severely. 
 
    “You said twelve, Mistress,” he said accusingly. 
 
    “I changed my mind. Do you want more?” 
 
    “No, Mistress, please no I don’t.” 
 
    I smiled to myself. The hairbrush had done its work. 
 
    “Good, but remember this hairbrush, I’m sure you’ll earn another sound spanking from it soon.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    He said without enthusiasm for another outing of the implement.  
 
    “Good boy,” I said with a smile. “Now stand up and get on your knees facing the chair.” 
 
    He did so and I sat down. I was as horny as fuck after the hairbrushing, but I knew there was something I had to do. I had to get him to submit, properly, just like I had imagined it. 
 
    “It’s time for your submission,” I told him. 
 
    He looked at me but there was no defiance, we both knew this was coming. I had meant to do it the first time. Now it really was time to cement and reinforce my dominance over him. He wanted it, we both did. 
 
    “I want you to bow down and kiss my feet,” I said. 
 
    He shuffled forward, leaned forward, picked up my right foot gently. He removed the mule and kissed my toes, instep, ankle, all over. It felt amazing, beautiful, sexy and horny. Also, powerful as anything. Jake replaced the mule reverently and did the same to the other foot. Then he put it back down and looked at me expectantly. 
 
    “I told you, Jake, you would be here one day, and here you are on your knees to me, your Mistress.” 
 
    He nodded in acquiescence. 
 
    “So, say it, Jake, say that you submit to me, that you promise to obey me and that I am your Mistress now and forever.” 
 
    I wanted this, very badly, I wanted him to submit to me fully, verbally. 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    “Come on Jake, say it, hmmm? You know you want to. Or do you need another conversation with my hairbrush?” 
 
    The threat of this goaded him into action. He said loud and clear holding my gaze as he did so. I looked at him with sheer love and possession because now I knew he was totally mine. 
 
    “I submit to you my Mistress and I promise to obey you. You are my Mistress, now and forever.” 
 
    “Good boy, kiss my feet once more as a sign that you really meant what you said.” 
 
    He leaned forward, kissed my toes in turn. I smiled and a hot flush went through me. I felt so empowered, that I had finally got my wish. 
 
    He sat there looking at me, waiting. 
 
    “You will obey me, Jake, understood? I will punish when you deserve it, reward you too but you are mine. You belong to me now.” 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted?” I asked him. 
 
    “Yes.” Still barely audible but the moment had finally come, his submission and acceptance of my dominance over him. It was beautiful, everything I had wanted.  
 
    There was a surge of adrenaline going through me and more. I wanted to fuck him desperately now, to consummate our deal. I was aroused, horny beyond words and I could tell he was powerfully aroused too. His cock was harder than I had ever seen it and bigger.  
 
    “Come forward and lick me, worship my pussy like a good boy, like my good submissive boy,” I said. 
 
    I opened my legs, and he buried his head in between them. I felt the velvet of his tongue on my clit, and he began to lap. Jake is very very good at it and I was fit to burst. It wasn’t going to take me long to cum. I had to make him do it though, I needed it, it was an act of worship and I felt like a goddess.” 
 
    “Oh fuck, Jake, yes, oh God, oh my fucking God, you are so good at thatttt, ahhhhhh, fuckkkk, yessss, oh fuckkkkkkk, ahhhhhhh, Goddddd.” 
 
    He continued probing deep and then he used two fingers, fucking me with them at the same time, licking me faster. I could hardly stand it. 
 
    “Ahhh, Jake, fuckkk, yes, yes, oh God, Jake, fuckkkkk, oh my fucking God, ahhhhhh, fuckkkkk, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I couldn’t hold on any longer and I started to cum, long and loud.  
 
    “Oh, oh, oh, ohhhh, ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, ohhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhh, fuckkkkkkkkk, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I pushed his head hard into my pussy and was grinding against his mouth. 
 
    “Ahhhh, fuckkkkk, yessss, yessss, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhh.” 
 
    I finished with one long scream and pushed his head back. He looked at me waiting for what was to come next. 
 
    “Now it’s time to fuck me,” I said without preamble. 
 
    I stood up and bent over the chair, wanting to be taken, hard, feel his cock slamming into my pussy filling me up, stretching me. 
 
    “Fuck me, Jake, fuck me now,” I ordered. Even though I had had one orgasm I greedily wanted another. The belting and hairbrushing had tipped me over the edge, into the zone. I just wanted to be fucked so much. Jake obliged at once. 
 
    He was behind me and then inside me. I gasped at his girth. He felt huge. As if the belting had increased his size and libido a hundredfold. 
 
    “Fuck me, just fuck me!” I cried out. I was gagging for it. I needed it. His cock felt amazing, so good.  
 
    He was starting to thrust, hard and fast. It was going to be quick. We both needed the release of all the pent-up emotions and more. I was ready to go in any case, the first orgasm had just built a platform for the next.  
 
    “Oh Delilah, oh God, fuck, fuck, ahhh, fuck, oh God, fuck, fuckkkkk, fuckkkkkk.” He was thrusting, pounding, ramming his cock into me harder and harder.  
 
    And I wanted it, I needed it. The sensation was incredible. Everything came together in that one defining moment. Sex after giving a belting was like nothing on earth. It was almost magical, beautiful, transformative. 
 
    “Oh my God, my God, my God,” I screamed out as my climax started to break. Wave after wave crashed through me again. I was shouting as my muscles spasmed, and my toes curled. 
 
    At almost the same time, his cock was pulsing and his hot spunk shooting into me, filling me up. He roared out like a rutting stag on heat.  
 
    “Oh Delilah, ahhhhh, fuckkkkk, ahhhhhh, fuckkkk, fuckkkkk, fuckkkk, ahhhhhhh.” 
 
    I could hardly breathe as the orgasm overtook me, engulfed me, transported me. 
 
    “Oh Jake, Oh Jake, oh fuck, fuck, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    He was plunged into me deep inside, and it felt amazing. The sex was just amazing, a different level altogether. The sensations went on and on until finally, they began to subside. 
 
    After a while, we pulled apart. I kissed him a lot, told him how much I loved him and then we left the room to have dinner. 
 
    Later on, we made love again, in bed together, and then just held each other close. We had finally fulfilled ourselves, our true selves. No more secrets, no lies, all out in the open. Jake was in for some serious spankings. I knew that much. I wanted to get Lucy back to spank Jake too, and make love to us both. Perhaps also Mason. I would very likely cuckold Jake again but this time with his consent. Things were different now. I felt a deeper love for him than I ever had before, and I knew that from now on life would never be the same, but in a good way. Better, I closed my eyes and looked forward with anticipation to our future. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jake’s Diary 
 
    I am fulfilled. What can I say? Finally, I recognise my true submissive self. When Delilah spanked me and belted me, I loved every moment. I loved the pain because it was her. After all, I love her so much and so deeply. Why did I resist it so long? The sex was incredible afterwards.  
 
    I submitted to Delilah, and I wanted to. I want her to dominate me, spank me, punish me and fuck me. I want her to humiliate me, cuckold me. I want it all and I will love her to the day I die. My beautiful Delilah. I know you will read this, and I love you so much, with all my heart. 
 
    Jake 
 
    *** 
 
    If you have enjoyed this Hotwife Lucy anthology then please do feel free to let us know. If you care to write us a nice review on Amazon and/or Goodreads, we will be very grateful. You can also always write to us at this address: 
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    The Sofia series: Sofia is a beautiful polyamorous woman who likes to spank. He has a number of men she loves and in this reverse harem series she tells us a story about each one. This is a hot sex and spanking series you will love. 
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